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			For Gitte—

			my wonderful lifelong friend, my class field trip sidekick.

			You are my rock.

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			
			

			BORNHOLM, 1995

			She spotted the cave, barely visible in the pale moonlight filtering through the dense treetops. She began stumbling up the slope toward it, fighting through the fog in her brain. Hearing voices on the path below, she began to rush. But this only made her slip, though she managed to save herself at the last second by grabbing onto a spindly bush and using it to find a foothold. Seconds later, she was pulling herself up to the entrance to the cave. Shelter, at last. The rain had started falling again, the drops slapping her face and rattling the leaves in the branches above.

			The voices vanished into the darkness that surrounded her now. But she still needed to hide, and she frantically groped the rocks, searching for an opening into the cave she’d glimpsed from below. Her heart hammered against her ribs, and she was gasping for breath.

			The blow had knocked her out; she knew that, though she had no idea for how long. When she’d come back to herself, she had seen them watching her. But she’d managed to crawl away—slowly at first, then somehow making it to her feet and forcing herself to run. She’d managed not to fall in the dark, though she felt dizzy. Now the pain in her head was intense, the dim world spinning and careening in front of her.

			Touching her temples, she felt wet hair and a stickiness—blood. She would never speak to them again; all she wanted was to be left alone.

			The rocks scraped against the soft skin of her bare arms as she wriggled through the narrow mouth of the cave. Once inside, she hugged her knees, shivering, and focused on breathing slowly and evenly to calm herself. For a long time, she listened intently, straining to hear through the howling wind and rustling treetops, until at last she was certain they’d given up looking for her.

			Pain arced from her head down through her body, nausea ebbing and flowing. The cold rain began coming down harder and splashing her through the narrow opening. The wind whipped and tugged at her, and outside, the creaking of the enormous trees split the air.

			She felt dizzier and dizzier. She tried closing her eyes to make it go away but jerked them open again as a huge tree branch crashed to the ground only feet away from her. The storm and the groaning branches were terrifying. She closed her eyes again and pictured Skipper, hoping it might help her feel calmer. Next she pictured her brother, whispered to him about how scared she was.

			Her queasiness was unbearable now. Feeling a sudden need to vomit, she leaned out into the rain, accidentally ramming her shoulder hard into an outcropping in the process. Woozy and trembling now from the frigid air, she cried as she wiped her mouth and crept inside the cave as far as she could, looking for a dry place to lie down. Her head felt like it was about to crack open. She lay on her side and curled up to keep warm. When she closed her eyes once more, the earth beneath her swirled. Then all was quiet. Suddenly she jerked awake at the sound of an explosion outside, and the blackness thickened.

			Darkness. The space inside the cave shrank even smaller.

		

	
		
			ONE

			
			

			“Louise Rick, Louise Rick!”

			He pronounced her name “Lois Wreck.”

			The evening sun cast a deep golden glow over the ocean that stretched out before her, deep blue as far as the eye could see. She’d been sitting on the beach all day—and it had been an insanely hot one—and was still sitting there, unable to muster the enthusiasm to move.

			She ignored him. She felt heavy, slow, and sluggish from the emptiness inside her.

			“Emergency!” he yelled. “It’s about your family. Please come to the phone!”

			He approached where she was sitting at the water’s edge, leaving a trail of footprints behind him in the wet sand. He was wheezing, out of breath. As his words finally sank in, she turned and stared at him in alarm. “What is it? What’s going on?”

			He held his hand out to help her up off the small towel she’d brought along from the hotel room.

			“Please come,” he repeated, his voice shrill now. He turned and began running back across the street to the hotel, darting past the food stands that had been set up between the parked cars. The scooters that zipped down the street in front of the hotel day and night were making their usual racket, but Louise didn’t hear them as she followed the man through a small opening in the palm trees.

			Thailand hadn’t been her choice, but the family had made a deal when she’d taken six months’ leave from the police department. Louise was between jobs; she’d just left the Missing Persons Department to take on a new role as the head of the Homicide Department. But before beginning her new job, she’d wanted to spend some time traveling, and the family had come to an agreement that each of the four members would be allowed to pick out one place they wanted to see. They’d started in Mexico, which her foster son, Jonas, had chosen. After exploring Mayan ruins, they had journeyed on to South America, Africa, and India. They’d been on the road for four months so far. A small double family: Louise and Jonas, her partner, Eik, and his daughter, Stephanie. All that was in the past, though. Now she was still in Thailand, but alone.

			In the reception area, the man led Louise to a desk behind the counter, where the telephone was waiting for her. Her own phone was in her room. Shut off.

