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            “All along the watchtower
      

            Princes kept the view
      

            While all the women came and went
      

            Barefoot servants, too.”
      

            Bob Dylan
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            Hohenschönhausen Prison

East Berlin, 11 July 1989
      

         

         It was the dead of night. The rain pounded onto the corrugated iron roofs, but other than that, Hohenschönhausen was shrouded in silence. In the first watchtower that was mounted on the outer perimeter wall, the guards’ silhouettes seemed to glide past the frosted-glass windows. Another four soldiers from Division XVI were posted at the foot of the tower, but their carabines hung loosely from their shoulders; it was a quiet night, no more incoming prisoner transports were expected, and the men chatted amongst themselves as they protected their cigarettes in the cup of their hands.

         Colonel Erhardt Hausser emerged from the elevator on the first floor of cell block B. He glanced up at the red light in the ceiling and stopped abruptly at the entrance of a long corridor. Dressed in civilian clothing, the colonel was almost two metres tall and drenched to the bone; his pale overcoat clung to his kneecaps. Hausser was only in his midthirties, but the hard lines on his face made him look much older. Obviously restless and impatient, the colonel wriggled his fingers into his soaked black leather gloves as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

         The entire prison was regulated by the lights in the ceiling; a carefully planned and systematic principle of isolation that ensured the inmates would not come into contact with anyone else when they were transferred from their cells to one of the interrogation rooms. Even though he very much approved of the system, Hausser did not appreciate being kept waiting.

         At last the light switched to green. Hausser took a left and continued along the corridor. Upholstered, hermetically sealed doors on either side; Hohenschönhausen had 120 interrogation rooms spread over three floors, but despite the lateness of the hour, almost all of them were in use. For this was another principle strictly adhered to at Hohenschönhausen Prison: Never let the inmates sleep through the night.

         Hausser withdrew a key from his pocket, let himself into the room at the very end of the corridor, and flipped the light switch. The room contained nothing but the bare essentials: a large desk, which took up most of the space, two chairs on either side, a filing cabinet in the corner; an interrogation room that was identical to the other 119 of its kind in the prison. But Hausser was not here to interview a prisoner, nor had he done so in the past six years; the colonel had his own interrogation methods, and this room was merely staged as his office.

         He edged past the empty desk and made straight for the filing cabinet, which he opened with another, shiny little key. In the top drawer he found a bunch of keys. He dropped the keys in his pocket and turned on his heel.

         Less than five minutes later, Hausser was back in the courtyard. He flipped up his collar against the rain and made a dash for the prison’s former administration buildings, which had been converted into a warehouse for storage. A soldier was guarding the top of the stairs to the cellar. The minute he recognised Hausser, he greeted the colonel with a smart salute.

         Hausser ignored the soldier and hurried down the steep stairs. In the cellar, two men from Hausser’s division emerged from the dark as he passed. He nodded briefly in greeting, and the three of them continued along the corridor, which had a row of cells on either side. The cells were now used for storage, except for the one at the end, which belonged to Hausser’s department, Division Z. Only a select few knew about this room and what it contained. Not even comrade Erich Mielke, head of the Stasi, nor comrade Erich Honecker, knew of its existence; they were merely informed of the results that it produced. Occasionally, that is.

         Hausser retrieved the bunch of keys from his pocket and unlocked the cell. Leaning hard on the steel door, he pushed it open. The rusty hinges squealed in protest.

         A naked bulb hung from the ceiling, casting a pale-yellow glow onto the damp walls. The room had neither windows nor other forms of ventilation. Back in the day, they kept about twenty prisoners in this cell at a time, but now it contained nothing but a large black metal container that was placed in the middle of the room. The container was made out of four ship’s doors encased in metal, including the frames, which were welded together. Hausser himself had commissioned a man, hand-picked from the shipyard in Rostock, to fabricate what in DZ was known as “the Chamber” here, on location. The top door, which served as the lid, had a porthole; in the dim light, it appeared to be staring at Hausser as a dull and dreary eye. A thick rubber hose fixed to a tap mounted on the nearest wall was attached to the right side. The connection was not watertight, and a large puddle of water had gathered on the floor just below it.

         Hausser stepped over the puddle, walked up to the Chamber, and leaned over the rusty lid, where the black paint was peeling off in large flakes. He rubbed the fist of his gloved hand against the porthole and banged on the glass.

         There was a violent surge of movement inside and water splashed up against the inside of the pane. Hausser banged on the glass again, and this time, a large swollen face emerged from the dark, and bloodshot eyes stared at Hausser in blind panic.

         “Only the innocent sleep, Leo,” mumbled Hausser.
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            Christianshavn

12 September 2013
      

         

         Mogens poured the remains of his porridge into the kitchen sink. Turned on the cold-water tap. Using the brush to mash the lumps, he watched the flakes dissolve and disappear down the drain. He glanced at his watch. Ten minutes to seven. Next door, the neighbour’s little boy was sobbing. Mogens dried his hands on the dishcloth and looked down to make sure he had not spilt any of his breakfast on his shirt. Satisfied, he yanked open the fridge door and started emptying the contents into a plastic rubbish bag. Then he went out onto the landing to toss the rubbish into the chute.

         Once he was back inside, he went to the bathroom to put his toothbrush and half a tube of toothpaste into the toiletry bag that he had packed the night before. The bare essentials. He caught a glance of his reflection in the mirror. His hair was thinning. He brushed a few erratic wisps off his forehead. Removed his thick glasses. Rubbed his tired eyes. He was only forty-two years old, but he felt as if he had one foot in the grave. Chubby jowls and a sallow complexion revealed his unhealthy lifestyle: too much fast food and a complete lack of exercise. And he was at least twenty kilogrammes overweight. The suit he was wearing today was much too big, making his bulk even larger in the unflattering light. But, starting today, things would be different. He’d quit eating junk food and get some exercise; starting today, everything was going to change.

         Spinning on his heel, he went into the bedroom, where his suitcase lay open on the bed. He stuffed his toiletry bag into a gap between his clothing and the plastic bag with the blond wig and dark glasses he had bought at a second-hand store in Christianshavn. Five minutes later, he was at the main entrance door downstairs, holding his soft leather satchel in one hand and trailing his suitcase behind him with the other.

         He cast a last look over his shoulder. Whatever happened today, he knew he would never return to his flat. Then he shut the door behind him.

         Along the canal, rush-hour traffic inched along Overgaden Oven Vandet. An assortment of sailboats were tethered to the quay in a neat row. The plastic wheels of his suitcase bumped noisily over the cobblestones, waking an English bulldog from his nap on the deck of the nearest boat. The dog stared at Mogens and growled. Mogens started and hastily crossed to the other side of the road. At the soup kitchen on the corner, a homeless man drinking his morning coffee gave him a toothless grin.

