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            "He who fights monsters must watch he doesn’t become one himself."
      

            Friedrich Nietzsche
         

         

      
   


   
      
         
            To Lis, for being who you are.
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         Hvidovre, 1993
      

         It was getting dark. And the frost was biting. It was nine o’clock in the evening. Morten sped off at a run. He was more terrified than he’d ever been before in his twelve years of life. With the hood of his parka up around his head and his heart pounding in his throat, he ran without realizing that his legs were burning. Without realizing that his body was going downhill. He ran in the thickening snowfall, the flakes swirling around him like a swarm of fireflies. He ran between Rosenhøj’s grey apartment blocks which lay like fortifications along the motorway. He was on his way home. He was making headway until he fell on the icy pavement. He got back up, bruised but barely realizing it. He ran again towards the last staircase in the block. He climbed the stairs without slowing his pace, while the sound of Metallica drifted up to the third floor from a ground floor flat. He got the key out and let himself in. The hallway was piled with clothes and boots. The flat smelled mouldy and of cheap pot. Just like usual. Through the open door to the living room, he spotted his stepbrothers on the sofa. Both were in white tank tops and grey jogging bottoms. Both were working their way through the crate of beer sitting in the centre of the tiled table.

         ‘Hey loser,’ called Patrick, the oldest, and ordered Morten into the living room.

         But Morten didn’t stop. He continued through the hallway and locked himself in the bathroom. He tried to catch his breath, but it came back only intermittently. He stood by the dirty sink and looked at himself in the greasy mirror. The reflection scared him. He had never had freckles before, but now his lean face was mottled. Speckled with blood. He looked down at his hands, where the blood was flaking.

         ‘Hey loser, open up.’

         There was a loud bang on the bathroom door. Morten turned on both taps and began to rinse the blood off his hands. Someone else’s blood.

         ‘Dammit, open up or I’ll kick your arse.’

         He rubbed water over his face, but the blood was stubborn. He ripped off his parka and rubbed his hands and face with the synthetic lining. He looked in the mirror and pulled a congealed clump out of his mid-length dark hair. He was as clean as he could get. He hid the coat among the dirty laundry in the overflowing laundry basket. He unlocked the bathroom door.

         His seventeen-year-old stepbrother Patrick came stumbling in. His eyes were blurred with beer and hashish. Still, the slap he gave Morten was on target.

         ‘What have you been up to, you shit? Why are you only just coming home now?’

         ‘Nothing,’ Morten replied and rubbed his cheek. He pushed past Patrick and out into the hallway.

         Patrick followed him.

         ‘Mum and Ivan are mad. You’re in for it when they get home.’

         ‘Where are they?’ Morten muttered on his way into the boys’ shared room.

         ‘Where do you think? Down the pub, of course. Shut up, you’re gonna get your arse kicked.’

         Morten could hear Patrick’s chuckle as he closed the door. It was a laugh Patrick had copied from that new TV series, Beavis and Butt-Head.

         Morten threw his clothes on the floor and crawled under the duvet. It smelt of his own sweat and a bit of sour socks. He closed his eyes and tried to block out the thoughts that were about to make his head explode: the girl-the cave-the darkness. The girl-the cave-the darkness. The girl-the cave-the darkness. He started crying and praying to God. Small, short prayers. He rarely prayed, only when things looked the darkest. Even though it had never helped. Not against beatings or Ivan’s nightly visits with his wandering hands.

         Dear God, please make sure no one finds out.

         He needed God to listen and answer, just this once. But on Vestegnen, God had a habit of remaining silent.
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         Hvidovre 1993, seven hours earlier
      

         The words ‘Street Fighter II’blazed across the TV screen and the fast-paced electronic theme from the Nintendo game blasted from the speaker. A fight to the death was underway between KEN, the blond American karate champion, and E. HONDA, Japan’s strongest sumo wrestler. Morten and Kasper were mashing the buttons on their controllers so hard that their thumbs turned white. They nudged each other as they fought for the limited space in front of the TV screen. Morten, who was a head taller than Kasper, stood tall in his worn green parka.

         ‘Move, idiot. You’re blocking the screen.’

         ‘You’re the idiot,’ Kasper replied, elbowing Morten in the side and regaining his lost view. He sniffed a trail of snot back into his nostrils with a loud snort.

         For the next minute or so, the air was thick with circle kicks, uppercuts and flying fireballs. Eventually, Kasper’s character had the upper hand.

         ‘You’re going down now,’ said Kasper and sent a decisive uppercut towards E. HONDA, who fell heavily.

         Kasper laughed derisively as KEN flashed a V-sign towards the boys from the screen. As Kasper stood there with his blond, tousled hair and expensive red puffer jacket, he reminded Morten of KEN and he wanted to kick him in the balls.

         A loud whistle followed by a ‘Hey, you two!’ made the boys turn around.

         From the other end of the shop, the manager came rushing over. He looked like a burnt-out Bundesliga footballer, with his thin moustache and mullet hairstyle. He stood in front of the boys with his hands at his sides. Behind him, the wall was lit by television sets with the group Cut’N’Move singing ‘Peace, Love & Harmony’.

         ‘You’re banned,’ said the store manager in a flat West Coast accent. ‘As in permanently banned.’

         ‘But we need to play the last round,’ Kasper replied.

         ‘You need to get out quickly,’ the manager replied, ripping the controller out of his hand. ‘If I see you here again, I’ll call security.’

         ‘And what exactly is he going to do?’ Morten replied, craning his neck.

         The store manager narrowed his eyes as he tried to regain the authority he never had in the first place.

         ‘Or the police … get out!’

         ‘This sucks, we haven’t done anything,’ Kasper sneered and rolled his eyes.

         The store manager measured them with a cool gaze. It fell on the pockets of their coats, bulging like the cheek pouches of a squirrel gathering supplies.

         ‘What did you take?’ he asked, staring at Morten.

         ‘Not a damn thing,’ Morten replied and dropped the controller. He pulled Kasper by the sleeve. ‘Come on, let’s get out of this shithole.’

         A few shop assistants had lined up behind their boss and the wall of blue shirts was becoming overwhelming. ‘What have you taken?’

         ‘Nothing, damn it,’ Kasper replied, pulling out his mittens and half a bag of Haribo from his pocket as proof.

         ‘I don’t want to see you here again, understand?’

          
      

         When the boys arrived in the middle of the deserted shopping centre, they sat down on one of the empty benches. Morten took out the bag of sweets and started chewing one.

         ‘What are we going to do now, idiot?’ asked Kasper.

         ‘I have no idea. I’m an idiot.’

         ‘What did you take in there?’

         ‘Batteries.’

         ‘For what?’