			“International call,” he said, pointing at the receiver.

			Louise froze. Lately, she’d been doing everything she could to shut out reality and now this call was about to confront her with it.

			She sank down on the chair by the table, and the man put the receiver into her hand. She raised it to her ear and spoke in a hush.

			“Hello.”

			“It’s Mikkel.” She barely recognized her father’s voice. “He tried to commit suicide. He’s in the hospital in Roskilde; we’re here with him.”

			He paused for a moment and took a deep, trembling breath. “They don’t know if he’ll survive. I think you should come home.”

			

			•   •   •

			
			Mikkel. Her brother was two and a half years younger than her. They were close, though not as close as they would have been if Louise had stayed in Mid Sealand instead of running off to Copenhagen after her boyfriend Klaus had died. But Louise had been desperate to get away at the time—Klaus’s death had traumatized her so much that she hadn’t even been able to attend his funeral. Still, she and Mikkel kept in close touch, and she was godmother to both of his children. “The Terrorists,” as her mother had called her grandchildren when they were toddlers. Now they were four and six, and not quite as wild. At least Kirstine wasn’t. Malte was still a handful, but Louise had a soft spot for her nephew, even though a houseful of screaming kids wasn’t exactly her cup of tea.

			“I’ll come.”

			She had trouble letting go of the receiver once they’d said goodbye. Her Mikkel, who had gone to Klaus’s funeral and placed a red rose on his coffin for her. The brother whose world had collapsed when his wife left him with two small children and a house in Osted, with bills he couldn’t pay. He’d taken on extra work as a deliveryman and had driven all over the country, in the little time he had left over from his job selling spare parts for Volvo in Roskilde.

			That had gone on for almost a year, until Trine had finally come back to him. And since then he’d seemed genuinely happy. Louise had often thought that Trine’s year away might actually have been good for them because they now seemed closer than ever. There was an air of peace about them, a new sense of comfortableness in their relationship. Louise hadn’t cared much for her sister-in-law while she had been away from her family. But that was ancient history now; as long as her brother was happy, so was Louise.

			She’d always thought she would do anything for her little brother. Climb any mountain, walk any desert, though he would have been irritated to hear her say that. He was a head taller than her and didn’t look at all like someone who needed his big sister to take care of him. Still, she’d vowed that she’d always be there for him, no matter what.

			

			•   •   •

			Louise slept for most of the flight home. After Eik, Jonas, and Stephanie had left, a local Thai pharmacist had begun supplying her with sleeping pills. Normally they required a prescription, but she had smooth-talked her way out of needing to see a doctor. The pills had gotten her through the nights alone.

			Because it was an emergency, she was allowed to leave the small, sleazy tourist hotel without paying for the entire week, which they could have insisted on. There wasn’t much good to say about the room, and nothing good at all to say about the bed or the tiny shower stall, which specialized in icy water at a trickle. On the other hand, she had nothing but praise for the man at the reception desk, who turned out to be the owner—he told her so on the way to the airport. He had offered her a lift, and he’d also been the one who’d figured out the fastest way for her to get back to Denmark.

			Which turned out to be three connecting flights, though with short layovers between them. She spent the trip in a fog of sleep, anxiety, sorrow, and a sense of unreality. Like a bad dream that had somehow invaded real life, making her head spin and her joints feel stiff. On top of that was the fact that she hadn’t managed to eat since her father’s call, and she hadn’t drunk much, either. In fact, she hadn’t taken in much at all during the past few weeks after saying goodbye to the others. Her body had come to a standstill; it felt like torture when she tried to force something down. She was off her feed, as her father would have put it, though he was usually referring to birds.

			Her suitcase was one of the first ones to pop out, thanks to the red tag the hotel owner had convinced the woman at the airport to fasten onto the handle in order to expedite its voyage through the airports. Louise had lost all sense of time. She glanced at her phone and saw that it was nearly seven-thirty in the evening.

			

			•   •   •

			She spotted her father immediately after she passed through customs. He was standing off to the left in the arrivals hall. The second he saw her, he engulfed her in a huge hug, which roadblocked the other passengers trying to drag their suitcases through the gate.

			He held her so tightly that Louise couldn’t breathe enough to even ask about her brother. Or maybe she just didn’t dare. More than a day had gone by since his call. The first twenty-four hours were crucial; she knew that from experience. They were the hours that separated life from death. When her father finally let go of her, she took a step back and quickly studied his face.

			“They say he’ll survive,” he whispered with relief, though his voice was husky. “The doctors don’t think he suffered any permanent damage, but it was close. If your mother hadn’t gone over to visit when she did, Mikkel would be dead. He was unconscious when she found him.”