         “Bon voyjasse,” the man slurred, nodding at the suitcase clattering at his heels.

         Mogens made no reply and picked up his pace. Moments later, he walked over the zebra crossing to Christianshavn Square and joined the queue at the bus stop in front of Lagkagehuset. The smell of freshly baked bread spilled onto the pavement and Mogens took a deep breath. Few people knew that the bakery and the building behind it used to be the local prison house, and he dared not think about it. Instead, Mogens looked at his watch impatiently, but the 9A bus wasn’t due for another two minutes.

         A crowd had gathered at the bus stop and Mogens was feeling claustrophobic. Beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. Mogens had enlarged sweat glands and started to perspire at the merest exertion. He told himself to get a grip—today of all days he had to exude calm! Thankfully, the bus arrived, and the doors slid open in front of him. He could feel the other passengers bearing down on him and hastily stepped into the bus, which was already packed with commuters into the city.

         He elbowed his way to the area in the middle, as close to the door as possible so he could get some fresh air on the short trip into town. But ever more passengers got on board, and he was forced to move further and further back, where the air was sticky. He could hardly breathe. He
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         felt as if the other passengers were glaring at him and his huge suitcase, as if they knew what he was up to, and it was only a matter of time before they alerted the police. Panic rose in his chest, and he had a violent urge to get off the bus immediately. But he pulled himself together. Closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing.

         It felt like a very long time till they finally reached Copenhagen Central Station. Mogens stepped off the bus with relief and followed the trail of other passengers up the broad steps in front of the main entrance. Nausea from the bus trip gave way to adrenaline pumping through his veins as he made for the left luggage room at the back entrance on Reventlowsgade. He slipped past the guard’s cubicle, which he knew would not be manned before eight o’clock.

         The long row of aluminium doors of the lockers reflected the pale neon lights above; it made the room look like a morgue, Mogens thought. He kept his eyes down, avoiding the cameras mounted just below the ceiling. He knew that the police would probably be able to identify him later, but by that time he would be long gone.

         He deposited his suitcase in the nearest empty locker and paid the 60 kroner required for twenty-four hours’ storage; if all went well, he would be back within five... if all went well.

         His ticket was still valid, so he simply used the one he had and took a seat near the front of the bus. The 9A heading back to Christianshavn was almost empty. But the morning traffic had increased and the trip through the city centre took much longer. He glanced at his watch. Twenty minutes to eight; in six minutes he would be back on Christianshavn Square. From there, he would have plenty of time to walk the circa eight hundred metres down Brobergsgade. At precisely 7:59 a.m. he would punch in for work; exactly as he had done for the last twenty years at Lauritzen Enterprises. None of his colleagues would have cause for suspicion; everything would appear perfectly normal. He smiled at the thought... The bus stopped at the edge of Knippelsbro Bridge. Surprised, he looked through the windshield and saw the red-and-white boom lowering, blocking the road. The warning signal seemed to howl in his ears as the bridge raised straight up into the air before them, as if it were a direct passage to the overcast sky.

         No, no, nooo, this cannot be happening...

         Mogens could not believe his bad luck; this eventuality was not included in his meticulous plan. He stared at his watch in blind panic. It was already quarter to eight. He looked out over the canal. An old three-masted schooner was inching towards the bridge. He damned the beautiful old ship to hell—and all the members of the crew who were waving at the curious bystanders and cyclists waiting patiently on the bridge, admiring the beautiful spectacle on the water.

         At 8:04 a.m., Mogens sprang off the bus the moment it stopped on Christianshavn Square. Clutching his leather satchel under his arm, he dashed over the road to Dronningensgade. He continued on the pavement along the canal at a run. Mogens couldn’t remember when he’d last broken into a run. Judging from his awkward, uncoordinated movements, his body had forgotten how. When he finally reached the corner and turned onto Brobergsgade, he had to stop to catch his breath. Leaning against the nearest wall, he quickly straightened his clothing and dabbed the sweat off his brow. Then he entered the courtyard that led to the main entrance to Lauritzen Enterprises.

         The firm’s carpenters had long since dispatched to their various building sites about the city, and the parking lot was deserted. Mogens could see the master craftsmen going about their business. He opened the door to the staff entrance and snatched the punch card bearing his name from the pigeonhole shelf under the clock; Lauritzen Enterprises was an old-fashioned business, steeped in old traditions and outdated systems.

         A hollow clunk sounded as his punch card was stamped: 08:19 a.m.

         Mogens had never been late for work in his life.

         “Hard time getting out of bed this morning?”

         Mogens snapped his head round.

         Carsten Holt, the sales manager, was regarding him with a snarky smile. He was in his midthirties with a suntanned complexion and rather short legs, as if they had stopped growing when he turned twelve, leaving his torso to go it alone. Carsten owned an old Camaro that he never grew tired of talking about, so everyone called him Camaro Carsten—or just CC for short; something that didn’t bother CC at all.

         “You’re all sweaty, Mogens. Are you sick?” Carsten said, pointing at him.

         “Sweaty?” Mogens said, swiping the back of his hand over his forehead as he returned his punch card to the allocated pigeonhole. “Not at all. What you are talking about, CC?”

         “The rain in your face.”

         Deciding to simply ignore CC, Mogens shook his head and hurried down the corridor to his office. But he could feel Carsten’s eyes on his back.

          
      

         A pile of invoices and accounts had been dumped on his desk. Invoices were not his responsibility. It was actually the girls in the Accounts Department who were employed to do the paperwork. His job was to maintain overall order in the financial matters of the company and balance the books, as it were; Mogens made sure that the books—if not absolutely accurate—were presented to the Danish tax authorities in perfect order. To this extent, he had always been a member of the creative industry. He dropped into his battered chair, which protested loudly under his weight.

         Mogens sighed heavily.

         All his careful planning scuppered by a bloody bridge! Was Camaro Carsten really suspicious of him, or was it just his imagination?

         Mogens thought about the bulldog he’d seen on the boat by the canal. That bloody dog had given him the evil eye. It was a bad omen, as if sent from hell. But he had to press on.

         If he did not complete his plan today, he would never get away.
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            Hohenschönhausen Prison

East Berlin, 11 July 1989
      

         

         Hausser gripped the wheel on the Chamber’s door and turned it anticlockwise. Putting his back into it, he pulled hard on the lid. With a scrape of the metal bolts and hinges, it swung open slowly and thudded against the side. The rancid smell of urine filled Hausser’s nostrils as the corpulent figure that had been sitting semi-submerged in the filthy water lunged at Hausser. But his neck and wrists were restrained with chains that were fastened to the bottom of the Chamber. Hausser regarded the fat man quizzically. He was about sixty years old. His skin was so pale it appeared almost translucent, as if it were about to dissolve after soaking in water for several days. Like a scoured animal hide, the black hairs on his body clung to his limbs and back.