         Morten shrugged his shoulders. He never knew what to do with what he stole. For him, it was all about pocketing as much as possible. He threw most of it away anyway, so he wouldn’t get caught when he got home.

         ‘Want to see something really funny?’ Kasper didn’t wait for Morten’s answer. He jumped up from the bench and walked over to the wellness shop, where a blue pram was parked at the entrance. He released the brake, pushed the pram around the corner and parked it there.

         When he returned, Morten looked up at him in surprise.

         ‘Why the hell did you do that?’

         ‘Wait for it.’

         A little while later, a young woman came out of the store counting her money. When she looked up from her purse and saw that the pram had disappeared, panic set in. She ran first to one side and then to the other, looking around with her mouth open in shock. When she next spotted the pram, she rushed over and reached into the bassinet to make sure the baby was safe and sound.

         ‘Did you see how scared she got? Did you see that?’ Kasper laughed.

         Morten shrugged his shoulders. At the same time, he spotted the bald shopping centre security guard who, together with the manager from FONA, was crossing the shopping centre and heading directly towards them. Shit, that snitch had ratted them out.

         With the security guard at their heels, the boys sprinted down the long, narrow aisle between the shops that led to the main entrance of the shopping centre. Outside, they ran through the rows of bike racks and across Hvidovrevej, where cars honked at them. When they made it safely to the other side, Morten turned around and saw that the security guard was still on the other side of the road, having given up the chase. They each gave him the finger.

         ‘We must have revenge, we’ve got to,’ said Kasper and clenched his fists, which he put in his pocket. ‘Oh my God, so much revenge.’
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         Morten leaned against the red shelter. He looked out over the meadow that stretched down through Hvidovre’s Præstemose neighbourhood with the yellow terraced houses on either side and their school on the far side. The boys’ trainers were soaked from crossing the muddy meadow and their toes felt like lumps of ice. Behind the shelter, there were loud shouts from the children playing in the local daycare’s playground.

         ‘When do you have to be home?’ Kasper asked, stuffing a handful of gummy sweets into his mouth.

         ‘Whenever I like.’

         ‘I thought your dad was strict?’

         ‘Ivan is my stepdad. What about you?’

         Kasper shrugged and stuffed another handful into his mouth. ‘Everything is chill. My old man’s gone for the time being.’ He looked away. ‘Damn, I was kicking your arse in Street Fighter.’

         ‘As if,’ Morten replied, giving him a mocking smile, his teeth full of liquorice. ‘It was one-one. If we had played the deciding match, I would have smashed you with a Hong Kong punch. He raised his hand and threw a punch at Kasper.

         ‘Ouch, you idiot!’ Kasper shouted and gave him a push. ‘That’s called a palm strike, not a Hong Kong punch, are you stupid or something?’

         ‘There’s also something called Hong Kong punch, which is much more powerful.’

         Kasper shook his head at him. ‘Idiot. Show me what else you’ve nicked.’

         Morten emptied his pockets of stolen goods, which included a Phillips screwdriver, a couple of bags of Seagulls, a pack of Jenka chewing gum, two Raiders, a bag of pegs and ten metres of clothesline, a Coca-Cola yo-yo, a lighter, some badges with different motifs, a pack of AA batteries and a can of yellow spray paint.

         ‘What the hell do you need all that shit for?’ Kasper took the can of spray paint out of Morten’s hand. He turned towards the shed and started painting over the red planks. Soon after, he had drawn a huge cock and balls.

         ‘It looks just like the security guard,’ said Morten.

         The boys burst out laughing and Kasper accidentally hit the spray can, causing a cloud of paint to hit Morten’s sleeve.

         ‘Watch out, idiot.’ Morten looked at his sleeve and saw there was a yellow stain on one wrist.

         ‘That piece of crap only got nicer,’ Kasper replied exuberantly and was about to spray him again.

         Morten knocked the can out of his hand. ‘Stop it. I don’t want to get in trouble.’

         ‘Calm down,’ Kasper shouted and picked up the can again. He turned round and looked towards the playground fence. ‘Shit, they’re so noisy, those little kids. Makes me want to punch them.’

         He walked to the playground and stood close to the wire fence surrounding it. With his lips pressed against the wet metal, he sucked on the cold wire while staring at the children running around in almost identical snowsuits.

         Morten opened a Raider and walked up to Kasper by the fence. ‘They look like penguins in those suits,’ he said around a mouthful of chocolate. He pushed up the hood of his parka and held his hands down at his sides as he waddled around.

         ‘You’re so childish,’ Kasper sneered.

         Morten stopped in embarrassment and put the hood back down.

         ‘Little pigs. That’s what they are,’ said Kasper and sent a blob of spit through the mesh in the wire fence. ‘Stupid, howling and weak. They smell like shit too.’

         ‘And of arse.’

         ‘Arse and shit are the same thing,’ Kasper replied. ‘We should hit one of them. So, they all get scared. So, they learn to behave properly.’

         ‘Yeah, or take them down with a Hong Kong punch.’

         Kasper turned round to face him. ‘I’m serious, mate. This isn’t a game. We’ll get hold of one of those brats, and then we’ll beat him up.’

         Morten recognized the look in Kasper’s eyes. It was the same dark look he always got before they got into trouble. Morten puffed out his chest. ‘I’m serious too. But that’s a really high fence, and what about the nursery workers?’

         He nodded in the direction of the playground and the man in the woolly hat, who was pushing a swing.

         Kasper’s gaze travelled along the wire fence as he skirted the area behind the playground. When he reached the corner, he beckoned Morten to him. One of the posts to which the wire fence was attached was loose at the bottom. Kasper squatted down and tore at the fence, which gave a little, but not enough for them to squeeze under. ‘Fuck’s sake.’

         ‘We can dig,’ said Morten and took the screwdriver out of his pocket. He started hacking at the soil and loosened some lumps, which Kasper removed with his hands. The labour excited the boys, who worked hard to make the hole big enough for them to crawl under. When they were almost done, they heard the teacher call the children in for afternoon juice.

         They gave up digging and leaned against the wire mesh. Both of them were sweating and unzipped their coats halfway down. ‘Shall we wait for them to come out again?’ Morten asked.

         ‘No, that sucks,’ Kasper replied. ‘Do you have any more sweets?’ Morten dug in his pocket and gave him the remaining Raider bar.

         ‘What time is it? Do you think school is over?’

         ‘Do you mean for today?’

         ‘Yes, what else?’

         Morten shrugged his shoulders. When it came to school, he was the worst person to ask for advice. Sometimes he wondered couldn’t remember if he was in fifth or sixth grade. Maybe it was due to his high absenteeism, or the many changes of school, or all his moving up and down the grades, or maybe he really was as stupid as everyone said he was. All he knew for sure was that sitting on the ground made his arse wet, so he stood up.