			The anxiety drained out of her body, leaving her giddy and light, almost as if she were floating. “Can we drive over to the hospital now?”

			He shook his head. “They told us he needs to rest this evening. He’s not well, he’s not himself, but you can visit him tomorrow.”

			Her father grabbed her suitcase and led her to the exit. Still in a daze, she barely registered the hum of voices and the low sun on her face as they walked out. The specter of an impending disaster had overwhelmed her, put her body on high alert. And now it was slowly loosening its grip. At last she could breathe. They stashed her suitcase in the trunk, and he backed the car out of the parking space.

			When they reached the freeway, he asked about the others. Specifically about Jonas. Louise answered vaguely. She told him everything was fine, that they all said hello. She assured him that Eik and the kids understood she had no choice. She’d needed to come home.

			“You can fly back and join up with them again,” he said, as if apologizing for interrupting her vacation now that her brother wasn’t about to die after all.

			The freeway signs flew by. Though she’d been gone a long time, the way home was still familiar to her and she didn’t pay much attention. She thought about Mikkel. How could her brother have even considered committing suicide? He knew how devastated she had felt during all the years she’d believed, falsely, that her boyfriend Klaus had killed himself. She was the one who had found him hanging above the stairway in the house they’d just moved into.

			After several minutes of silence, she asked, “What happened? How did he do it?”

			Her father stared straight ahead at the cars in front of them as the silence lengthened. After what felt like forever, he said, “Car exhaust. Mikkel closed the garage door and started the car. We were taking care of the kids; they’d stayed the night. But your mother wanted to pick something up at the house the next morning before taking them back, and she heard the car idling out there.”

			“Car exhaust!” Louise knew that nowadays people seldom did it that way. Only the very poor or the very rich, the pathologists liked to say. It didn’t really work with new cars that were equipped with catalytic converters. So it was usually someone with either an older car or an antique one.

			She felt her father’s eyes on her. “He must’ve been out there a long time.” Her throat clogged up; if the garage was sealed tight enough, in time he would have easily died of carbon monoxide poisoning. “What about Trine? Didn’t she hear him go out?”

			“Your brother was alone.”

			Her father’s voice was still raspy. Louise studied him, but then she let it go. She was too tired, couldn’t handle it right now. She turned on the radio, leaned her head back, and listened to the news.

			“Police have identified the remains of a body found last week on Bornholm. Susan Dahlgaard, a fourteen-year-old girl who disappeared more than two decades ago during a field trip with her class from Osted School in Mid Sealand, was found in a cave in Echo Valley, a popular site for visitors on the island. Identification was made difficult by the condition of the body, and at this moment, the cause of death is undetermined.”

			Louise straightened up in her seat. This was one of the cases the Missing Persons Department had been involved in back when she was working there. Her former colleague Olle had a picture of Susan Dahlgaard on the wall behind his desk, along with photos of several other people from cold cases the media often returned to, keeping their memories alive. Back when the young schoolgirl had disappeared, there had been an exhaustive search. Bornholm police had requested the assistance of the Mobile Crime Unit, and the best canine trackers in the country had been called in to aid the local dog patrols. Thirty men with highly trained dogs had combed the entire area around the Svaneke Hostel, where the girl’s class had been staying. The next week, a new team had been sent over to relieve them, and the search had gone on this way for several weeks before being abandoned. With no evidence having been turned up by the dog teams, the police theorized that she’d been abducted and taken off the island. The girl’s photo had been shown on newscasts and posters around the country. The department called a search like this “the whole package,” and it included reviewing all pertinent international records.

			The three friends Susan had shared a room with had last seen her at the harbor in Svaneke, where they’d split up. The four girls had left the hostel while they were supposed to be asleep in their rooms, sharing two bikes between them. During questioning, the girls stated that they had biked down to the harbor, where Susan had agreed to meet up with some Bornholm boys they’d met earlier. The other girls left her in front of the convenience store at the harbor and never saw her again. The boys confirmed meeting the girls there, but they claimed Susan hadn’t been with them later in the evening. There’d been no further traces of the fourteen-year-old.

			Louise had been in high school in Roskilde when Susan disappeared. That had been several years before she applied for police school, but even back then the case had intrigued her because Osted was close to Hvalsø, where she had gone to elementary school. Her class had also taken the traditional weeklong field trip to Bornholm, and her memories of it had been fresh. The day before they left, she had broken her collarbone playing soccer. She still went on the trip even though her shoulder and left arm had been bandaged tightly, and her friends had to help dress her and tie her shoes. At the same time, it had been a great excuse to duck out of the long bike tours of the island, which suited her just fine.

