
  
    
      
    
  



[image: image]





ALSO BY VIVECA STEN IN THE SANDHAMN MURDERS SERIES

Still Waters

Closed Circles





[image: image]





This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Text copyright © 2010 Viveca Sten

Translation copyright © 2017 Marlaine Delargy

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Previously published as I grunden utan skuld by Forum in Sweden in 2010. Translated from Swedish by Marlaine DeLargy

First published in English by AmazonCrossing in 2017.

Published by AmazonCrossing, Seattle

www.apub.com

Amazon, the Amazon logo, and AmazonCrossing are trademarks of Amazon.com, Inc., or its affiliates.

ISBN-13: 9781477848654

ISBN-10: 1477848657

Cover design by Kimberly Glyder





To Leo, the family’s very own one-man show!






CONTENTS

MAP

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

Sandhamn 1899

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

Sandhamn 1911

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

Sandhamn 1912

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

Sandhamn 1914

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

Sandhamn 1919

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

Sandhamn 1919

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

Sandhamn 1922

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

Sandhamn 1923

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

Sandhamn 1924

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

Sandhamn 1924

CHAPTER 24

Sandhamn 1925

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

Sandhamn 1925

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

Sandhamn 1926

CHAPTER 29

Sandhamn 1926

CHAPTER 30

Sandhamn 1927

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

Sandhamn 1927

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 36

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 37

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 38

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 39

CHAPTER 40

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 41

CHAPTER 42

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 43

CHAPTER 44

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 45

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 46

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 47

CHAPTER 48

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 49

CHAPTER 50

CHAPTER 51

Sandhamn 1928

CHAPTER 52

CHAPTER 53

CHAPTER 54

CHAPTER 55

Sandhamn 1962

CHAPTER 56

CHAPTER 57

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

ADDITIONAL READING ABOUT LIFE IN THE ARCHIPELAGO IN TIMES GONE BY

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

ABOUT THE TRANSLATOR





[image: image]





CHAPTER 1

Saturday, November 4, 2006

Marianne Rosén stood motionless in the hallway. The shoes were all in a heap. She automatically bent down and lined them up neatly. Then she realized Lina’s pale Timberland boots were missing.

The realization terrified her. Why hadn’t Lina come home last night?

She retrieved a hat from the corner. Her daughter was irredeemably messy. She could at least have called if she was intending to stay out.

What if something had happened?

The thought dug its claws into Marianne, and she took a deep breath.

What if she’d fallen off her bicycle? The narrow dirt tracks turned treacherous in the fall and winter. She had told Lina to be careful when she set off for the Hammarstens’ place in Trouville.

Marianne couldn’t stop the anxiety filling her chest. Her heart was galloping like a bolting horse, and the room began to spin.

Calm down, she told herself. Breathe.

On trembling legs she got herself into the cozy country kitchen and sank down on a chair. Last summer she had taken the wooden chairs down to the jetty and painted them in the sunshine. Lina had helped; she had gotten paint on her bikini, and they’d both laughed.

Marianne stood up and took a glass out of the cupboard above the sink; she needed a drink of water. Her breathing slowed. Of course Lina was still at the Hammarstens. She must be. Where else would she be?

The familiar puttering of the coffee machine on the counter provided some consolation. She would have a cup of coffee, take her time over it. By then it should be around eight o’clock; she would call Hanna Hammarsten, who would confirm that Lina had stayed over.

Without letting her parents know.

Typical teenager.

Then they would laugh in mutual understanding, as two moms did when the kids behaved in a way that confirmed all their prejudices.

She would smile, embarrassed at her fears, and afterward, Lina would tease her for being such a mother hen.

“Quit worrying, Mom,” she would say. “I’m old enough to take care of myself now—you have to understand that.”

Hanna would know exactly how she felt. All mothers were anxious, especially mothers of daughters. It was part of the job description.

She had thought the sleepless nights would end when Lina grew up. Wrong. These days, as she lay awake, unable to drop off until Lina got home, she sometimes longed for those early years when the worst that could happen was her daughter being woken by a nightmare. The simple solution was a cuddle or maybe a bottle. If that didn’t do the trick, Marianne would bring her into their double bed, where the child would immediately fall back asleep. Admittedly, Marianne’s reward was a barrage of kicks to her back all night, but that was nothing compared with the gnawing anxiety of the past few years.