         ‘What are you doing?’ came a voice from behind them.

         The boys turned to the little blonde girl in a pink snowsuit. ‘What are you doing?’ she repeated, as snot ran down her face, congealing between her nose and mouth.

         Morten looked at her with disgust. ‘Go away!’ The girl, who looked about three, stared back in surprise.

         ‘Are you deaf? Get lost!’ he tried again.

         Kasper nudged Morten in the side and shushed him. He smiled at the girl behind the fence. ‘Hi, what’s your name?’

         The girl looked at Kasper without responding.

         ‘Tell me your name.’

         ‘Ma-ri-a,’ she said softly.

         ‘Ma-ri-a. Do you want some sweets?’ He held the chocolate bar in front of him.

         Maria still didn’t move from the spot and Kasper took the bag of treats out of his pocket and crunched it. ‘We have plenty of sweets out here, don’t you want any?’ Maria sniffled and walked slowly to the fence.

         ‘What are you doing?’ Morten asked Kasper. ‘Why are you giving her our last sweets?’

         ‘To entice her,’ Kasper whispered, giving Maria a big smile.

         When Maria tried to reach for the chocolate bar through the wire mesh, Kasper quickly snatched it away. ‘No. You have to come out here if you want sweets.’ Kasper grabbed the fence and got Morten to help hold it up. ‘Hurry up if you want sweets. Hurry up if you want sweets.’

         Maria bent down and squeezed through the narrow passage they had dug. When she stood up, her snow suit was muddy. Kasper smiled at Morten. ‘She looks like a little pig now.’

         Morten couldn’t help but laugh.

         Maria stuck out her hand and Kasper broke off a piece of the Raider and gave it to her. ‘Here, little piggy.’

         Morten scouted over his shoulder to see if anyone was around, but both the meadow and the playground were completely empty. ‘What do we do now?’

         ‘Hide her.’

         ‘What’s the point? Why don’t we just get the hell out of here before someone comes?’

         ‘Hiding is more fun. Hiding is much, much more fun. We will make the grown-ups shit their pants.’ The darkness in Kasper’s eyes appeared again.

         Morten liked the idea of making the adults shit themselves. He could even visualize it, though he knew Kasper didn’t mean it literally.

         Kasper took Maria’s little hand. ‘Come on, we’ll show you something really fun.’

         The girl-the cave-the darkness.
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         Christianshavn, the present
      

         The morning rain fell heavily on the moored boats bobbing side by side in Christianshavn Canal. From the old Grand Banks trawler, a faint line of white smoke rose from the narrow chimney of the wood-burning stove against the dreary March sky. In the cabin, Ravn sat with Robert Nielsen, director and owner of Robert Nielsen Automobiles, an exclusive Citroën and Hyundai dealer with headquarters on Amager. Robert was a stout man and seemed unnaturally large in the cramped cabin, like Gulliver in the land of the Lilliputians, but without Gulliver’s good looks. He was dressed in a white company shirt with his name printed on one badge and the logos of the two car brands he sold on the other. Robert clenched his fist as he stared blankly at the screen of the laptop that Ravn had turned towards him. Ravn kept pressing the space bar so the images he had taken followed in rapid succession. The footage showed Robert’s wife, Bente, with her lover in a deserted spot on Amager Fælled where, after walking hand in hand along the edge of the forest, they had gotten into the back seat of a car and had sex. A lot of sex. Robert squinted and moved closer to the screen to get a better view of the grainy footage. Wise to such scenarios, Ravn grabbed the computer and quickly moved it to safety in case Robert decided to let off steam.

         ‘Should I stop, Robert?’

         Robert didn’t answer.

         ‘Should I stop so you can review the material yourself at home?’

         ‘No, no, let’s see it through,’ Robert replied through his clenched teeth.

         Ravn continued as the rain drummed a slow march on the roof. When the photo series was over, Robert sat back on the sofa and stared dejectedly ahead of him. It was a long time before he said anything.

         ‘Of all our cars, she chose the Berlingo. Out of our total fleet of over a hundred vehicles, she chose to fuck him in the Berlingo. She could have chosen the Picasso, the C4 or the saloon, the Big Five, but no, the Berlingo. She chose that.’ He shrugged his shoulders. ‘But I suppose there’s plenty of room in the back seat.’

         ‘Robert, I understand how hard it must be to be confronted with this. That’s also why I warned you before I started. Sometimes it’s better to leave things alone …’

         Robert, who still seemed shocked, waved his hand in defence. ‘It’s okay, it’s okay. I’m okay. Better get your head in the game, as they say. Great pictures, very professionally shot, what camera are you using?’

         Ravn shrugged. ‘Just a Canon, with zoom.’

         ‘The roof of Fælleden, right? I know the area, very peaceful, but that’s probably why she chose it to …’ He took a deep breath to stop himself from crying. He failed and sobbed, tears running down his round cheeks. ‘Damn it, how could she?’

         Ravn tactfully closed the computer.

         ‘We were supposed to go to the Harz Mountains at Easter with the kids and my mum. What the hell am I going to say to them? It’s ruined, all of it, ruined. Ruined.’

         ‘Yeah, it’s rubbish,’ replied Ravn. It was the best thing he could think of to say. This part of the job was not his strong point.

         Robert slammed his fists into the small coffee table and the glass of water spilled over. ‘Damn fucking whore. Bloody whore. Fucking bitch. Do you realize how long it’s been since we’ve had sex?’

         Ravn shook his head and hoped that Robert would spare him any further details.

         ‘Eight months. Eight months with only my hand for company,’ he said, moving his hand up and down in demonstration. ‘And then she’s fucking around.’ He shook his head and wiped his cheeks. ‘How did she meet him? How does she know him?’

         ‘I have no idea. I’ve only been following her since Thursday. You said something yourself about her being online a lot?’

         ‘That’s a fucking understatement. She’s constantly with her nose in her iPhone. And when I ask her what she’s doing, I get the standard answer: “I’m on Faaaacebook”,’he whined in a squeaky voice.

         ‘Maybe that’s where they met, or on an online service? Maybe she has a dating profile?’

         ‘Dating profile? Like a personal advert? She’s actually looking for them? She’s looking to get cock? Is that what you’re saying?’

         Ravn shrugged his shoulders. ‘Like I said, I don’t know, but it’s a possibility. She might also have met him in your shop? Is the where really important?’

         ‘No, not in the shop,’ he said, shaking his head. ‘She wouldn’t fucking dare … Shit,’ he exclaimed and clenched his hands again. ‘What am I going to tell my employees? They’re going to laugh their arses off.’