			Now Louise closed her eyes and recalled the trip. How hard the Bornholm ferry had rocked, causing many of her classmates to throw up. How they had bought a smoked herring packed in newspaper at the smokehouse. And a gigantic ice cream cone at the Gudhjem harbor . . .

			

			•   •   •

			I must have dozed off, Louise told herself when she opened her eyes and looked up at her brother’s red house. Her father had pulled in and parked, and her mother stood in the doorway, waiting for her to step out. She looked old. As if the four months Louise had been gone had aged her. Or maybe because these days she seldom saw her mother without her smock. At their farmhouse in the country, her mother was always marching back and forth between the living quarters and her small ceramics workshop at the far end of the wing, and her clay-stained work clothes were so much a part of her that normal clothing looked strange on her.

			On the way to the front door, Louise realized it wasn’t age treating her mother’s face harshly. Worry showed in every line, as if she hadn’t yet understood that her son was going to survive. The worst had blown over. But then it hit Louise: The worst had not blown over.

			Her brother had wanted to die, and that hadn’t changed just because his suicide attempt had failed. He’d been so unhappy that he was ready to sign off on life despite having two small children and a wife he loved.

			Louise spread her arms and embraced her mother; let herself be surrounded by her familiar fragrance.

			“I can’t tell you how glad I am that you’re back home,” her mother whispered into Louise’s long hair. Louise didn’t know exactly how she looked; she hadn’t checked in a mirror, but she was sure it wasn’t pretty. She’d left the hotel in Phuket so suddenly that she was still wearing shorts and the hooded sweatshirt she’d thrown on during the plane ride. Her mother led her inside while her father unloaded her suitcase.

			“Where are the kids?” Louise looked around. “And Trine?”

			“The kids are asleep.” Her mother pushed open the kitchen door. She’d set the table for three. Louise smelled curry on the stove, which made her stomach lurch, but she smiled and plopped down on a chair at the table. Her mother handed her a wineglass.

			“How was he doing when you were at the hospital? Did he seem relieved?”

			Louise had often seen that reaction from people who had tried to kill themselves. It wasn’t uncommon for the police to get a call from someone who regretted swallowing the pills.

			“More often than not, it’s a cry for help,” she added.

			Her father came in and sat down. Her parents exchanged a quick glance and then her mother looked gravely at Louise.

			“It wasn’t any cry for attention,” her father confirmed. “He meant to kill himself.”

			“But why?” Louise said. “Why now? If he wanted to, why wouldn’t he have done it when Trine left him? For a while back then I was even afraid he might do something stupid. But why now, when everything is going so well?”

			Silence. Once more her parents glanced at each other.

			“Trine has deserted him again,” her mother said.

			Louise put down her wineglass. “Deserted him . . . What do you mean, deserted?”

			Her father took over. “She’s gone. She didn’t give him a reason or any sign that she was about to leave. He came home from work Wednesday and she was gone. He checked her closet and saw that she had taken her overnight bag and a few clothes.”

			“And she emptied the jar with the no-smoking money.” Her mother nodded over at the cupboard where a brown clay jar stood on the top shelf. Louise could never understand why her brother and Trine kept calling the cash they put aside “cigarette money” several years after they’d stopped smoking. They could have just called it vacation money. But every week for years, the money they saved by not buying cigarettes was stuck into the jar and spent on weekend trips.

			“He hasn’t heard from her, so he doesn’t know where she is. Or if she’s with another man,” her mother added sharply.

			“It could be,” Louise’s father mumbled. “I mean, it’s almost like she was trying to show Mikkel that she wanted to start a brand-new life. Otherwise, she would have taken more of her things with her.”

			Her mother began speaking softly. “He never should have taken her back. She left him once; she could do it again. That’s what I’ve always thought. And he was so broken up.”

			“Had they been fighting?” Louise was trying to make sense of it all, but her parents shrugged.

			“Not that we know of,” her mother said. “And I didn’t have the feeling anything was wrong.”

			“Mikkel and Trine and the kids came over not long ago for dinner,” her father said. “They seemed happy enough that evening; they’d just rented a vacation house for the first part of July. We saw no sign they’d been arguing or had any tension between them. It seemed completely out of the blue, her leaving like this.”

			Her mother stared down at her hands, as if she could hold back her anger at her daughter-in-law if she concentrated hard enough. “But she could have been putting on an act until she was ready to leave.”

			“So both of you think that’s why he did it?”

			Her mother nodded and looked up. “Yes, I think so. I imagine your brother couldn’t bear the thought of going through it all over again.”