         “P-p-p-please l-let me go,” the man stammered through his blue lips. “Prisoner, identify yourself,” barked Hausser.

         The man looked at Hausser with pleading eyes. “Number 1-6-6... please, I’m begging you... to-to l-let me go...”

         “I’d love to,” Hausser said. “Do you think I like spending my time down here?”

         The man shook his head.

         Hausser retrieved the bunch of keys from his pocket. As if hypnotised, the man stared at them and tried to reach out to Hausser with one hand.

         “First, I need you to tell me the truth.”

         “But... but I already have...”

         Hausser shook his head. “No. For the last three months you have lied to our people. In every interview, you were caught in one lie or another. They gave you cigarettes and coffee, they treated you with kindness, and yet—or precisely for this reason—you chose to lie. So, they sent for me.”

         “But I’m innocent. I don’t even know what I am being accused of. No one has told me.”

         “You know what you are guilty of; we don’t need to explain it to you. But instead of repenting and confessing your sins, you stubbornly choose to lie. And just look what this has brought you...”

         The man tried to change his posture and stretch his legs, but the confined space and chains held him fast.

         “I have told them the truth.”

         “So, you are calling me a liar?” Hausser asked, letting his eyes drift from the bunch of keys to the man’s face.

         “N-no! I... I don’t know what they have said to you. But I answered their questions truthfully. Told them everything. I swear to God. I have nothing to hide. I’m begging you... I can’t take it anymore...” he said, and began to sob so hard that his man breasts started to hop up and down.

         “Leo!” Hausser yelled.

         Shocked by the unexpected use of his Christian name, Leo took a sharp intake of breath.

         “You and I are in this situation entirely due to your own actions. If you had told the truth from the start, we would never have ended up here; I would be fighting the cause elsewhere, and you would be home with your wife, Gerda, and your boys, Klaus, Johan, and baby Stefan... If you had only told us the truth, Leo, none of this would have been necessary; we would have known that we could trust you, that you were willing to help us crush the Fascists’ spies, weed out the traitors to the party. We would have known that you were faithful to the motherland. You alone, Leo, have made everything more complicated than it needs to be...”

         “But I do want to help—”

         “Do not interrupt when I am speaking!”

         Leo bit his lip and looked down into the turbid water.

         “The only reason I am still talking to you now—the only reason I have not let you drown in your own excrement—is that you have not yet lied to me. I am willing to overlook all the lies that you have told my colleagues. All the time that you have wasted. All the trust that you have abused. Now is the time to consider your options, Leo, and choose your words very, very carefully...” Hausser said. His eyebrows gathered in a frown like a dark thunder cloud over the bridge of his nose. “I simply cannot tolerate dishonesty, Leo. I detest lies; they make me feel dirty, every single time that I hear them,” Hausser went on, gripping either side of the doorframe. The little bunch of keys clattered against the metal bolts, drawing a brief, desperate glance from Leo’s eyes.

         Hausser lowered his voice. “Do you understand, Leo? Do you really understand what lying does to me? How... unpleasant it makes me feel?”

         “What... what exactly do you want to know?” Leo stammered, nodding so energetically that his chains rattled.

         “The people you are helping to flee. What are they paying you?”

         Leo’s gaze faltered. “I... I... don’t know what...”

         “Be careful how you end that sentence. If you lie to me, I will close the lid and drown you in your own piss.”

         “One thousand dollars!” Leo yelled. “Sometimes more. It depends on the expenses.”

         “Where are your men digging the next tunnel?”

         Breathing heavily, Leo hesitated.

         “Where, Leo?” Hausser made to close the lid.

         “Ruppinerstrasse, Number 8! The auto workshop...”

         Hausser nodded and looked up, staring into space thoughtfully. “Yes, I think I know the one you mean. They take care of the cars belonging to the Department of Internal Affairs, is that not so?”

         Leo nodded enthusiastically. “The workshop provided a good cover when we started. Several men in high places in the Party helped us set it up; they all want to flee now...”

         “How far have they come with the tunnel?”

         Leo shrugged. “I don’t know. But it’s the longest one we have planned so far—a hundred forty-six metres,” he added with a hint of pride. “When
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         ... when your men picked me up, they still had about forty metres to go. If the boys haven’t given up and split, I would imagine that they are almost through to the other side...”

         “How many traitors do you reckon you can smuggle out?” asked Hausser.

         “Five hundred defectors, perhaps more. These days, people are keen to get out... I’m sorry to say so, but this is the reality of the current political climate...”

         “There is no need to apologise; I can appreciate a man who takes his work seriously. Even if he’s in the human trafficking business. A smuggler and paedophile like you.”

         Leo’s jaw dropped.

         “Ah, yes, Leo, we know everything. The Stasi has eyes everywhere. In the bedrooms, in the courtyards and lonely parks... on the sports fields and empty schoolyards. All the places where you have satisfied your pleasures with the Young Pioneers All those children you baited with sweets from the West.”

         Hausser dropped the keys back into his pocket and grabbed onto the lid of the chamber.

         “Wait! What are you doing?!” yelled Leo. “I’ve told you the truth now...”

         “Well, we’ll see about that, shan’t we. But till then, you’re staying put,” he said, smacking the lid shut.

         When he turned the wheel clockwise, the screech of the bolts and hinges blotted the sound of Leo’s sobbing inside the Chamber.

          
      

         No more than three hours later, the sun had almost risen, the rain had stopped, and Hausser returned to Hohenschönhausen. He yawned as he stepped into the cell, visibly exhausted from working all night. Together with a unit from Division VII, which was in charge of the Stasi’s special operations, he had set up a surveillance team of the auto workshop on Ruppinerstrasse; it soon became apparent that, despite Leo’s sudden disappearance, his men had continued digging the new tunnel. During the course of the night, several people came in and out of the building. And, just before dawn, a truck left the premises; the load on the back was covered with a black tarpaulin, but Hausser was almost certain that it concealed the soil displaced by the smugglers’ digging operations. So Hausser reckoned there was no reason to keep Leo waiting any longer.

         He took a seat on the edge of the Chamber and peeked through the porthole. Leo’s pleading eyes rose up to meet his. “It seems you were telling the truth, Leo,” Hausser said in a voice loud enough to penetrate the lid. “This must have been a liberating experience for a man who has lived his whole life on the telling of lies. I promised not to drown you. I intend to keep my promise. The problem, however, is that Müller here,” he added, pointing to the man standing by the tap against the nearest wall, “is not happy... he hates to see people leaving the Chamber alive.”

         As if on cue, Müller turned on the tap and water immediately gushed through the thick hosepipe that led to the Chamber. When Leo felt the cold water rising, he began to sob and desperately strained against the chains that held him fast.