The coffee was ready.

She checked the time again: seven forty-five. She would call at eight, not a minute later. That was still pretty early, but she just couldn’t wait any longer.

Her favorite blue ceramic mug was right at the front of the cupboard. The mere sight of it made everything feel normal again. Two lumps of sugar and a generous dash of milk, and her coffee was ready. Sweet and strong, exactly the way she liked it. She felt better already.

Marianne smiled to herself. What had she actually imagined? What could happen here on Sandhamn, an island Lina knew like the back of her hand? She could find her way home in her sleep.

It was just over a mile between Trouville, on the eastern side of the island, and their house in the village. What could possibly happen over such a short distance?

Marianne sipped her coffee and shook her head. She had gotten herself all worked up for nothing. This wasn’t the first time Lina had stayed over at her best friend’s and forgotten to call. She’d probably been too tired when it was time to leave, so it was easier to stay with Louise—particularly given the fact that the nights were pitch black with no streetlights to speak of, and most houses were closed up for the winter. In spite of the fact that it was the midsemester break, very few visitors had turned up.

Distractedly Marianne stirred the sugar that had collected in the bottom of her mug. She glanced over at the old wood-burning stove that they had kept when they renovated the house her mother had left them. It had gone out during the night, but the metal was still wonderfully warm.

She got up to relight the fire. Eating breakfast next to the crackling flames was so cozy. When the bitter wind blew from the north, they were grateful for the woodstove as well as the old, tiled stoves in the dining room and living room.

She looked at the clock one more time. Three minutes to eight. She couldn’t wait any longer; she picked up the phone.

“Hello?” A sleepy voice answered on the third ring; it was Hanna.

Marianne immediately felt guilty; she had woken Hanna for no reason.

“Hi, it’s Marianne. Sorry to disturb you—I just wanted to check if Lina’s there. She didn’t come home last night, and of course she hasn’t called. I know it’s stupid, but I just wanted to check that everything’s OK.”

Silence at the other end of the line. Only for a second, but it was a second too long. She couldn’t breathe again.

“Lina? She’s not here. She left around ten o’clock last night. You mean she didn’t come home?” The surprise was audible in Hanna’s voice. “Wait a minute, I’ll go check.”

“Please,” Marianne whispered, clutching the receiver so hard her fingers ached.

A few long moments later, Hanna was back. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I was right, she’s not here. Louise says she rode her bike home when the movie was over. Are you sure she’s not in her room?”

Marianne couldn’t speak. She tried to form words, but her tongue refused to obey. Everything was flickering before her eyes.

Where was her daughter?





CHAPTER 2

Friday, February 23, 2007

“You spend your summers on Sandhamn? I have a friend who lives there.”

The young woman chattered away, seemingly oblivious to the fact that she was getting no response.

Nora Linde wished she hadn’t let herself be persuaded to attend the party, organized by a doctor who was a colleague of her husband, Henrik. As soon as they’d arrived, Henrik had headed off to join a group of his friends, and now Nora was stuck here with a girl at least ten years her junior. Her brown hair was cut in a fashionable, choppy style, and she was wearing a short skirt that emphasized her slim legs.

She made Nora feel old and worn out.

Nora couldn’t remember when she had last found the time to exercise, and her blond bob was in dire need of a trim. Ten years of small children and a full-time job as a lawyer for a major bank had taken their toll. A husband who chose to devote himself to his career and a passionate interest in competitive sailing didn’t exactly help matters.

Her black dress was neither new nor trendy, but she hadn’t been able to summon the energy to make an effort. Not for Henrik’s sake, anyway.

Their relationship had been frosty these past six months, thanks to Nora’s decision to hold on to the Brand villa, which her neighbor and honorary grandmother, Signe Brand, had bequeathed to her. Henrik had insisted on selling the house, which sat right on the Sandhamn inlet, so that they could buy a larger and more ostentatious property back home in Saltsjöbaden, but Nora had refused.

They had bickered all fall, polite strangers doing their best to behave normally. Conscientious parents who went together to Adam’s football matches and Simon’s tennis games, pretending that nothing was wrong. They had been living in an emotional vacuum, which worked in the short term, but something had to give.

“Sorry, I didn’t quite catch what you said,” she apologized. It wasn’t this cute girl’s fault that Nora and her husband weren’t getting along.

The girl beamed at her.