			“But we haven’t had the chance to talk to him all that much,” her father said.

			Her mother handed her a plate of curried meatballs. Louise looked at it and asked for a smaller portion, but her mother had other ideas.

			“It’ll do you good to get some decent food after that long trip.” Her mother firmly set the plate in front of her.

			The kitchen in her brother’s house reminded Louise of a cave. He’d renovated it himself. All the drawers and cupboard doors were painted dark green; a man at work who painted cars had helped him. The rest was built from used lumber and looked like something out of a home decor magazine.

			During the year of Trine’s absence, Mikkel had restored most of the house. When he hadn’t been working one of his two jobs, he’d been hammering away inside. He’d claimed it saved him a lot of money on psychologists. Looking around now, Louise thought there might not be anything left to do that could help him. No more projects to occupy his time, keep his mind off things.

			She didn’t touch her food. “I ate on the plane.” She set her glass down. “How are the kids taking it?”

			“They don’t know yet. We told them their father’s in the hospital, but he’s coming home soon. Yesterday we feared the worst, so we couldn’t tell them anything. We had to wait to hear more about his condition. It wasn’t until we spoke with him today that we learned about Trine leaving. Mikkel hadn’t told us anything.”

			“How much money did they have in the jar?” Louise asked. All the animosity she’d felt the first time her sister-in-law had left Mikkel flared up again. If she had to squeeze that money out of Trine with her bare hands, she’d do it, and enjoy every second of it.

			Her mother poured more wine into their glasses. “Mikkel thinks there was around seven thousand crowns.”

			“She won’t get far on that, if she’s on a little love trip,” her father said.

			“We don’t know that’s it,” her mother snapped. “At any rate, we can’t fill Mikkel’s head with notions like that. It might be that she just needs to be alone for a while.”

			Her father wouldn’t let it go. “She’s gone, and what’s more, she left the kids behind. Mikkel must be sure she’s left him, otherwise he wouldn’t have let himself hit rock bottom.”

			Louise stopped listening to their bickering. She was tired. And heartsick. She was certain that no matter what, Trine would have a lot to think about when she came home and found out what she’d caused. Suddenly it hit her how much worse it could have been: for some men, the extreme desperation Mikkel had experienced drove them to kill their wives and children, too, before committing suicide. What the media liked to euphemistically call a “family tragedy,” but in reality was more like a liquidation. Thankfully, her brother hadn’t tried to take his children to the grave with him. It hadn’t been about punishing Trine that way. He’d put only himself in danger. Thinking of all the cases she’d worked on during her years in Homicide that had ended up much worse, Louise felt relieved. No one had died. Fortunately.

			Louise nearly jumped when her mother stood up.

			“I’ve made up a bed for you in the rear bedroom.” She grabbed Louise’s suitcase and pulled it down the hall. “We’ll sleep here tonight so we can get the kids off to school tomorrow. But if they want to keep Mikkel at the hospital, I think you and the kids should come out to the farm. At least until they release him. It might do him good to have some peace and quiet here when he gets back, too. We can talk about that tomorrow.”

			Louise had no intention of staying with her parents, that much she knew, but she was too tired to get into it at the moment. Her mother had laid out towels for her in the guest room, and added that if Louise needed anything, she could use whatever was in Trine’s closet.

			“I just need a shower, is all,” Louise said. “And it’s going to be nice to lie down after all those hours sitting in airplane seats.”

			Her mother walked over and cupped her hands around Louise’s cheeks. She stood for a moment before letting her hands fall. “Should I wake you up when we leave?”

			“No. If I can get a decent night’s sleep, maybe I can avoid jet lag.”

			She was already searching for the small, transparent plastic pouch in her bag. Her sleeping pills.

		

	
		
			TWO

			
			

			For a long time, she lay completely still, staring into the darkness without really seeing. Her body ached and felt heavy, as if it belonged to someone else. Her nose stung from the rancid smell of moisture and musty earth, and the quiet around her felt claustrophobic.

			She listened intently for the slightest sound but heard only silence. She panicked, tried to sit up, but her body refused to move. When she attempted to scream, no sound came out of her mouth. It was as if the air around her stood still, as if fresh air were far, far away.

			The searing pain in her nose reached all the way up into her sinuses; she squeezed her eyes and felt the tears running into her ears. She couldn’t roll onto her side, but she managed to tilt her head a bit when a violent spasm racked her stomach, causing her to throw up. The thin slime ran down her face; she wanted to wipe it off, but her hands weren’t her own. Seconds, maybe even minutes went by before she slowly came to fully understand her inability to move. Desperately, she sent signals to her feet; she tried to raise her toes, but nothing happened.