         He banged the table again, this time knocking over the glass and spilling water all over the place.

         ‘Robert! You need to relax a bit,’ said Ravn and got up to find a cloth in the kitchen. ‘Go home and have a chat with her, and forget what everyone else thinks or might think about this …’

         ‘A chat?’ he said mockingly. ‘So now you’re a marriage counsellor too? Private investigator and marriage counsellor, is that it?’

         Ravn didn’t answer and instead wiped up the water. ‘If I had any booze on board, I would offer you something to wash it all down with. But I don’t, so you’ll have to take this in your stride. I’m sorry for you, I am, it’s shit, no doubt about it. He threw the cloth into the kitchen sink.

         ‘Thanks, Ravn. That’s very kind of you. And sorry, I’m a bloody idiot.’

         ‘Forget about it.’

         Ravn removed the USB stick from the computer and found the envelope he had laid out. It was time to get Robert off board.

         ‘It’s my own fault … I deserve it. Look at me, fat and disgusting,’ he squeezed hard at the skin of his waist. ‘Why the hell would she want a loser like me?’ He started crying again. This caused Møffe, Ravn’s ageing bulldog, to growl in displeasure from his place in the dog bed.

         ‘Robert, no one deserves to be let down like that, especially not you.’

         ‘I’m not always easy. It’s my temper, you know. Drives everyone crazy.’

         ‘Now you’re being too hard on yourself. You’re good enough.’

         Robert sniffled and wiped his nose with the back of his hand. ‘Do you think he’s handsome?’

         Ravn stared up from the envelope in his hand. ‘Who is?’

         ‘The guy she’s fucking. Do you think he’s good looking?’

         ‘I have no opinion on this.’

         ‘No, but do you think he’s the kind of guy every woman wants? A real macho guy?’

         ‘I’m the last person who knows what women want.’

         ‘Let me see the pictures again.’

         Ravn handed him the envelope with the USB stick in it. ‘If you want to torture yourself, you can do it at home, Robert.’

         Robert folded his hands over his chest. ‘What’s his name? What’s the bastard’s name?’

         ‘Danny Jensen. It’s all in the report I wrote for you.’ He waved the envelope in the air, but Robert made no move to take it.

         ‘And his address, did you find that too?’

         ‘That’s the least of your problems, but don’t do anything stupid. Talk to your wife first.’

         ‘The marriage counsellor is talking again,’ Robert sniffed. ‘I’ll beat that bastard, put him in hospital. Break every bone in his body.’

         Ravn threw the envelope on the table in front of him. ‘Come on, Robert. That would be both stupid and a criminal offence. With all due respect, I don’t think he’s the type you want to mess with. It could also go the other way.’

         Robert nodded. ‘I see what you mean. I’ve never hit anyone before either.’

         ‘Good for you, mate. Now get home safely.’ Ravn felt like a bar owner at closing time, struggling to get the last guests out of the door.

         ‘What about you?’

         ‘What about me?’

         ‘You’re in good shape, I can see that, you’d know how to do it, hit that little bitch. You told me you had a history in the police.’

         ‘And that’s one of the reasons why I’m not going to break the law for you.’

         ‘What about for the right price?’

         ‘The right price is on the invoice I send you for the surveillance and images.’

         ‘What do you drive? What kind of car do you have?’

         ‘The jeep is on the quay,’ Ravn replied and nodded towards land.

         Robert looked up at the black four-wheel drive. ‘That old piece of shit? I’ll give you a Cactus if you take him out.’

         ‘I don’t have a green thumb.’

         Robert shook his head, ‘Citroën Cactus, 1.8, only 25,000 kilometres, dark green, it’s yours if you put him in the hospital.’

         ‘You’re wasting your time and mine, Robert. And if I hear that you’ve taken your frustrations out on either him, your wife, your kids or the dog, there will be serious consequences. Go home and take a shower, or go out and get drunk, or whatever the hell else might change your mind.’

         ‘Is that the marriage counsellor talking again?’

         ‘No, but if you want some free advice from someone who has seen this play out many times before …’

         ‘And what advice is that?’

         ‘Be a man,’ he said and thumped Robert on the back. ‘Dry your eyes and think of your kids. Whatever you decide, they’re going to need their dad. You are their hero, one of the good guys. Keep being one of the good guys.’

         The words finally seemed to sink in, and Robert nodded his big, round head.

         ‘I’ll go now …’ When he had recovered, he stuffed the envelope in his jacket pocket and edged himself off the sofa. ‘Do you have a wife and kids?’

         ‘I’ve got him, there,’ said Ravn and nodded towards Møffe, who was scowling. ‘That’s more than enough.’
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         Ravn jumped from the quay to the aft deck, where he tried to catch his breath after his run. He pulled down the hood of his jacket and wiped the sweat from his brow. Just then, Møffe came towards him wagging his tail.

         ‘Next time you’re coming along,’ groaned Ravn. ‘Even if I have to drag you round the route.’

         The dog seemed to understand what he was saying, because he gave Ravn a snort and went back into the cabin.

         Ravn took a sip from the water bottle. For the past year, since his discharge from the hospital, he had tried to run five kilometres every day. For the most part, he had succeeded. Whether it was the exercise or the pills that had helped the most, he didn’t know, but his liver was fine, and he had stopped going to his check-ups at the hospital. At his last visit, the young doctor had said that if Ravn stayed off the booze, the remnants of his brokenliver would probably last for a while longer.

         Ravn checked his phone and realized that he had two enquiries from potential clients. His finances had never been better. The positive press coverage from a couple of cases he had solved – even if his involvement had been by accident – had been good publicity. In the six months the agency had existed, he had had twenty-one cases, which averaged three and a half cases a month. And as each case brought in around 15,000 kroner, it was well above what he had earned as a police officer. Furthermore, working on adultery cases was a lot more peaceful than many of the special operations against bikers and drug criminals that he had participated in. And apart from the embarrassment of having to film people having sex, the job was quite unproblematic.

         Ravn went into the cabin and started making lunch for himself and Møffe. When he served the liver pâté sandwiches, which were cut into centimetre-sized cubes, Møffe licked the top pieces and looked up at Ravn with a reproachful expression.

         ‘They’re just the way you like them, now eat up.’

         Møffe turned around and shuffled back and lay down in the basket with his back to Ravn.

         ‘Damn it, it’s for your own good,’ said Ravn, shaking his head at the dog. Every other day he tried to replace the liver pâté from the butcher with a diet product from the supermarket, but so far, Møffe had realized it every time. The only positive thing was that the sporadic hunger strikes had made a dent in Møffe’s powerful belly. But there was still a long way to go.