“No problem, I know I go on a little sometimes. I just said I know someone who lives on Sandhamn. Or rather, my best friend, Marie, does; I came to the party with her. She’s a nurse.”

“Oh yes?” Nora did her best to seem interested; she sipped at the pink concoction in her glass and smiled encouragingly.

“Marie’s with a guy who has a house there. The archipelago is amazing, isn’t it? Anyway, he has a place there with his wife.”

“His wife?”

Her companion looked guilty.

“I mean, maybe I shouldn’t have said anything.” She suddenly seemed unsure of herself. “Marie’s boyfriend is still married, but he’s in the process of leaving his wife. He would have done it already, but they’ve got kids.”

“Makes sense,” Nora said, wondering what she could say that wouldn’t sound idiotic. The conversation was bizarre. What do you say to someone who tells a complete stranger that their friend is having an affair?

“Marie’s crazy about this guy. He’s fantastic—tall, dark, and handsome! He’s even a doctor—not bad, huh?” She winked meaningfully at Nora and took a big gulp of her drink.

“A doctor,” Nora repeated.

“Absolutely. A real catch.”

“What’s his name?”

“I guess I shouldn’t say; according to Marie, he wants to keep the whole thing secret until he talks to his wife. Then again, what harm can it do?”

“What harm indeed?”

“His name’s Henrik. He’s a radiology consultant at Danderyd Hospital.”

She smiled at Nora, raising her glass to her lips once more.





CHAPTER 3

The theme tune to TV3’s Crimewatch faded, and Hasse Aro’s familiar face appeared on the screen.

“Welcome back,” the anchorman said gravely. “For our final story this evening, we turn to the case of Sandhamn’s missing girl.” He glanced down at his notes. “Lina Rosén disappeared one dark and stormy night this fall. The small island of Sandhamn out in the archipelago is home to no more than one hundred and twenty permanent residents, though hundreds of thousands of visitors pass through every year. It’s a summer paradise, famous for its beautiful sandy beaches and delightful regattas.”

He cleared his throat, and the camera zoomed in on his face. His expression was troubled, his tone sorrowful.

“Today the islanders are tormented by the mystery of what happened to Lina Rosén.”

The screen showed a picture of a pretty girl who looked about twenty years old. She had long blond hair and was reclining on a deck chair. Her white tank top emphasized her tan, and she was smiling into the camera. In the background it was possible to make out cliffs and a sandy shore; it looked as if she were on a terrace by the sea.

“The last time Lina’s parents saw their daughter alive was Friday, November 3 of last year, when she went to visit a friend on the southeastern side of the island, in the resort area known as Trouville. According to this friend, she set off for home on her bicycle at around ten o’clock in the evening. From that point on, there is no trace of Lina Rosén. In spite of a huge police operation, she has never been found.”

The image switched to a view of the Sandhamn inlet, the camera panning across the wooden structure of the Sandhamn Inn, past the steamboat jetty, and across to the Royal Swedish Yacht Club’s red clubhouse, built in 1887.

There wasn’t a soul in sight. In summer there would be long lines of people at the kiosk by the jetty, but now its gray metal shutter was firmly closed. The stores along the promenade were all closed up, too, secured with sturdy padlocks. There was a feeling of desolation about the place, reminding viewers that the search for the young woman had proved fruitless.

Then the camera zoomed in on a white house. The Roséns were natives of the island, the voice-over explained, and the house had been in the family for many years. Slowly the camera moved away, panning out across the forest to the tennis courts, where the road to Trouville began. The road Lina had traveled the night she disappeared.

Back in the studio, Hasse Aro now turned to a police officer. The man was about forty, tall and broad-shouldered, with short blond hair. He seemed kind, and had a fine network of laugh lines around his eyes.

“Thomas Andreasson, you are a detective inspector with the Nacka police, and you’ve been involved in this case ever since Lina Rosén was reported missing. What can you tell us?”

The DI cleared his throat.

“The search went on for several days, but unfortunately we were unable to find any trace of Lina.”

“Did you have help from the public?”

“Yes, the islanders made a huge contribution. Lots of people volunteered, and we had search parties combing the entire island.”

“How is it possible to disappear on an island as small as Sandhamn?”

Thomas looked troubled, and he gave a little sigh.

“I agree that it seems unlikely, but the truth is we’ve found no evidence—nothing that could explain where Lina has been since she disappeared almost four months ago.”