		

	
		
			THREE

			
			

			Coffee sloshed over the edge of the cup and burned Camilla Lind’s fingers as she hurried down the hallway toward Terkel Høyer’s office. The editorial meeting had just begun. She had gathered up all the clippings she’d had time to print out, and felt armed and ready to fight for her story.

			When she opened the door, the chief editor was going through the story ideas that had already been presented.

			“Glad you could stop by,” he said, looking at her in annoyance as she closed the door.

			Høyer had been her boss the entire time she’d been covering crime at Morgenavisen. He’d been the one who put her back on the crime desk now that she’d returned after a long, self-imposed hiatus. She had witnessed a brutal murder in Sweden’s underground crime world, and she’d needed to spend some time in a psychiatric ward to deal with the trauma. Some of her colleagues had feared that Camilla wouldn’t recover from the experience, that she didn’t have the strength. They’d been wrong.

			While she had been away, life had thrown her some curveballs that had distracted her from thinking about work at all. But finally, she’d come to the realization that she wanted to return to the paper. And having a full-time job again suited her well now that her husband, Frederik, was in the States, working for a film company on a TV series.

			“Bornholm,” Camilla said, after Høyer finished and glanced over at the stack of papers she’d laid on the table. “I spoke to the police in Rønne; they still can’t say if Susan Dahlgaard’s death was a homicide. But I did learn that the body is decomposed, and it was hidden behind some rocks under a fallen tree. They said it’s almost certain she’s been there since her disappearance, and when the tree trunk rotted away enough, there she was. Someone walking through Echo Valley reported it to the police.”

			She picked up her notes. “The rocks and the tree had her penned in so tight that no animals could get to her body.”

			“That’s already on the website,” Jakob said. The young reporter had interned on the crime desk, and despite the fact that the paper had been making budget cuts, he’d managed to get himself hired in Camilla’s absence.

			She pulled out a chair and sat down. “I went to grade school in Osted; I was a few years ahead of Susan,” she said, ignoring Jakob. “I didn’t know her, but I know the teacher who was on the class field trip. And I checked the students in that class; I recognize a few of the names.”

			“And do you have access to any of them?” Høyer asked.

			“One of them had an older brother I went out with. And there’s another woman who was in the class who I run into now and then. She lives close to the school. I’m sure she can steer me to the others who were on the class trip.”

			Høyer broke in. “Let’s hold up on this. We don’t even know yet if there’s a crime involved.”

			“So you’re saying we should just twiddle our thumbs and wait while the other papers lock up the people who can tell us what happened?”

			She kept her eyes glued to him. Almost nothing irritated her boss more than when the competition beat them to the sources, sometimes even going so far as to prevent them from speaking to others in the media.

			“I went to the same school. I even visited Bornholm myself. The same place. We stayed at the same hostel in Svaneke. I might have even slept in the same bunk bed as Susan Dahlgaard. I can do a feature. Describe what happened before she disappeared.”

			“But isn’t it an old case?” Jakob looked over at Ole Kvist, the reporter who had been with the paper the longest.

			Camilla’s older colleague nodded. In recent years he rarely showed even a hint of interest in any of the story ideas floated at the editorial meetings.

			Camilla felt like biting Jakob’s head off. “This is the type of case people are always fascinated with, because no one ever found out why she disappeared. It’s like an unsolved murder—we want to know what happened. Susan had just turned fourteen when she disappeared in 1995. We’ve all been on a school trip; people will identify with this.”

			“I’ve never been to Bornholm,” Jakob answered.

			Camilla glared at him; he’d barely been born back then, she thought. She noticed that Ole looked as if he was about to say something but then decided to hold back.

			“There was a shooting last night on Tagensvej,” Høyer said, glancing at Camilla.

			She leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. “If I get one more gang-related assignment, I’m quitting!”

			Ole laughed. “You just got back.” He seemed to be enjoying the show.

			“I’m covering the class trip. I can get access to the people who were there, I’ll find out what they remember, where they are now. They can tell us what Susan was like, and they might have some ideas about what happened back then.”

			“But somebody must have already written about that,” Jakob said. “Surely reporters talked to them back when it happened.”

			“I didn’t write about it,” Camilla snapped. “I didn’t talk to them.”

			It looked like she’d successfully persuaded Høyer. He nodded. “Jakob, you take Tagensvej; Camilla, you get busy with the girl’s classmates. If it turns out there’s no crime, you’ll have to go with how they feel about the case being reopened. Old wounds ripped up.”