         Ravn took his sandwich out onto the aft deck, where there was a view of the canal, which lay still in the mist-like rain. He had built a good life and the problems he had were luxury problems. Unlike his old life, which had been filled with darkness. It wouldn’t be long before he could go back to sea. The many infidelities had allowed him to buy a replacement engine, an original 140 hp Ford Lehman, that Stanley, the local mechanic, had dropped over. And as soon as Stanley had an opening in his diary, he would come round and install it. It would be a perfect summer with lots of sailing time out on the straits. Maybe even further afield, if work allowed him the time. Just then, his phone buzzed and Ravn answered the call. It was Mikkel, his old friend from the special forces.

         ‘It’s been a bloody long time,’ said Ravn.

         ‘Too long,’ Mikkel replied in his Northern Jutlandic dialect. ‘Do you know what day tomorrow is?’

         ‘Your birthday?’ Ravn joked, realizing how much he had missed Mikkel in the year that had almost passed.

         ‘No, but feels like it. It’s Kaminsky’s sentencing.’

         ‘Congratulations,’ replied Ravn, leaning against the rail. ‘I imagine it’s a big deal for you.’

         ‘It feels strange. But people here at the station are celebrating.’

         ‘I read that you’ve been promoted.’

         ‘Yeah, Homicide. Assistant Chief Inspector.’

         ‘Well done, mate. You deserve it.’

         ‘Thanks.’

         Ravn took a bite of his food. ‘So now you’ve become one of the big dogs,’ he said with his mouth full.

         ‘Honestly, I feel more like a dog in a game of skittles. It’s something else, this.’

         ‘They are lucky to have you.’

         ‘We’ll see,’ said Mikkel, a little sadly.

         Ravn threw the rest of his food into the canal to the gulls’ delight. He had to agree with Møffe, the diet pâte was nothing to shout about. ‘Any particular reason why you’re calling, apart from the fact that we need to get together soon?’

         ‘I was wondering if I could lure you into coming to the district court tomorrow.’

         ‘To gawp at Kaminsky? No, thank you.’

         ‘I thought … I mean …’ It was clear that Mikkel couldn’t bring himself to say the words, so Ravn helped him on his way.

         ‘You mean with Eva’s case and all that?’

         ‘Well, not to labour the point, but …’

         ‘I’ve put it behind me, I’ve accepted that there will never be a solution,’ Ravn replied and entered the cabin.

         ‘That’s not like you.’

         ‘It’s the new me,’ Ravn laughed quietly. ‘Sometimes I don’t recognize myself in the mirror.’

         ‘Like I said, I didn’t mean to rub it in … it just would have been nice to have you along for old times’ sake.’

         ‘You sound sentimental, Mikkel.’

         There was a sigh on the other end of the line. ‘I can still see his face in my mind.’

         ‘Whose face?’

         ‘Erik’s, the police officer, Kaminsky shot him point blank in front of me. I can’t get it out of my head.’

         ‘It’s all a mess.’ Ravn wiped his mouth with a paper towel and looked out the side window towards the canal. He and Mikkel were like two returning war veterans. They had seen too much evil, been through too much shit for either of them to really succeed in escaping the past. ‘What time tomorrow?’

      
   


   
      
         
            6.
      

         

         It was late on Thursday night and Gothersgade was full of young people celebrating that it was once again Friday. The atmosphere was joyous among the guests who stood in clusters in front of the bars waiting to be let in.

         ‘Noooo, Anne, you can’t go home now,’ Line said in a slurred voice that revealed she had had plenty to drink.

         ‘I have to work tomorrow,’ Anne replied as they walked down the stairs in front of Minibar.

         ‘We all do,’ said Camilla, who came after them. ‘But sure, you do you.’

         The three girls edged their way round the queue at the entrance. A couple of young guys, who were half-cut, shouted a few quick compliments at Camilla. She rearranged her long, blonde hair as she pushed past the boys, but rewarded them with a small smile from her blood-red lips.

         Anne buttoned her puffer coat and put the strap of the handbag she had borrowed from Line for the evening over her shoulder.

         ‘Just one more tiny little drink, pleeeeeeease, come on, babe.’ Line gave Anne a hard kiss on the mouth.

         ‘Line, you’re a mess,’ said Anne, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. ‘I’m going home.’

         It had been a ridiculous night, and it bothered Anne now that she was about to say goodbye. She had been looking forward to going out with Line, her best friend since primary school. The evening had got off to a good start at Line’s place, where they had eaten sushi and drunk wine. But when Camilla – Line’s colleague from the department store – arrived, Anne immediately felt left out. She had tried to join in the conversation, but it was difficult when they kept talking about clothing brands she had never heard of, places she didn’t know and, by God, artificial breasts, lip fillers and cosmetic treatments. Hell, they were only twenty-seven, what the fuck were they thinking?

         ‘Come on, Anne, we promised to meet Lemmy and his friend.’

         ‘I think I’ll pass.’ Lemmy was a guy Camilla had met on Tinder, and during dinner at Line’s house, Camilla had forced them to look at the profile picture of Lemmy and his washboard stomach. Gross.

         ‘Come on, come on, come on. Camilla says they’re hilarious.’

         Anne was sometimes on Tinder herself, but she had never dared to meet any of the people she chatted with.

         Anne looked over at Camilla, who was texting while blowing smoke through her pursed lips. ‘I don’t think you should get that Restylane treatment that Camilla was talking about.’

         ‘Where did that come from?’ Line looked at Anne in surprise.

         Anne shrugged her shoulders. ‘I think you look really nice the way you are.’

         ‘That was just talk, Anne, come here,’ Line said, laughing as she wrapped her arms around her. ‘You’re the sweetest friend, you know that?’

         Anne couldn’t help being moved.

         ‘If you two lesbiansare almost done, maybe we can go to the Duke. I texted the doorman, but it’s NOW if we don’t want to queue.’

          
      

         ‘My Oh My’ by Aqua blared from inside the packed club, where coloured spotlights and a huge disco ball above the dance floor left little doubt that it was 90s Night. From here, the night only got better. With the many drinks that followed, Anne felt less like an outsider. Together with Line, she danced her way through all the old favourites. At one point, when ‘Boombastic’ had finished playing, a guy with a ponytail called Steffen started dancing with her. Anne danced the next few songs with him. He smelled of mustard and roasted onions as if he had just swung past the hot dog stand on Gothersgade. After they had danced, Steffen had asked if they should go somewhere else? She had politely declined the invitation but exchanged phone numbers with him.

         A couple of hours later, when it was half past two and Anne had returned from the toilet, she couldn’t see Camilla or Line. She wondered why Line hadn’t said goodbye and was immediately worried about her. She took a quick walk around the half-empty club while texting her, but Line didn’t reply. Anne was about to give up when she eventually found her friend passionately making out with Lemmy’s friend Andreas.