         Hausser shook his head. “Hush, Leo, I’m afraid it could not be otherwise. The Chamber is our secret, you see; the best-kept secret in the empire,” the colonel said, watching the water slowly rise up over Leo’s head. The prisoner was thudding his shoulder against the lid, but his strength was no match for the massive metal door. Soon, the last of his strength was spent, and all was quiet inside the Chamber; it was full now, the water starting to leak through cracks in the lining on the sides, so Müller turned off the tap at the wall.

         Hausser cocked his head, watching in fascination as the last few bubbles rose up from the corner of Leo’s mouth; a freshly tapped Berliner Pilsner came to mind, and all at once he was terribly thirsty. He’d love to have a beer. It had been a good night’s work. One more traitor had been eliminated. And new ones would soon take Leo’s place in the Chamber.
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            Christianshavn

12 September 2013
      

         

         The clock showed nine minutes past twelve. Mogens was sitting in his office chair, impatiently drumming his fingers on the desk. His door was always open, and he was keeping an eye on the clock with roman numerals in the front office. When the large hand slid over onto the II, he pushed to his feet, as if the “play” button had been pressed in his brain, and he picked up the transparent plastic folder at the ready on his desk, selected a midsize paper clip from the stationery mug, and popped it into the breast pocket of his suit. There was no going back now; his coup against Lauritzen Enterprises had already been put in motion. He’d been dreaming about this day, which he had planned down to the smallest detail, for all those years that he had worked like a dog for his boss, Axel Pondus Lauritzen. He had suffered countless insults and humiliation. The time for revenge had come. Mogens was no longer the “fatso,” the “nitwit,” or the “moron who cannot add two sums together.” If nothing else, right now he was a man who was determined to execute his plan.

         Mogens walked out the door and continued through the spacious open-plan office, which was deserted at this time, as expected. There were six cubicles in total, and he knew that every Wednesday, three of the girls who worked here always had lunch together at Café Oven Vandet, and they would not be back for at least twenty-five minutes. The fourth accounts’ office girl had called in sick, and the last two, Karen, and Ellen Thyregod, who was his own secretary, always ate lunch in the staff canteen upstairs on the second floor. Ellen, who was punctual to a fault, would be back in her seat when the clock struck half past twelve, so there was no time to waste.

         He rushed to the stairwell and went down to the workshop on the ground floor. Stefaniak, the carpenters’ supervisor, had his back turned, bent over a workbench. A loud noise filtered through from the courtyard as a large crate was manoeuvred into the freight elevator. Both doors to the elevator were left open. The driver, in his yellow jacket, closed the elevator and reversed away from the doors.

         Mogens knew that Lauritzen Enterprises received a crate of office supplies every six weeks. And it was the office messenger Rune’s job to collect the crate from the freight elevator and bring it to the storeroom on the second floor. But Rune always ate his lunch first. All Mogens had to do now was rely on Stefaniak’s weak bladder, which habitually sent him to the bathroom at least three or four times an hour. And judging by the way the supervisor was shifting his weight from one foot to the other, Mogens would not have to wait long for the inevitable to occur. Sure enough, no more than five minutes later, Stefaniak straightened up from his workbench, and Mogens passed through the workshop and slipped into the freight elevator unnoticed. He pushed the button for the second floor and the doors closed quietly.

         When the doors slid open, he stepped out onto the landing of the second floor. He was greeted by the faint smell of fried food, and further down the corridor he could hear his colleagues chatting in the canteen. He craned his head round the corner and caught sight of Pauline, who was talking into her headset at Reception. He noted that Lizette, the other receptionist, was not at her desk. But Lizette’s absence was accounted for in his plan; Mogens knew that at this particular time, she would be busy elsewhere in the building.

         He continued past the large window into the studio, where the engineer’s assistant Lasse—completely absorbed by a game of Counterstrike on his computer as usual—took no notice of Mogens as he headed towards the office right at the end of the corridor. He stopped in front of the mahogany door with a brass plate that proclaimed it was from here that director axel pondus lauritzen manned his business.

         Mogens laid an ear to the door and listened. Hearing nothing, he tried the handle; it was locked. But he knew that it would be. He cast a glance over his shoulder. Then, in a practiced motion, he bent down and deftly slid the transparent folder he had brought with him halfway in under the door. Satisfied, he retrieved the paper clip from his pocket, straightened it out, and carefully inserted it into the keyhole. He wiggled the clip a couple of times until he heard a little thump on the other side of the door. Mogens bent down, carefully withdrew the folder under the door, and picked up the key resting on top. Then he quietly let himself in.

         Pondus Lauritzen’s director’s office smelt vaguely of cigarette smoke. Naturally, Mogens had been up here many, many times before; as a rule, upon summons to the director’s office for an earful. But he had never been here on his own. The austere mahogany desk and chesterfield chairs. A row of portraits on the wall; four generations of Lauritzen, each with an expression grimmer and more determined than the last.

         Mogens moved silently across the thick carpet to the safe, which was placed right next to the desk. His heart was hammering in his chest, and he held his breath. The door to the adjacent meeting room was ajar, and he caught a glimpse of Lauritzen inside. His back turned to Mogens, the director was standing at the end of the conference table, his pants round his ankles and his blue dress shirt only partially covering his enormous white backside. A pair of shapely legs stuck out on either side of him; the toenails resting on the edge of the desk were painted pink, but apart from that, there was no way of identifying the person on the table. But Mogens knew all about Lizette and Lauritzen’s affair, which was conducted during lunch hour on Wednesdays. They’d had a sexual relationship for six months now and, according to Mogens’s calculations, it lasted for approximately eight or nine minutes every time. For his own sake, Mogens hoped that Lauritzen would stay the distance today as well, despite the director’s sixty-six years of age, and he lost no time in punching in the safe’s code. Left 19, right 47, left 12, right 05; a combination no harder to remember than Lauritzen’s own birthday.

         A click sounded from the safe and it popped open. Mogens cast another hasty glance over his shoulder at the conference room, where he could see that Lauritzen had picked up speed; time was of the essence

         now. The A4 binders holding the annual accounts—both the version created for the Danish tax authorities and the actual books accounting for black market projects—were stacked neatly on the top shelf. Next to the binders lay a modest pile of property deeds and three small jewellery boxes. The shelf below was overflowing with cash; stacks of 1000- and 500- kroner notes. The sight of the cash was overwhelming, and Mogens’s breath caught in his throat—it was a lot more money than he had estimated, perhaps as much as a million kroner!

         Mogens unbuttoned his jacket and began stuffing the bills into the lining, which he had undone at the top seam so he could transport the cash inside his suit.

         “Yes!”

         Mogens started and jerked his head over his shoulder, dropping a stack of 1000-kroner notes on his boots in the process.