			Camilla nodded with satisfaction. It would take her forty minutes to get to Osted, and she knew exactly where to begin.

			

			•   •   •

			The summer rain pelted Camilla’s windshield as she turned off the freeway and drove past Glim and Øm on the highway to Osted. She thought about her husband, Frederik, who was staying in his house in Hawaii. His father was there, too, visiting him. Camilla had been there, but not since they’d been married. Several times Frederik had asked her to join them, but her son, Markus, would soon be home from boarding school for the summer. She didn’t want to travel without Markus, and he wanted to stay at home through the summer to be with his girlfriend, Julia.

			Crazy, Camilla thought. She looked across the fields toward a farmhouse where one of her friends from high school in Roskilde had lived. She had no idea how her son had turned into someone who didn’t jump at the chance to go to Hawaii. But really, though, was she so different? After all, she’d rather be here with him than in Hawaii. Even in the middle of the Danish summer.

			Markus and Julia had started going out at the beginning of the school year, and Camilla was surprised it had lasted this long. Now Markus didn’t want to do anything without Julia. And she was a sweet girl, to be sure. But Camilla was disappointed that she never had her son to herself anymore.

			Her thoughts drifted back to Frederik. Moments later, her phone rang. It was him, as if her thoughts had summoned him. There was a twelve-hour time difference between them, but he sounded as if he were sitting right beside her.

			“I’m on my way to Osted,” she explained when he asked what she was doing.

			“To the used-car dealer, huh?” He laughed. Camilla’s father had sold used cars from a lot on Hovedvejen, the highway that passed by Osted. Camilla pictured the rows and rows of cars with price stickers inside the front windshields.

			Frederik had never met him; her relationship with her father had been difficult until recently.

			“Hardly. It’s been twenty-five years since he closed up shop, remember? But I did have lunch with him yesterday, as a matter of fact. He was in town and wanted to see me.”

			Frederik’s family had had a falling-out after his mother died, which Camilla believed was why it meant so much to him that she kept her own family together. But her dad was an asshole. Or at least he had been.

			“He still won’t talk about their divorce,” she said. “Every time I bring the subject up, he just says it wasn’t easy after my brother died. It wasn’t very goddamn easy for any of us. It’s never easy when a sixteen-year-old boy dies.”

			Camilla had been fourteen when her older brother, Lasse, was killed while riding his moped. The accident had happened less than two hundred meters from Hestehaven, where they lived. He’d pulled out on Hovedvejen just as a car sped by.

			“Grief is hard to handle; we all react differently,” Frederik said. He’d said it many times, but it didn’t help, not really. Her father had been a big shot in Osted; a firebrand with a broad network of friends and business connections. Shortly after Lasse’s death, he’d left. Less than a month after the divorce, he was already living with a younger woman who Camilla hated from the moment she first laid eyes on her.

			“But obviously you know that’s not all,” she said. She slowed down and kept her eyes on the houses on the other side of the street. “He’s never been there for Markus. He’s never volunteered to help or done anything, never offered to watch him, or even pick him up for that matter. He’s never been someone we could count on. But . . .” She signaled to turn. “We had a good time together at lunch. It was nice seeing him. Maybe now that he’s older, he’s got a little more room in his life for people other than himself. We’re getting together again sometime this week. I haven’t been to Præstø in a long time.”

			Her father had taken over his parents’ farm. He’d also sold used cars in that part of Southern Sealand for several years, but now he was retired. His young girlfriend had moved on a long time ago, and Camilla had the feeling that sometimes the days were awfully long for him to get through by himself.

			“That’s nice,” Frederik said. She could tell that he was trying not to sound too enthusiastic about her reconciliation with her father. “And how’s my mother-in-law doing?”

			“Fine. She’s teaching dream interpretation and Pilates; it keeps her busy. It seems like her social life has exploded over there in Skanderborg. Especially since she can’t spend all her time on her grandson anymore now that he’s too old for that.”

			Frederik laughed. “I Skyped with him earlier today. He asked if he could take the boat out this weekend.”

			Typical Markus! Going through Frederik because he knew the combination of a seventeen-year-old, a motorboat, a summer evening, and a lot of friends on board would worry her way too much.

			“And you gave him permission, I suppose.”

			Camilla had had a hard time getting used to having a boat. Having money. Things that Frederik had brought into their marriage. She was worried that it might not be good for Markus. He enjoyed it; that was obvious. Much more than she did.

			“I did, yes. But on one condition.”

			“Which is . . .”

			“That he convinces you to take a summer vacation and fly over to us.”

			“Not without him,” Camilla shot back. They’d talked about this before; Frederik knew very well how she felt.