“Could she have drowned?”

“It’s not impossible. As you said, it was a stormy night. If she went out in a boat for some reason, it could easily have capsized. We are now appealing to members of the public to get in touch if they have any information that could help us. Our investigation has reached a dead end.”

Hasse Aro looked straight into the camera.

“If you know anything about Lina Rosén’s disappearance, please contact us or the police immediately. Her parents are offering a reward.”

The theme song returned, and a box at the bottom of the screen stated that the program was a repeat, and that viewers could no longer call in.

Thomas Andreasson leaned back on the sofa in his apartment in Gustavsberg, a suburb of Stockholm. He slowly finished his coffee as he thought about what he had just seen.

Somehow Lina Rosén had vanished from the face of the earth that November night. It had been extremely wet and windy—one of those autumn storms so common in the outer archipelago. It had been several days before the wind died down and the sea regained its normal blue color.

By the time they realized the gravity of the situation, almost forty-eight hours had passed. Initially Lina’s parents had searched for her on their own, only contacting the police on Sunday night. Procedure dictated waiting at least twenty-four hours; it often turned out that missing teenagers were with friends and had simply failed to get in touch. So Lina’s parents had been assured that their daughter would probably be back soon.

And when the search finally did get under way, valuable time had been lost.

A large number of officers had been dispatched to Sandhamn and ordered to comb the island. Several search-and-rescue dogs were also deployed, but the heavy rain had effectively washed away all traces and scents; the island was as clean as if someone had scrubbed it with soap.

Thomas and his colleagues had gone over the whole island in driving rain, together with Lina’s desperate family and their friends and neighbors. Eventually he had managed to persuade the exhausted parents to go home and rest; the pale mother looked like she might collapse at any second. Someone ought to be at home in case Lina turned up, he had argued, and Anders and Marianne Rosén had reluctantly agreed.

Thomas could still remember how the biting wind had found its way inside his clothes, and how his fingers and toes had turned to ice. The temperature had hovered around freezing, and the sea air was raw and damp. The tops of the tall pine trees swayed alarmingly in the storm, their old branches creaking and complaining.

Slowly and methodically, they had covered the beaches. With the help of the volunteers, they had searched the forest inch by inch, from Västerudd to Trouville. Every World War II bunker had been unsealed and checked out, along with the exterior of the summer cottages closed up for the winter. The least reason for suspicion made them stop; no effort was spared.

At last, one of the dog handlers had looked at Thomas, shaking his head. “This is pointless. She could be at the bottom of the sea for all we know. The dogs need to rest; they’re exhausted.”

Thomas knew he was right, and yet he didn’t want to give up. He had seen the desperation in Marianne Rosén’s eyes, and he knew exactly how she felt. He had felt that same desperation the morning he found his three-month-old daughter cold and lifeless in her bed. All attempts to revive her had been in vain.

After another day or so, though, the search was called off. They had turned over every stone, examined every tuft of grass on the island. Lina Rosén had disappeared without a trace.

Time passed, and the investigation was shelved. The general view among the officers was that the poor kid had committed suicide by drowning herself, and that the body had been carried out to sea. There was no other reasonable explanation. Certain comments made by Lina’s friend Louise supported this theory.

Thomas had done his best, but to no avail.

With a sigh he sat up and stretched. It was late; he should have been in bed long ago.

Taking part in a program like Crimewatch was a big step, but no doubt Lina’s parents were prepared to do anything to find their daughter. Who could blame them, Thomas thought as he reached for the remote and switched off the TV.





CHAPTER 4

As soon as they got home and the babysitter left, Nora exploded. She had managed to keep her mask in place during the party, but she couldn’t do it a second longer.

“A nurse in your department. How fucking banal can you get? Couldn’t you come up with something better than that?”

Arms folded, she glared at her husband. They were standing in the hallway of the house in Saltsjöbaden. They’d hung the lovely wallpaper themselves, Nora pregnant with Adam and wearing a pair of cutoff overalls that accommodated her enormous belly. She remembered how happy she had been when they’d found the top-quality paper in a summer sale.

Henrik didn’t say a word. He looked like a child who had been caught doing something naughty.

Nora couldn’t control herself. The words came spilling out, coarse and harsh, not at all the kind of language she normally used.