         “Yes! Yes! Yes!” Lauritzen yelled again, obviously close to the finish line.

         Mogens could not fit any more bills into the lining of his jacket. In a sudden brainwave, he bent down, tucked his pantlegs into his socks, and started shoving money under his belt. When he had taken the last pile off the shelf, he glanced down at himself; he looked like a stuffed scarecrow. For a split second, he regretted his greed, but the money tickled all the way down his thighs.

         “Yeeeesss!!” Lauritzen emitted one final and exhausted victory cry. His eyes bloodshot, the sweat dripping from his nose and face onto Lizette’s bare breasts, he swayed on his feet for a moment. “Bloody hell, Lizette, you’re killing me,” he said. Then he bent down, pulled up his pants, and fastened his braces. Before Lizette could reply, he turned on his heel and went back to his desk. As if he could sense something was awry, Lauritzen looked around his office, but the room was empty.

         Back in the freight elevator, Mogens leaned heavily against the crate of office supplies. He could feel the sweat pouring down his sides. The last thing he’d done before leaving Lauritzen’s office had been to put the key back in the door. He hoped that Lauritzen would ascribe the unlocked door to his own forgetfulness, but he had no guarantee of that; his boss might smell a rat and check his safe immediately. When the doors slid
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         open on the ground floor, Mogens slipped out and headed into the workshop. Hard at work, Stefaniak had his back turned and seemed oblivious to anything going on round him.

         All he wanted to do was run, but Mogens just hurriedly made his way past Stefaniak and headed for his office to fetch his leather satchel, which contained his tickets and passport. The money stuffed down his pants hindered his movements—he felt as if he were walking like Charlie Chaplin!—and he was terrified that everyone could see that his clothing was lined with cash. Luckily, no one had returned from their lunch break yet. In his office, he snatched his faithful leather satchel from his desk, and seconds later he was back in the corridor, heading for the stairs and his freedom beyond.

         “Mogens!” a voice called out from the landing above. “Not so fast, mister.”

         Mogens froze. Took a breath and slowly turned his head.

         Camaro Carsten was coming down the stairs towards him. “Where do you think you’re going?”

         Mogens was acutely aware of the beads of perspiration on his brow. “I... you... you know where I’m going, CC... it’s Wednesday... I’m going down to the kiosk to drop off my betting slips,” he said, tapping his satchel with one hand. To his horror, Mogens noticed the tip of a 1000-kroner note peeking out of his sleeve. The lining must have split somewhere! he thought. He was terrified that his pants would start leaking bills right in front of CC.

         Mogens swallowed hard.

         “Yup, I know that,” Carsten said with a smile. “But not without taking mine along with you.”

         “Of course. I’m sorry, I forgot.”

         “I hope you haven’t laid down your entire fortune,” Carsten said, reaching into his pocket for his betting slips.

         “No, no, not me,” Mogens replied.

         “So, you still reckon Everton is a sure winner? Two to one?”

         Mogens accepted Carsten’s slips and opened his satchel. When he dropped them inside, two 1000-kroner notes slipped out of his sleeve— thankfully, hidden from Carsten’s field of vision. “You can just give me

         the money later,” Mogens said as casually as he could muster. He buckled down the flap of his satchel and turned on his heel, but Carsten put a hand on his arm.

         “Do you think it’s a bad bet?”

         “I think it’s just fine, CC,” said Mogens, carefully extracting his arm. “No pain, no gain, as they say...”

         Mogens walked along the canal. On the water, a harbour tour came past with a guide giving a description of the area in three languages. The wind bit into his skin, cooling him down, which was a relief. Up until now, his plan had worked just fine. He just had one more thing to do before he could get the hell out of Copenhagen.
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            Berlin

12 and 13 September 2013
      

         

         At 10:30 p.m., the City Express from Copenhagen pulled into Track 2 of Berlin Hauptbahnhof. The train was thirty minutes late, and the moment the doors opened, passengers spilled onto the platform and impatiently elbowed their way to the escalators. Mogens was one of the last passengers to exit from the final carriage. He was wearing a pink polo shirt, dark sunglasses, and a blond wig. For good measure, he had covered his face and arms in fake tan, which lent an orange-peel effect to his complexion.

         Mogens walked slowly along the platform and took the escalators from the pit of the Arrivals Hall in a zigzag ascent, keeping his eyes peeled on the galleries on either side. Two police officers stood chatting with each other at the top of the escalators on the first level as they watched the travellers arrive. Mogens had no idea if the police were already looking for him, and in all truth, he was not entirely pleased with his disguise. In the planning phase of his escape, he had been inspired by the bright and colourful attire of international tourists who milled about Christianshavn in the summertime. But here in Berlin Hauptbahnhof, he stood out like a sore thumb in a sea of grey and anonymous travellers; it had seemed like a good idea at the time, but now he sorely regretted his decision to disguise himself as a tourist.

         But the police officers did not give him a second glance, and Mogens resisted the temptation to look back, no matter how much he wanted to. He continued all the way to the top level of the arcade, where he knew there was a kiosk that sold mobile phone paraphernalia. He bought five SIM cards for his iPhone. Then he made his way to the taxi stand outside.

         “Sohn... tagstrasse 15,” he said to the taxi driver, and showed him the address on the screen of his phone, just to be sure he understood.

         The taxi driver harrumphed and turned on his meter. Two minutes later, they were driving through the city night. Despite the lateness of the hour, the traffic was intense, and Mogens already felt carsick, but also a budding excitement. He had always wanted to visit Berlin. The city’s history fascinated him; the particular role it had played during the Cold War—and the Wall, which had divided not only Berlin but Europe itself in the aftermath of the Second World War.

         He took out his iPhone and checked his Yahoo mail. No messages. He scrolled through his contacts till he found “Schumann48.”

         “I made it. I am here. When shall we meet?” he wrote in both English and German. He felt as if he was a tourist guide trying to make himself understood.

         A quarter of an hour later, the taxi dropped him off in front of Sonntag Strasse 15 in Friedrichshain. The bars and restaurants on either side of the road were humming with tourists. Mogens was surprised; he would have thought the area would be a quiet one. All at once he heard people speaking Danish, and he turned abruptly to face a flock of middle-aged tourists passing by. Mogens ducked his head and hurried over to the main door of the building. He pressed the button below the name schmidt. Moments later, he was buzzed in. Mogens slipped inside and mounted the stairs to the second floor, his large suitcase banging at his heels.

         “Looks like you’ve got a lot to carry, hey,” said the man standing in the doorway to his left.

         Mogens looked up and nodded in greeting; he was too out of breath to do anything else.