			“Two weeks. He’ll come over with you for two weeks. But only after the Roskilde Festival.”

			“Really?” She tried to remember if anyone else on the crime desk would be on vacation in early July. Happy butterflies were churning in her stomach and suddenly she felt an overwhelming longing for her husband. But she stopped herself; before she got too excited, she needed to find out if she could get away from work.

			“Whoops, there’s her house; I’d better go,” she said. Vacation plans would have to wait for later. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow. Say hi to your dad, and thanks for handling everything with Markus.”

			Camilla sent a few quick kisses through the phone and tossed it down on the seat, then pulled up in front of the house.

			Trine had been in her class at school, but she didn’t remember much about her, though in the past several years she’d run into her several times at birthday parties for Louise. Her friend’s sister-in-law had also been at Jonas’s confirmation. Every time they met, they talked about Osted School and their old elementary-school teachers. And the school parties, and how they and their friends had often played hooky by heading down to the grocery store or hanging out on the soccer field instead of going to class.

			It was just small talk between her and Trine. Once Camilla had remarked to Louise that her brother’s wife was a bore, but her friend had only frowned and retorted that her brother was happy with her.

			And that had been the end of that.

			But Trine Madsen was boring. Madsen—when she’d been married to Mikkel, her last name had been Rick, but after Mikkel took her back following their brief divorce, they hadn’t remarried.

			No other cars were parked in front of the house, which was a good sign, Camilla thought as she opened her door and got out. Trine was a podiatrist with her own clinic in the addition in back, and it looked like she might not have any clients at the moment.

			

			•   •   •

			The doorbell echoed all the way through the house, an incessant monotone that slowly pulled Louise out of a deep sleep. The bedroom was dark, and at first she had no idea where she was. Then it came back to her in small, painful drips. The trip home from Thailand, Mikkel’s suicide attempt. And then everything with Eik and Jonas. She rolled over to face the wall and pulled the duvet over her head. The doorbell rang again. Suddenly fear gripped her, and she tumbled out of bed. What if someone had been trying to reach her and she’d slept through it? What if it was bad news about Mikkel and someone was here to tell her in person, something that couldn’t be told over the phone?

			She ran to the front door. The doorbell rang one more time before she flung it open and then stepped back in surprise.

			Her voice was hoarse as she stammered out, “Hi!”

			A deluge of questions rained down on her.

			“What are you doing here?” Camilla’s voice thundered.

			The effects of the sleeping pill hadn’t fully left Louise’s body, and she felt like she was in a surreal daze. All she could do was stare speechlessly at her best friend, who kept yelling at her.

			“Why didn’t you call? When did you get home? How long have you been here? Why the hell didn’t anyone tell me you were back in Denmark?”

			Instead of answering, Louise stepped forward with widespread arms as she felt tears rising up through her exhaustion.

			“Mikkel tried to kill himself,” she whispered against her friend’s shoulder.

			“Oh no!” Camilla hugged Louise tightly.

			“I got in yesterday evening.”

			They stood for a few moments in each other’s arms, then Louise showed her friend to the kitchen and went back to the guest room to look for some clean clothes to put on. Her hair had dried on the pillow after her shower the evening before, and it lay strangely flat on one side of her head.

			The house was quiet. Louise hadn’t heard her parents and the kids get up, and only now did she see it was a quarter past twelve. She’d slept through it all. Several messages had come in from her mother.

			“Visiting M this evening at six. Conversational therapy now, waiting for doctor.”

			Her mother had never been one for long text messages. And though Louise was anxious to see her brother, it was also a relief to know the effects from the pill would have time to wear off before she went to the hospital. She wouldn’t be much use to him the way she felt now; she wasn’t even much use to herself.

			She sent an “Okay” back to her mother and asked if they had seen him, and how he was doing.

			“Yes. Very depressed,” she answered. “Afraid he’ll do it again.”

			Louise closed her eyes and pictured her brother. They had the same dark, curly hair. His was short and lay tight on his scalp. They also both had a slightly pointed nose and blue eyes.

			She rolled up her curls into a bun and fastened it with an elastic. Then she joined Camilla out in the kitchen and brought down a teapot from a shelf, filled it with water, and put it on to boil. Her friend asked her how it had happened.

			“Car exhaust.” She heard the professional tone in her voice. The one she used as Detective Louise Rick when she informed a family about a death. Empathetic, but professional. “He let the car idle out in the garage. Mom found him.”

			“I’m so sorry to hear this. When did it happen?”

			“Day before yesterday. I came home as soon as I heard, but it took me a day to get here.”

			“Have you
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