“How could you? After everything that’s happened! I’ve gritted my teeth, tried to make this marriage work. I fought for us like a total idiot, and you threw it all away to fuck a pretty girl!”

“I’m sorry; you were never meant to find out this way.” Henrik couldn’t look her in the eye.

“So how was I meant to find out?” Nora spat. “Were you eventually going to mention that you were leaving me, or was the plan just to screw around behind my back?”

Henrik didn’t answer. He loosened his tie with one hand and dropped it on the hall table. Slowly he took off his jacket and draped it neatly on a hanger.

With a stab of bitterness, Nora noticed how good-looking he still was. With his dark hair and his classic profile, he looked just the same as when they met all those years ago. A handsome married man and a doctor. A real catch, as her informant at the party had put it.

“Answer me, for fuck’s sake!” Nora hissed. “How did you imagine this was going to play out?”

Her voice broke as she sat down on the stairs and buried her face in her hands.

“You’re not sleeping in the bed tonight, just so you know,” she said after a long silence. “You can take the sofa.”

Henrik didn’t protest; he just gazed wearily at her.

“I’m so sorry this happened. I never wanted to hurt you.”

“I’m going to Sandhamn tomorrow with the boys,” Nora said after a moment. “They’ve got midsemester break, and I can take a few days off. I expect you to have moved out by the time we get back. I don’t want you here anymore. Do you understand?”

“You can’t just kick me out!” Henrik looked genuinely surprised. “I have the right to live here—it’s my house, too!”

“You forfeited that right. There’s nothing here for you.”

Nora moistened her lips with her tongue. Her mouth was so dry she could barely get out the words she wanted to say.

“You can move in with your new girlfriend; I’m sure she’ll be delighted. Then again, she’s probably been waiting to move into your fabulous house on Sandhamn, huh?”

She took a deep breath and stared straight at him.

“I want a divorce. As soon as possible.”

She let out an impotent little laugh, then buried her face in her hands once more.

“Get out,” she said, her voice muffled.

“But what about the boys—you could at least think about Adam and Simon!”

“Like you did? I mean, did it ever cross your mind that you had a family when you slept with that girl? Did it?”

“Calm down,” Henrik said, reaching out to touch her. “We need to talk this through.”

Nora flinched. “Don’t touch me! Don’t you ever touch me again!”

She got up, opened one of the hall closets, and pulled out a duffel bag.

“I’ll tell the boys you’re working and can’t come with us to Sandhamn. They won’t be surprised—they’ve heard it so many times before.”

She took out another bag without looking at him.

“They’re used to their father not having time for them,” she said, addressing the room as if Henrik weren’t there. “Get the hell out of here.”





Sandhamn 1899

The thin lips parted, exposing yellowed teeth.

He looks like a skull, Gottfrid thought before he could stop himself, then immediately felt guilty for thinking such a thing about his dying father. But he deserved it, the old bastard.

The emaciated body was propped up on pillows in the four-poster bed. The curtains were drawn, and just a little afternoon light seeped in. In the dark room, shadows deepened and contours blurred, making the dark rings under the man’s eyes stand out.

The covers were pulled up to his chest, with a sheet folded back over the thick bolster, and next to the embroidered flowers, Gottfrid could see a dried patch of something red that didn’t belong there.

“Come here,” his father said. They had moved his bed into the living room so that he would have peace and quiet, but still be close to the kitchen where the rest of the family spent most of their time.

Gottfrid hesitated, but didn’t dare refuse. The fear was rooted deep within him.

He recoiled from his father’s rank breath. The body gave off a sour smell, like seaweed rotting on the shore. His mother had scattered lavender bags around the room, but they had no chance against this alien stench.

He swallowed back his revulsion. After all, he was eleven years old—not a child anymore. He pulled off his peaked cap and took a step forward.

“Come here,” his father ordered again. An echo of the old authority lingered in the room. Gottfrid edged closer.

His father started coughing. It sounded different from when Gottfrid had a cold. This was a rattle deep down in the chest, and it scared Gottfrid. His father’s pale face turned bluish as he tried to force air into his diseased lungs, holding on to the bed with one hand as he banged his chest with the other, as if trying to force it to take in the life-giving oxygen.

When the fit was finally over, he spat a huge blood clot into the bucket on the floor, next to the chamber pot.

“How are you getting on with the fishing?”