         The man had addressed Mogens in German. He was wearing a pair of shorts and a tank top that revealed more hair than he had on his head. “Well, I’m afraid you’ve got to go up to the third,” said the hairy-bellied man—Schmidt, apparently. He pointed upwards with the index finger of one hand and took a key out of his pocket with the other.

         “P-payment?” Mogens said. He had only understood half of the words Schmidt had said.

         “You can just slip it through the door tomorrow,” the man replied, pointing at the letter chamber. “You Norwegians always pay your bills,” Schmidt added, handing over the key. Mogens took the key, opened his mouth to reply, but closed it again; there was no reason to correct the man’s assumptions.

         Mogens put down his suitcase in the dark entrance and continued into the lounge area and put on the light. Furnished with the absolute minimum with neither decorations nor knick-knacks on the windowsills, the two-room flat reminded him of his own on Langebrogade in Christianshavn.

         He found the place on one of those countless internet platforms, where private owners can offer their flats for hire; most of them rent out their homes on the black market, and they’re not interested in seeing your passport or identification documents—as long as you pay in cash. Mogens chose this particular flat because it was available for an extended period of time. On the website, Mogens had informed the owner that he came from Oslo and would be visiting friends in Berlin, but he didn’t know for how long. The landlord, who apparently used Schmidt downstairs as a straw man, didn’t have any objections provided Mogens paid fourteen days in advance. He had no idea how long he would need to stay, but he thought this would be the perfect place to hide.

         The next morning, Mogens stood on the narrow balcony of his hideout. He had barely slept a wink all night. The crowns of the trees obscured his view, but the sounds of people enjoying their morning coffees at the cafés below filtered up towards him, and he could watch the traffic on the road. He took his iPhone out of his pocket and checked his messages for the umpteenth time. Still nothing. The sun was shining from a cloudless sky, and it was already quite warm. Unseasonably warm, in fact. He opened his browser and scrolled through the various Danish daily newspapers online; neither Politiken, Berlingske, nor Ekstra Bladet mentioned his case with a word; perhaps it wasn’t newsworthy enough, or maybe the police were keeping a lid on it, whilst the investigation was underway. He was struck by the thought that, at this very moment, the police might be searching his flat. Interviewing his neighbours and colleagues. Contacting his family. The latter would not take long as he only had his younger sister left, and they hadn’t seen each other in more than a year. He wondered what Louise would think when the police knocked on her door out of the blue, asking for him. He winced in shame at the thought.

         His phone vibrated, interrupting his thoughts. A message from “Schumann48” was displayed on his screen: “Glad that you’re finally here,” it said in English. Mogens’s remorse dissolved in an instant. None of it mattered now, he thought. His new life was about to begin.

         He opened the email and read its contents.
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            Berlin

14 September 2013
      

         

         Train line S7 to Potsdam chugged lazily through the Charlottenburg district which basked in the late afternoon sun. Mogens sat in the first carriage, watching out for the name of the next station. Even though the instructions he had received in the email were straightforward, he was still afraid he might miss his stop. When the train pulled into Charlottenburg Station, he noted from the display above that there were still stops to go before Berlin Grunewald, which was where he had to get off. He was relieved that their meeting point was outside town, as far away from Friedrichshain as possible, even if the name Teufel Berg unnerved him; he was almost certain it meant Devil’s Mountain.

         Mogens had decided to make do with sunglasses and leave the blond wig behind. The Danish newspapers still had not published anything on his coup. Not even the Christianshavneren, the weekly bulletin of his district, had gone to the trouble of mentioning it. And if they hadn’t done so by now, chances were high that his crime would ever be made public at all. Which would be a huge plus for the new life he was about to embark upon. Even though he had stolen a huge amount, he knew very well that the money would not last forever; it was a decent lump sum, and he had plans—so many giddy plans for his future. As long as he avoided the authorities—the Danish as well as the German ones—he would be safe.

         Twelve minutes later, Mogens stepped onto the rail platform of Berlin-Grunewald, passed through the picturesque clock tower station, and trudged up the path to Teufel Berg. Not long after, he came to a little café that, amongst other things, served as a bicycle hire shop and the entrance to the forest area. Right in front of it, a wooden stand propped up a hard-backed poster: devil’s festival, painted in black letters below a colourful depiction of a devil’s fork in flames, and a list of bands and artists that would be performing during the three-day music festival, which was currently being held at the abandoned radar station on Teufel Berg.

         Hardly thrilled about the idea of blaring music and hundreds of people, Mogens set off at a sedate pace, faithfully following the cardboard arrows that were posted in trees at regular intervals. After he had been walking for fifteen minutes, the arrows led him down towards the Devil’s Lake, which lay at the foot of the hill. Several people were bathing in the water. Their pale faces and shoulders shone like water lilies floating on the surface. A beautiful green meadow stretched along the bank. At the far end, on the boundary to the forest, he could see a family of wild pigs; a sow and her three piglets were digging in the soft soil in peace. Mogens was surprised to see so many people sunbathing naked on the grass in the late afternoon. He could not help staring at the women with their large breasts and black hair between their legs. A lesbian couple were entwined on the grass right in front of him. Apart from the odd, not particularly memorable, visits to prostitutes, his sex life was nonexistent. But he had always had wild fantasies.

         He continued past the nudists and followed the path up the steep climb to the radar station on Teufel Berg. Soon after, he could hear live music, and as he approached the top of the hill, the number of festival-goers increased on the serpentine path. Most of them were much younger than he was, many of them with piercings and tattoos covering their bodies.

         When he reached the gate marking the entrance to the old military station, he was irked to have to pay a broad-chested guard a 30-euro entrance fee for the festival; the guard took his money in exchange for a red devil’s-fork stamp on the inside of his wrist. Had he known that there was a festival up here and that he would have to pay so much money to get in, he would never have agreed to come. But there was nothing he could do about it now, so he simply carried on past the old army bunker

         and further up the path to the enormous building with its three white radomes above. The festival scene and large stall market selling a hotchpotch of snacks, T-shirts, and bongs was laid out in front of the building. A foul smell of grilled foods, pot, and urine hung over the entire area.

         Mogens stopped at the foot of the main stairs, where they had agreed to meet. He was intimidated by the loud rock music and the crowds; obviously stoned, people were either swaying on stage with their arms raised over their heads, or bopping and jiving like madmen, making Christiania back home seem tame by comparison. Mogens felt conspicuous, entirely out of place. He heard, or at least thought he heard, folks near him whisper the words Stasi or Nazi and give him dirty looks; perhaps they thought he was a plainclothes policeman. He glanced at his phone, but there was no reception up here; he checked his email to ensure that he hadn’t misunderstood the instructions; and he looked round and noticed that the festival grounds were filling up fast. He had to calm down.