         ‘Line, shall we share a taxi home?’ Anne asked. ‘Line?’

         Line broke away for a moment. ‘I think I’ll stay here a little longer, darling. Why don’t we talk tomorrow?’

         A quick hug later, Anne was on her way to the cloakroom alone to get her jacket.

         On Gothersgade, people were fighting over the few available taxis that came by. Anne immediately gave up trying to find one and decided to try her luck further down the street. But when she reached the next intersection, she noticed a large group of guys standing in front of the pizza parlour up ahead. Anne didn’t want to pass them and instead turned down Grønnegade. The alcohol had made her dizzy and the walk through the city centre felt good. She would try to get a taxi around Vesterport, and if that failed, there was always the night bus at Rådhuspladsen. It would get her almost all the way home to Vigerslev Allé.

         She felt hungry and started looking for a place that was open. A French hot dog or a slice of pizza would do wonders and probably alleviate the worst of the hangover tomorrow. She made it down to the Pisserenden Quarter, where she knew there was a pizzeria who made the most amazing slices. But she couldn’t remember which street it was on. When she reached the corner of Studiestræde and Larsbjørnsstræde, she saw the light from one of the shops and remembered that this was where the pizza was located. She started walking down the quiet street. A little further on, a man in a lumberjack shirt stood by a van, fumbling with a thick bundle of morning newspapers in his arms.

         ‘Can you help me?’ the man said, smiling through his beard. ‘I’m a bit handicapped with this.’ He lifted the arm holding the bundle of newspapers and revealed that his forearm was in plaster.

         ‘Yes, what should I do?’

         ‘If you hold the stack while I fish out the key, you’re an angel,’ he said and winked at her.

         He had kind eyes, Anne thought, and said: ‘Okay.’

         The man placed the bundle of newspapers in her arms and reached into his pockets with his good hand to look for his key. When he didn’t find it, he lifted his baseball cap and pressed his face close to the side window. ‘Too bad,’ he said and pushed the cap back on his neck. ‘How stupid can you be, the key is in the ignition.’ He shook his head at himself.

         ‘Have you locked yourself out?’

         ‘It looks like it. Unless the side door is open. Could you give it a try?’

         Anne turned and pressed down the handle. The door immediately slid wide open and she looked into the darkness. ‘But how will you …’She didn’t have time to say more before the man hit her in the head with his plastered arm. The violent blow caused her legs to buckle and she dropped the newspapers and her bag on the ground. A strong shove sent her flying into the cargo space, where she landed heavily on the floor. The door slammed shut and she was in pitch-black darkness. She could feel the blood running from the open wound on her temple. She tried to get up, but her legs would not respond.

         ‘Help,’ she half-groaned and crawled towards the side door. Her hands searched the darkness for the handle, but she only felt the padded panelling on the walls. Anne heard the front door slam shut and the engine start. Desperate, she searched her pockets for her phone, but remembered it was in her bag. She ran her hands searchingly over the mattress until she realized she had dropped it outside. The car started and a dim overhead light was switched on. From the speaker above her, Metallica began playing ‘Enter Sandman’. Anne looked around in horror at the cramped cargo space, padded from floor to ceiling with rubber mattresses. In front of her, four iron chains rattled against each other, and on the mattress beneath the chains glistened a congealed smear of blood. She started screaming and banged her hands against the side of the van. But her cries for help were drowned out by the thick upholstery and the heavy rock music, which was getting louder and louder.
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         There was a huge police presence in front of the courthouse on Nytorv, where armed officers stood guard in the morning fog that hung heavy over the square. Ravn passed the officers and continued into the hall, where he queued at the security checkpoint. Whether it was his long stubble or his worn black leather jacket that drew the attention of the guards was unclear, but despite the fact that he had passed through the metal detector and his jacket had been scanned, they searched him anyway.

         ‘Ravn!’ Someone shouted from the crowd of people in front of the door to Courtroom 1.

         Ravn pulled on his leather jacket and moved towards Mikkel, who was standing just ahead.

         ‘Great to see you,’ said Ravn and wrapped his arms around him.

         ‘You look good,’ said Mikkel, looking at him, ‘have you started working out?’

         ‘Just running and eating my porridge,’ he replied. Mikkel, on the other hand, had put on weight since they last met. Ten kilos at least, all shaped like a baked potato on his stomach.

         ‘How are you doing with everything?’ Ravn asked on his way through the door.

         ‘Yes, yes, fine, fine,’ said Mikkel, clearly unwilling to show his true feelings here among all his colleagues. ‘I don’t know what came over me yesterday.’

         They went along with the flow of people and sat in one of the back rows of the packed courtroom. Among the crowd, consisting of police officers on one side and Kaminsky’s men on the other, there was a vicious atmosphere, like two groups of hooligans waiting for an opportunity to attack one other.

         ‘Looks like half the police force has taken time off to watch Kaminsky get his sentence,’ said Ravn.

         Mikkel nodded. ‘Everyone hopes that he takes over Palle Sørensen’s old cell and that they throw away the keys.’

         Among the police officers present, Ravn spotted a couple of his former colleagues with little joy for the reunion. He noticed Brask, his old boss from Station City, exchanging a few words with his protégé Dennis Melby, an evil bastard who looked like he was on steroids and whom Ravn had never liked. Judging by the looks they exchanged, it wasn’t nice things they were saying.

         Mikkel looked at his wristwatch. ‘They’re late, maybe Kaminsky has been causing trouble again.’

         ‘Well, maybe.’

         ‘Did you know that Kaminsky put a pen in the eye of his appointed defence counsel during the first hearing and that he bit the ear off a prison guard?’

         Ravn shook his head.

         ‘They have to put a mask on him every time he’s being moved. Pure Hannibal Lecter style.’

         ‘Sick bastard.’

         Ravn looked at the Eastern European gang members in the distance. Most of them had visible tattoos on their arms, necks, even on their faces, the symbols detailing which crimes they had committed. It was an age-old Russian tradition among gangsters that they wore with pride. When Ravn had worked in the special forces, he had familiarized himself with what each symbol meant, who were thieves and who were murderers. The idea that Eva’s killer could be among them crossed his mind, even though it was absurd. Whoever had been behind the old home invasion that had claimed the life of his wife more than four years ago was long gone. And if Kaminsky, the mastermind that he was, knew anything about the perpetrator, he had so far remained silent. Just as he had done with all the charges he had been confronted with. Including the one for a young police officer who had stood in his way and had his head blown off.

         ‘I know what you’re thinking,’ Mikkel replied. ‘And no, none of them are.’

         ‘I wasn’t thinking at all.’