Gottfrid looked down at his feet. Since his father’s tuberculosis had gotten so bad he could no longer work, the boy had been forced to support the family. In the summer they could rent out rooms to tourists; otherwise, the money he earned fishing was all they had to live on.

His uncle owned the nets and the boat, a small skiff with a sail. He got half the profits and Gottfrid’s family got the other half. From time to time Gottfrid was allowed to keep a few kronor for himself, if the catch was particularly good.

He had to get up at one thirty in the morning to go out with Uncle Olle, and sometimes he was barely awake as he pulled on his clothes. Once they’d hauled in the nets and returned to the island, he’d stand in the harbor selling to the serving girls who came down to buy fresh fish for dinner.

“We laid two bottom nets over by Rörskären last night.”

“Cod?” His father didn’t have enough breath for a full sentence.

Gottfrid nodded and straightened his shoulders, proud of the catch. His worn knee breeches were getting too small, and crept up his thighs when he moved. His sweater was also too small; the sleeves didn’t reach his wrists. Only yesterday his mother had looked at him anxiously, complaining that he was growing too fast.

“Tomorrow we’re going over to Skarprunmaren to try for whitefish.”

There hadn’t been a breath of wind all night, as was often the case in the summer, and they had been forced to row the whole way. At least it was better than last fall, when they’d had high winds almost all season.

“A Sandhamn storm is the very devil incarnate,” Uncle Olle would sometimes mutter as he fought with the sail. Usually, putting stones in the bottom of the boat was enough to steady her, but occasionally they had to head for land in order to bail out when the waves came crashing over the sides.

So Gottfrid never complained about calm nights, even though it meant he had to row for hours. He had learned how to row properly when he was just five years old, keeping his muscles relaxed so that his back and thighs did all the work.

He could smell coffee. His mother had promised him a cup before it was time to go out and lay fresh nets.

“Are you reading your catechism every day?”

“Yes, Father.” It wasn’t true, but he didn’t want to rile the old man unnecessarily.

“Good.”

His father settled back on the pillows. The huge fists, always so ready to deliver a blow, lay helpless on the covers.

Another coughing fit overwhelmed him. When it had passed, he lay there with his eyes closed. Gottfrid crept out of the room; in his peripheral vision he saw his father lean forward and spit into the bucket.

It couldn’t be long now.





CHAPTER 5

Saturday, February 24, 2007

They had stopped in Mölnvik to buy groceries, then caught the Waxholm ferry over to Sandhamn just after lunch.

Henrik hadn’t been home when Nora woke up, which was a relief; she couldn’t have coped with seeing him, pretending everything was fine in front of the children.

In spite of being so upset, she’d slept for seven hours straight, a deep and dreamless slumber. Simon had woken her when he’d crept under the covers, and his warm little body had made her feel calmer. He was almost eight, but he still liked to cuddle, and she had buried her nose in his shoulder, taking deep breaths.

Nothing is more important than Adam and Simon, she thought. Nothing takes precedence over them.

She was sitting at a small table on the ferry, drinking a cup of coffee as the ship plowed out into the wintry archipelago. It had been bitterly cold ever since the turn of the year. For once, the sea had frozen, and the icebreaker had been deployed to open up a channel to Sandhamn. The rough covering of ice made it possible to walk right off the islands, and the jetties looked like they were sitting on top of the ice. Shining formations hung from every hook and gaff.

The boys had gone to help their friend walk his dog, so she was all alone.

Single mom—the words pounded inside her head. Single mom. Divorce. Custody battle. Division of assets.

The legal terms whirled around in her mind. She glanced at her fellow passengers; she felt as if they could tell by looking at her that she was leaving her husband. That she had failed in her marriage, that the family would be torn apart. Her sons would have to shuttle back and forth between two homes. Pack their little bags, keep pajamas in different places. They wouldn’t feel at home anywhere.

She felt vulnerable, alone, and ashamed, even though she knew she had nothing to be ashamed about. It wasn’t her fault her husband had been unfaithful, and yet a sense of guilt had been simmering away ever since she’d woken up. She picked up her coffee, but her hand was trembling so much that she had to put it down again.

“Are you OK?”

Nora gave a start. She had been so lost in thought that she hadn’t noticed the man standing next to her table. His face was familiar; she couldn’t quite place him, but she thought he probably lived on Sandhamn. He had dark hair, the stubble on his chin peppered with a few hints of gray.

She smiled uncertainly, and he sat down opposite her.