         Looking up, Morgens noticed that the light was fading with the setting sun. He hated the thought of being up here after sunset, just as much as he dreaded the trip back through the forest in the dark. Up on stage, the musicians were taking a break, and the crowd clapped and wolf-whistled enthusiastically. Mogens withdrew slowly. He needed to pee, and searched the periphery for the toilets, but it seemed as if the organisers had overlooked this detail.

         He walked round the back of the building, away from the festival grounds. There was no shelter from the wind here—it was a constant omen ringing in his ears—and, towering over his head, the battered screens of the old spy radomes howled like the shredded sails of a ghost ship. Teufel Berg lived up to its name in every way, Mogens thought.

         He stepped up to the nearest bush, and as he was taking a piss, a strobe light shone into his eyes. He squinted at the mouth of the nearest ventilation shaft that led down into the underground bunker. The light appeared to be coming from there. He finished up as quickly as he could, and when he zipped up his trousers, he thought he heard someone calling his name; a voice like a stretched-out melody blending in with the rush of the wind. He walked over to the shaft, and the voice sounded again.

         “Hello?” Mogens said, feeling like an idiot.

         “Mooog-enssss,” whispered the wind voice.

         Mogens hesitated briefly. Then he walked into the shaft entrance and, moments later, he was swallowed in the dark.

         Above the mountain, the last rays of the sun coloured the sky red, and the old spy station loomed black and ominous. In the fading light, the three radomes rose in the air, as a devil’s fork jabbed into the heavens above.
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            Christianshavn

April 2014
      

         

         The water level was one-and-a-half metres higher than normal, and all traffic on the canal had been suspended. It was as if the bridges of Christianshavn Canal had been brought to their knees, and it was only the kayaks that could slip in under the low arches above the water. The winter storms, followed by heavy rain, had filled the city’s reservoirs to capacity, feeding the swell into the canals around the old town of Copenhagen.

         Ravn and Eduardo were sitting on Bianca’s rain-washed deck, eating ham and fried eggs. Ravn swung his feet onto the railing, leaned back in his chair, and took a sip of his coffee. It was a raw but beautiful morning, and his breath mingled with the steam rising off his breakfast.

         “That’s global warming for you,” said Eduardo, nodding at the water’s surface. “And it’s only going to get worse.”

         “At least we don’t have to put up with the harbour tours, as long as the boats can’t pass under the bridges.”

         “It’s a high price to pay for a little peace and quiet, amigo.”

         Ravn shrugged, took a piece of ham from his plate, held it between his forefinger and thumb over Møffe’s head for a moment, and let go. Møffe snapped it up in mid-air.

         “Ravn, seriously?! Are you feeding your dog Iberian ham? Do you have any idea how much I paid for that?”

         “Nope, I don’t. But it must have been expensive because he likes it.” Møffe slobbered in satisfaction.

         Ravn patted his dog fondly on the head. Then he sighed, swung his legs off the railing, and pushed to his feet.

         Eduardo looked up in surprise. “Where are you off to?”

         “I have a meeting in ten minutes,” said Ravn, zipping up his jacket and flipping his hoodie up.

         “Have you found a job?” Eduardo asked with a note of irony in his voice.

         “I have to go up to my flat. The estate agent has found a buyer.”

         Eduardo quirked a bushy eyebrow. “Another one?”

         Ravn nodded. “Yup. The eighth contender in three months. Folks are standing in line to buy it.”

         “So why isn’t it sold yet?”

         Ravn made no comment.

         Eduardo looked at him. “Ravn, it’s time to move on. Why don’t you just let the agent do his job?”

         “I am letting him do his job. I’m just helping him. He doesn’t mind...” He picked up his mug from the table and tossed the dregs of his coffee over the railing.

         “Shall I come up with you?”

         “Why the hell would you do that?”

         “Take it easy, I was just thinking...

         “Well, don’t...” Ravn turned his head and looked out over the quay. He still had not gotten used to the fact that the tide meant he was level with it. “Is that someone you know?”

         Eduardo twisted in his seat and stared at the grey Fiat 500 with a burgundy-coloured rooftop that was parked on the other side of the road. “Nah, but I wouldn’t mind if I did.”

         An attractive woman, perhaps in her late thirties, was sitting behind the wheel. The moment she realised they had seen her, she started the car.

         “Has she been sitting there long?” asked Eduardo.

         “No idea,” Ravn said with a shrug. “But I saw her sitting there a few days ago as well.”

         The woman revved the Fiat’s engine, and Eduardo and Ravn watched her pull away from the kerb and disappear down the road.

         “So, your copper instincts are still intact, heh.”

         “Some things never fade. Come on, Møffe,” Ravn said, patting his thigh. Møffe huffed like a steam locomotive, then slowly got to his feet and came towards him.

         “Are you sure you don’t want me to come along?”

         “Who’s gonna take care of the dishes, then?”

         Eduardo waved his arms in protest and uttered a string of expletives, but Ravn was already on the quay with Møffe cradled in his arms. He wasn’t worried; he was pretty sure it wouldn’t take Eduardo long to calm down and split for his own boat—leaving the breakfast dishes exactly where they were.
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         Ravn strolled down Dronningensgade, his hands buried deep in his pockets. He took out his keys as he approached the building. The nametag by the intercom caught his eye; their names were no longer visible. All the new owner needed was a relatively sharp fingernail to remove the last traces of the two of them.

         He put Møffe on his leash, perfectly aware that he would practically have to drag the dog all the way up to the top floor. True to form, when he reached the second-floor landing, Kitty’s front door opened slightly. Coiffed blue hair and thick glasses made her look like an insect. Ravn greeted her politely.

         Kitty pursed her lips. “It’s like a bus station in here today,” she said.

         “It’s probably my estate agent showing some potential buyers around,” Ravn replied.

         “Again? With all that stamping about, my chandelier’s trembling in its sockets.”

         “I never knew you had a chandelier, Kitty.”

         The old woman blinked rapidly a few times. Then she withdrew her head into her flat.

         Ravn carried on up to the third floor, hauling Møffe along with him.

         The front door was ajar, and Ravn took a deep breath before he nudged it open and went inside, bypassing the huge pile of post on his doormat. He’d long since changed his address, and the few official letters and bills addressed to him were now delivered to the deck of Bianca, but there was nothing he could do to prevent the tsunami of advertising flooding his entrance.

         He could hear voices in the kitchen. His estate agent, named Kjeld-something-or-other, stuck his head round the door. His salesman smile shrivelled the moment he caught sight of Ravn.

         “Tho... mas Ravnsholt,” he said in half-hearted greeting.

         Ravn nodded and stepped over the pile of printed materials in the entrance. Kjeld adjusted his silver-sheen necktie; the tip was resting on his belly as if it were the head of a dead snake. The estate agent lowered his voice: “I thought we agreed that I would show your flat on my own, Thomas.”

         “Yes, of course. I just popped in to see how it was going.”