         ‘Then who were you looking at? That one? He nodded towards the slender woman in the Chanel suit, sitting between Kaminsky’s people with her two little girls. She was masked by a pair of large sunglasses. ‘Ivona Kaminsky. You can neither afford nor want to go anywhere near her. Even though she’ll be available soon.’

         Ravn shook his head at him. ‘I didn’t realize Kaminsky had a wife and children. He doesn’t seem like the family type.’

         ‘Well, that’s why they’re here, to humanize the bastard.’

         Suddenly, the door to the courtroom opened and Kaminsky was escorted into the courtroom by four officers. He seemed small compared to the broad policemen in riot gear, but by no means cowed. With his agile movements and swaying gait, he resembled a professional boxer on his way to the fight of his life. He threw his head back and his shoulder-length black hair swayed as he raised his chained hands in a salute to his men, who immediately burst into cheers. As he passed his wife, she took off her glasses and gave him a smile, which he returned with a mimed kiss for her and the girls. The officers led Kaminsky to his seat where his three lawyers were waiting and unlocked the handcuffs. Two of the officers stood nearby ready to intervene if Kaminsky tried anything. A moment later, the courtroom rose for the judge and jury, who were led in.

         The hearing began with only a few requests to Kaminsky’s people to refrain from shouting. Compared to previous court hearings where scuffles and expulsions had occurred, it was an uncharacteristically calm atmosphere. After the prosecution’s case and after Kaminsky’s defence lawyer, Henning Iversen, had responded, the court gave the floor to Kaminsky, who stood up. He stroked his black beard and closed the top button of his dark Armani blazer. ‘As my lawyer explained, I acted purely in self-defence,’ he said, his voice accented. ‘I didn’t know it was the police who stormed my peaceful and legal cultural association. I don’t see why they should have any reason to do so,’ he said, shrugging his shoulders. ‘I’m just an ordinary businessman. A man who looks after himself and his family. I wasn’t the one carrying a gun. I was not the one who sought death. My hands are as clean as my conscience.’ He raised his pale hands theatrically and half-turned towards the police officers behind him in the public gallery. The provocation was about to elicit a reaction from the officers, but they came to their senses. Kaminsky gave them a smile and unbuttoned his blazer before sitting down again.

         ‘Damn liar,’ Mikkel whispered to Ravn. ‘Even if it is true about the gun. The bastard used Erik’s own service pistol to execute him.’

         ‘That only makes it seem even more premeditated,’ replied Ravn. ‘He’ll probably be sent away.’

         ‘I bloody hope so,’ Mikkel replied and looked worriedly towards the jury.

          
      

         By late afternoon, the verdict on Kaminsky was ready. It was handed down without hesitation by the presiding judge, the middle-aged Judge Clemmensen, in his dark blue robe. The jury completely disregarded the defence’s argument of self-defence. Instead, they emphasized the many testimonies given by the police officers who had participated in the raid on Kaminsky’s illegal gambling club. Officers who had directly seen him kill their colleague. As for the other charges of human trafficking, illegal gambling, drug smuggling and resale, violence, extortion, deprivation of liberty and the extensive reception of stolen goods, Kaminsky was found guilty on all counts. In spite of everything, Kaminsky’s callous and deviant behaviour led the court to find him suitable for punishment and sentenced him to indefinite detention under section 70 of the Criminal Code.

         Kaminsky looked over to the presiding judge and then to the nearest of his lawyers, a slim, thin-haired man in an oversized suit. ‘What is he talking about, Henning? How many years?’ The lawyer tried to say something, but Kaminsky interrupted him with a hand gesture and looked up at Judge Clemmensen. ‘How many years did you give me, damn it?’

         Clemmensen leaned forward towards the microphone. ‘I must ask you to address the court with respect.’

         ‘I’m just asking how many years? It’s a simple question.’

         ‘The court has sentenced you to indefinite detention. That is, until you are no longer considered a danger to society.’

         Kaminsky turned to his three lawyers, who all looked under immense pressure. ‘What the hell kind of faggot punishment is that?’

         ‘We … well, it’s just a starting point, of course,’ Henning Iversen stammered.

         ‘Fuck it, you’re all fired.’ Kaminsky grabbed the chrome-plated pen that lay in front of him on the table. The lawyers all jerked backwards in their chairs and the two officers standing guard came rushing over. Kaminsky was up quickly and with a heel kick sent his chair towards one of the officers. When the other officer tried to reach for him, Kaminsky planted the pen in his shoulder. That didn’t stop the officer. He lunged at Kaminsky, who landed on the table with the policeman on top of him. Kaminsky sent a flurry of punches towards the officer’s kidney area, but the bulletproof vest did its job.

         Half the room had stood up and the first of Kaminsky’s men came to his rescue. They began to grab the police officers, causing the police force in the gallery to react. Seconds later, chairs and furniture flew through the air as the brawl grew. Mikkel had dropped his jacket and joined the fight. Ravn was about to follow suit when he spotted Kaminsky’s wife and two little girls among the fighters. The girls were crying while their mother tried to shield them. It was pure luck that they hadn’t been hurt yet. Ravn edged out of his seat and walked up the aisle towards them. A bald man with tattoos on his head and a mouth full of gold came rushing towards them. He lunged at Ravn, who ducked and followed up with an elbow that hit the man square on the jaw and sent him to the floor.

         ‘Come on,’ Ravn said to Ivona Kaminsky, ‘I’ll help you outside.’ Ravn took one of the girls by the hand. Ivona hesitated for a moment, but a chair flying through the air quite close by made her follow Ravn with her girls.

         When they reached the lobby, they were met by heavily armed police officers who stormed through the security checkpoint with metal detectors blaring.

         ‘Let’s head down here,’ Ravn said to Ivona and led the way through the narrow corridor that led to the stairs.

         Downstairs in the basement, there was a cosy smell of hot food from the canteen, and it was as if the sounds of the fight upstairs faded away. Ravn released his grip on the little girl’s hand, and she immediately sought out her mother. He looked at them briefly to see if they were hurt, but all three seemed unharmed. ‘Are you all right?’ he asked, just in case.

         ‘Yes, we’re okay,’ Ivona replied in a Russian accent and stroked the girls’ hair. She was incredibly beautiful as she stood there in the light from the basement windows and Ravn caught himself staring.

         Ivona held out her slender hand with its manicured nails. ‘Thank you so much for your help, Mr …?’

         ‘Just Ravn,’ he said and saluted.

         ‘Ivona,’ she replied back and thanked him once again.

         ‘Is there anything else I can do?’

         ‘No thanks, we’re fine.’ She turned to the girls. ‘Come on,’ she said and followed them towards the toilets.