“I didn’t mean to disturb you, but you looked so sad.”

He held out his hand.

“Pelle Forsberg. Nora, isn’t it?”

She nodded.

“I live by the tennis courts. And you’re in Kvarnberget, am I right? We took a sailing class together many years ago.”

She nodded again. It was possible, although she had no recollection of it at the moment.

“Did something happen?”

Nora’s eyes filled with tears. She tried to blink them away, but to no avail; they just kept coming.

“Oh dear,” Pelle said, getting to his feet. He went over to the cafeteria and grabbed a handful of napkins. Nora accepted them gratefully and dried her eyes, then gave her nose a good blow.

“Sorry,” she mumbled. “You must think I’m crazy.”

“Not at all.”

“Things aren’t too good between my husband and me right now . . .”

“I understand.”

“We’re separating.” There, she had said it for the first time. She hated it, but at least now she knew she could say the words.

Pelle waved his hand. “Hey, I’m divorced, too—I know what it’s like.”

“I didn’t mean to start crying, it’s just that everything’s so hard.”

“There’s no need to explain. Would you like another coffee?” His expression was kind.

“Thank you, that would be great.”

Nora had pulled herself together by the time Pelle came back. She blew her nose and sipped the hot drink. She really had to get a grip. She couldn’t start randomly sobbing like this—what if the boys saw her?

“Are you staying on the island for the whole midsemester break?” she asked in an attempt at normal conversation.

Pelle nodded. “I have a few things to fix up in the house, so I thought I’d grab the opportunity. I’m a math teacher, so I’ve got the week off.” He stood up. “I won’t disturb you any longer. It was just that you looked so unhappy, I had to make sure you were all right.”

“That was kind of you.”

The loudspeaker crackled, and a voice announced that they would shortly arrive in Sandhamn. Nora looked out the window and saw the familiar silhouette. They were passing Fläskberget, approaching Kvarnberget where her house could be seen beyond the impressive façade of the Brand villa.

With an enormous effort she arranged her features, gathered up all her possessions, and went to find the boys. They would be there in a few minutes, and she had to go and pay for their tickets first.





CHAPTER 6

Sunday, February 25, 2007

Nora was sitting on the small, south-facing, glassed-in veranda. She had inherited the house from her maternal grandparents ten years earlier. It was very close to her mom and dad’s house, at the bottom of Kvarnberget. The area was named after the island’s old mill, or kvarn, which had stood there until it was relocated in the 1860s.

Nora had considered moving into the Brand villa for the summer, but hesitated—it still felt like Aunt Signe’s home. Besides, the spacious merchant’s house with its enormous windows and old radiators cost a hell of a lot to heat.

Outside the window the bare branches of the lilac trees were outlined starkly against the sky. In the summer their leafy growth formed a protective frame around the garden, but now she could see straight through. In spite of the cold weather she had chased the boys outside to get some fresh air. At least, that was the excuse; to tell the truth, she needed some time to herself, time to think things over in peace.

Surprisingly, she hadn’t had to ask twice. Simon’s buddy Fabian was on the island with his family, so they had friends close by.

A welcome blessing in the midst of all the misery.

She couldn’t stop thinking about Henrik. Had she driven him into the arms of that nurse? Had she been such a bad wife that he’d been forced to seek consolation elsewhere? It was true she’d put her foot down when it came to the Brand villa, but could her decision to keep the house really have caused him to be unfaithful?

The previous summer their disagreement about it had led to a terrible fight down on the jetty. Henrik had lost control and hit her—right across the face, so hard she started bleeding.

She could never have imagined that her husband would hit her. Henrik begged and prayed for forgiveness, and Nora gritted her teeth and tried to grant it, but something in their relationship had been broken beyond repair.

For the sake of the boys, she’d repeated over and over again like a mantra; we have to stay together for the sake of the boys.

But when she really thought about it, maybe she’d stuck it out more for her own sake. Sometimes she’d wondered if she even liked Henrik anymore.

She had been afraid of being alone, she admitted to herself now in the afternoon mist.

The fear was deep-seated. Some of her friends had separated from their partners, and she had seen how they struggled. It wasn’t easy, dealing with all the school obligations, all the activities and logistics, when the kids were spending alternate weeks with each parent. It was also hard to make ends meet.