         “It was going just fine, till now,” Kjeld said, glancing at Møffe with distaste. “But it doesn’t help when you bring that dog of yours along.”

         “Whaddya mean? Everyone likes Møffe.”

         “Of course,” Kjeld said, gesticulating to Ravn that he ought to keep his voice down. “Your dog is... sweet... of course. But pets have a negative effect on the price when you’re trying to sell a flat to nice folks...”

         “Is that a fact?” Ravn said, brushing past Kjeld into the kitchen.

         The estate agent rested a hand on his arm. “Thomas. Don’t take this the wrong way, but perhaps you need to consider whether you’re ready to sell. I understand how difficult it can be to let go of a flat that you’re very attached to, but—”

         “Actually, I’m not particularly attached to it—”

         “And yet we’ve been here before; we’ve got a buyer who is willing to pay the asking price, and you refuse to sell.”

         “It has to be the right—”

         “The right buyer, yes, that much I’ve understood. The question is whether that buyer exists... for you?”

         Ravn regarded the estate agent thoughtfully. “I hear what you’re saying, Kjeld, and I’m more than willing to sell—”

         A young man in a dark-blue suit stepped into the kitchen, interrupting their conversation. “Well, it needs quite a bit of work,” he said. “I think it’s more of a fixer-upper, and—with all due respect—I think the asking price is a little inflated.”

         Ravn stared at the guy, who was a lawyer, an accountant, or a bank manager, he reckoned, maybe even an estate agent, albeit much more successful than Kjeld from the looks of the obvious difference in the price tags of their respective suits; either way, he was one of those pricks with far too much money and not enough manners.

         “No one is twisting your arm,” Ravn said. Their eyes met, and a frosty atmosphere settled in the kitchen.

         “No-no, of course not, no need for that, gentlemen, we live in a free country,” Kjeld intervened with a nervous cackle, his salesman-smile plastered on his face. “Why don’t we check out the rest of the flat. Have you seen the main bedroom? Wonderful light in here, and there’s another room right over here that would be perfect for children...” he added, pointing down the corridor and waving the man ahead of him.

         Ravn stared after them. He had nothing against folks being different, but there were far too many yuppies moving into the neighbourhood; a shame, really, and he already knew that the minute Kjeld was done with his show-around, he’d send him back to his Rolodex of buyers.

         Nudging open the door into the lounge, he was surprised to see a young woman standing by the window. She was looking at the view with her back turned to him, and the little boy at her side was tugging impatiently on her hand. When the boy caught sight of Møffe, he hid behind his mother’s skirts.

         The woman turned round and smiled at Ravn; her huge belly revealed that she was expecting her next child.

         Ravn returned her smile. “Are you sure you don’t want to sit down,” he said, pointing at the sofa.

         “No, thank you, I’m fine,” she said. “I thought we were the only ones looking at the flat today. Are you also interested in it?”

         “On the contrary. I’m trying to get rid of it,” said Ravn. “I’ve been living here for a lifetime. A short one, that is,” he added with a smile.

         She nodded, as if she understood, and let her eyes travel through the lounge. “It could be a beautiful living room, if...” she trailed off.

         “... if you fixed it up a bit,” he said, completing her sentence. “I know it needs some work. But the location is nice,” he said, smiling again with a sweep of his arm that included the view. “I mean... I didn’t mean that to sound like a sales pitch... It’s just that... we’ve always loved the view of the embankment...”

         The boy had gathered his courage and reached out his hand to Møffe.

         “Magnus, don’t touch strange dogs,” the woman said.

         “He doesn’t bite,” said Ravn. “The worst thing that can happen is that he drools on you,” he added, smiling at the little boy. “His name is Møffe.”

         “Møf-ffe,” the boy said.

         The woman let go of his hand and he patted the dog’s head. Møffe sat dead still, enjoying the unexpected attention.

         “So why do you and your wife want to get rid of the place?”

         Her direct manner surprised Ravn. “Because there is no ‘we’ anymore,” he said simply with a shrug of his shoulders.

         “I’m sorry,” said the woman, colour rushing to her cheeks. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

         “There’s no need to apologise. We were happy here. It’s a wonderful neighbourhood. An oasis in the middle of the city.” As if on cue, the clock tower of the Church of Our Saviour chimed from the embankment.

         The woman turned to look out the window again, letting her gaze wander over the embankment, the naked trees, and the water in the canals; a moat around the Old Town in bygone times. “I think one could sit here and follow the change of seasons, maybe go for a walk on the embankment...”

         “Yes, of course you can,” Ravn said, utterly disarmed by her honesty. All at once, she reminded him of Eva, beautiful and vulnerable in the soft light shining behind her. He felt a strong urge to go to her, wrap her in his arms, cling to her, bury his nose in her hair.

         Kjeld entered the room with the yuppie on his heels. It didn’t appear as if the rest of the showing had changed his mood. “Sweetheart, shall we get going?” he said.

         The woman turned to her husband and smiled. “I like this flat, Henrik. It’s perfect.”

         “But, sweetheart, don’t you think we should—”

         “We would love to live here,” she said quietly but firmly.

         “All right, absolutely perfect,” her husband said, biting his lip. “But it’s just that—”

         “This is great news, isn’t it, Thomas?” Kjeld said, looking at his client with a tight smile stuck to his lips.

         Ravn looked at the young man. He still didn’t like him. Nor was he thrilled about the idea of this bloke moving into their flat. “Possibly,” he said, turning to face his wife and son.

         “I’m sure that you will be happy here. Congratulations on your new home.”

         Ten minutes later, Ravn was alone in the flat with Møffe. It hadn’t sunk in yet that he had sold the place. He had no doubt that Kjeld would close the deal as fast as he could. Not only to secure his commission, but also to avoid any further contact.

         Ravn let his eyes wander over the large, sunny living room. The sparse furniture was covered in a thick layer of dust. It was so cold his breath condensed in a cloud, as if he were in a tomb; Eva’s tomb. But he was sure that the young couple would create a happy home for themselves here—this much he could read in the woman’s smiling eyes.

         Ravn stared vacantly at the oak floorboards in front of the sofa. There used to be a glass coffee table standing there, till it shattered under the weight of Eva’s body; it was here that he had found her dead. The back of her head had been smashed by an intruder. It happened more than two years ago. But the memory of the dark pool of her blood, right in front of the sofa, was still there, no matter how much he had scrubbed and scrubbed, sanded and polished the oak wood floorboards.

         “Let’s go, Møffe,” he said, tugging on the dog’s leash and heading for the door.
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      Lichtenberg, East Berlin
      

      24 July 1989
     

    

    
     Colonel Hausser rolled the driver’s seat window down an inch and stuck his ID card through the gap. The
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Missing: A Scandinavian missing persons thriller.

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