         Ravn stopped and looked after her. It was hard to imagine a woman like her with a monster like Kaminsky.
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         There was a calm atmosphere in the half-filled parking area under the Fisketorvet shopping centre. From the loudspeakers above the five hundred parking spaces, a quiet bossa nova played, instilling a relaxed atmosphere for the visitors. Out of the revolving door of the shopping centre, a man in a lumberjack shirt walked with a heavy plastic bag from the hardware store and a paper cup of black coffee. He made way for an elderly couple coming in with their shopping trolley and the couple smiled kindly at him. He continued down the rows of cars, the sound of his heavy biker boots echoing against the concrete walls. He inhaled the rich smell of exhaust and burnt rubber that hung in the air as he watched the alternating red and green bulbs above the parking spaces, indicating if the space was available. There was something distinctive about the place, which had its own aesthetic, and was only marred by the awful music they played. When he reached the far end, where his rust-stained white VW van was parked, he threw down the empty paper cup and looked at himself in the mirror film that covered the rear window of the cargo area. With his cap, big beard and lumberjack shirt, he felt he looked like a true craftsman. A carpenter perhaps? He undid another button on his shirt to reveal the tattoo with the flaming heart across his chest. He waved at his reflection in the mirror and at the piglet, who he knew was hanging in the hold, staring at him.

         As he opened the side door facing the wall, Dizzy Mizz Lizzy’s ‘Rotator’ echoed from inside the cargo hold. He nodded along to the beat as he stepped inside and slammed the door to the cramped space behind him. It was sweltering hot, and the smell of blood, urine and vomit cut his nose. A foul odour of anxiety.

         ‘Rotator is still one of their best albums, if you ask me,’ he said, putting the plastic bag down on the floor.

         He gave the nearest of the chains a gentle push. In front of him, the piglet was turning. A boisterous animal that had struggled violently when he had lashed its arms and legs to the chains so that it was now hanging helplessly with its belly raised above the mattress. He looked at the deep gashes that the craft knife had left across its pale, chubby body when he had ripped off its clothes. He tightened the collar so that the hook in its nostrils forced its head back and tucked the panties he had gagged the animal with further into its mouth. It wasn’t because he was afraid that someone would hear its screams when he started, because the hold was completely soundproofed. It was more because he could no longer bear to listen to its howls and endless pleas. The piglet’s terror-saturated gaze and the smell of the animal were enough to titillate him.

         ‘Piglet, aren’t you excited to see what I bought?’ He squatted down and took out the box with the nail gun. ‘Rotator, you can’t beat me, Rotator, take it easy,’ he sang along as he opened the box and slung the instruction manual over his shoulder. He weighed the heavy, yellow DeWalt nail gun in his hand and clicked the partially charged lithium battery included into the bottom of the handle. ‘The clerk told me that this DeWalt is one of the best you can buy, “Guaranteed Power” is their slogan. “The Rolls-Royce of power tools” were his exact words.’ He shrugged his shoulders. ‘But for 5,000 kroner you expect a certain level of quality, right, piggy?’

         He could tell from the animal’s widening pupils and the heavy breathing causing snot to dribble from its snout, that it was beginning to get an idea of what was about to happen.

         ‘Not that I think I’d be able to tell the difference between an expensive model and a cheap one. I’m not a professional,’ he said cheerfully, shaking his head. ‘All I care about when I’m standing in a shop is finding the most powerful battery-powered model. I don’t care how many nails the bastard can spit out per second, because I have enough time, but the power, that’s important. And do you know why?’

         He smiled mischievously. ‘Because it determines not only how far you can drive the nails, but also how big the nails you can use,’ he said, raising his eyebrows. ‘And, as we all know, size matters, even when it comes to the fine art of impaling.’

         He dug into the box of 90-millimetre galvanized nails and picked one up. As a child, he had always liked using his fists, and in many ways, it was Lasse, his teacher, who was responsible for maintaining his interest both as a young man and now as an adult. The teacher with the peculiar desires.

         He stuck the nail halfway into his mouth and savoured it, rolling it between his fingers as if it were a lollipop. The bitter flavour excited him and he began to feed the magazine that sat at the front of the nail gun. As he loaded the gun, Dizzy Mizz Lizzy was replaced by Mercyful Fate and their ‘Listen to the Bell’. He smiled and listened to the lyrics about doom. He had always had a soft spot for King Diamond, the uncrowned heavy metal king of the West. A man who was ahead of his time and had never received the recognition he deserved.

         He pulled the safety catch off the nail gun and aimed it at her face. Anne flailed around in the chains that cut deep into her wrists and ankles. With sweeping movements, he followed her with the gun until he aimed it at the back door and pulled the trigger. There was a loud bang as he hit the door. He laughed excitedly and crawled down to it to see how deep the nail was buried. ‘Holy shit!’ he exclaimed when he saw that the nail was barely sticking out above the upholstery. He tried to pull it out, but it was stuck too firmly in the chipboard behind it. ‘This must be the first time a salesman hasn’t been full of shit. This is the Rolls-Royce,’ he said and turned round. He raised the gun and took aim at Anne.

         ‘“Power Guaranteed”,’ he repeated to himself and pulled the trigger.
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     Ravn and Mikkel had moved to Café Sari, which was located opposite the courthouse on Nytorv. From their window table they had a clear view of the square, where they watched the emergency services work to get Kaminsky’s people into the waiting police vans. It almost looked like the circus had come to town.
    

    
     Mikkel sat with a tea towel filled with ice cubes, which he held against one cheek. ‘Just like the good old days.’
    

    
     ‘Yeah,’ said Ravn and smiled. ‘But you still haven’t learnt to duck?’
    

    
     ‘It’s old age,’ replied Mikkel. ‘I saw how you sent that gold tooth bloke to the floor. Was it with your elbow?’ he asked, impressed.
    

    
     Ravn shrugged and took a sip of his sparkling water.
    

    
     ‘How does it look?’ Mikkel asked and removed the tea towel.
    

    
     Ravn looked at Mikkel’s cheek, which was swollen and red from the blow he had taken. ‘Looks like beef tartare.’
    

    
     ‘Shit. Dorthe will be mad when I get home.’
    

    
     ‘I thought it was only lipstick on shirt collars that married men feared?’
    

    
     ‘No, no, this is much worse. She almost left me this summer when I didn’t quit after the Kaminsky shooting. Homicide is a compromise. Based on Dorte’s logic, the dead don’t shoot back.’
    

    
     ‘A wise woman, hold on to her.’
    

    
     Mikkel looked down at the table. ‘I’m trying.’
    

    
     ‘How are things going in Homicide?’
    

    
     He shook his head meaningfully. ‘I think it’s worse than in the Special Crime
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Depths.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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