This wasn’t how she’d imagined her life turning out, but she’d been naïve to believe the marriage was salvageable. She should have walked away long ago: When Henrik revealed that he’d always prioritized his own career and his own leisure pursuits, and assumed she would contort herself to accommodate him. When his job took precedence, leaving her to raise the kids and run the household even though she also worked full time. When it became increasingly clear that their views and values were poles apart.

Instead she had adapted. She had become compliant and accommodating. Slowly they had slipped into a pattern where whatever Henrik wanted automatically came first. Why had she accepted it?

She gazed out at the white landscape. In a weeping birch in the next garden over, abandoned birds’ nests stood out against the sky like dark stones.

What kind of old-fashioned sense of duty had made her stay with Henrik for so long? When they’d met and become a couple, they were equals, two students who operated according to the same principles, and each dreamed of exciting careers. Fifteen years later she was living like a 1950s housewife, and with her own job on top of it.

Compliant, accommodating, and deceived.

Nora shook herself angrily. She had been such a fool. There was no other way to describe it. She sighed and leaned back in the wicker chair with her eyes closed. Even though she had slept all night, she was so tired she could barely move. Her limbs ached with exhaustion.

Somehow it would work out. Thousands of women before her had survived a divorce. Many, many children with separated parents were absolutely fine. One week in each home, with access to one parent at a time.

She couldn’t stop the tears, but she was determined to stand her ground. She was going to divorce Henrik.





Sandhamn 1911

She was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen. Her blond hair cascaded down her back, and her waist was so tiny he could circle it with two hands.

Her name was Vendela, and she came from Möja.

Her parents lived on the southern part of the island, and she had five siblings. At eighteen she was five years younger than him, and her eyes were the color of the June sky at twilight.

They had met at Dansberget, behind the Royal Swedish Yacht Club’s lavish clubhouse where the rocks were lovely and smooth—perfect for dancing to the sounds of Arne Karlsson’s fiddle and Bertil Söderman’s accordion. Korsö Tower rose up diagonally opposite, and a beautiful schooner lay at anchor down below. The evening sun was shining. Earlier in the day they had raised the impressive midsummer pole, decorated with flowers and birch leaves. Now it stood there tall and proud, a sign that summer was here at long last.

Groups of excited young people were standing around. They had come from Runmarö, Harö, and Möja. The fact that it would take several hours to row back home didn’t bother them at all; that was just the way things were if you wanted to join in on the festivities on another island. Besides, the dawn usually brought a gentle breeze, so a sail could be deployed.

Gottfrid was wearing his best coat, which looked good on him even though it had belonged to his late father. His mother had carefully cleaned and pressed it for the dance. She had gotten it out a week earlier, her hands lingering over the task.

Gottfrid was perspiring in the sunshine, but he had no intention of undoing a single button. Later, perhaps, when he’d had a couple of drinks and gotten even sweatier dancing the mazurka and the hambo.

On the promenade on his way to Dansberget he had passed a number of tourists strolling along by the water. The elegant ladies wore pale, floaty summer dresses and protected themselves from the sun with colorful parasols. The gentlemen sported straw hats and blazers, in spite of the heat.

He had lowered his eyes and hurried by. His mother rented out rooms, but he was still unsure of himself whenever he had any dealings with visitors from Stockholm. They pronounced words differently, their voices were strident, and they gawped at the boats anchored up in the harbor.

They were everywhere this time of year: drinking coffee in Anna Löfgren’s cake shop or Lilly Boman’s café, staying at the Tourist Hotel or the Sands. In the evenings they settled down for dinner at beautifully laid tables at the Yacht Club or the Solhem Restaurant. The gentlemen took a schnapps or two and called each other “my dearest friend.” The ladies smiled behind their fans and sipped at their drinks, laughing delightedly at their husbands’ witticisms.

The huge trunks that were unloaded at the steamboat jetty shocked the islanders. How could anyone own so much, and pack it all up just for a few months in the archipelago? Everything Gottfrid and his mother possessed wouldn’t fill even one of those trunks.

But he was grateful for the income the visitors brought with them.

Since his father passed away on a cold January night eleven years ago, the family’s situation had improved. His mother received a widow’s pension; it was a modest sum, but it came every month, which meant that Gottfrid could return to school. He still went fishing, but not at the expense of his studies. The money he earned was a welcome addition rather than essential to the family’s survival.

The year he was confirmed, he got a job at the Royal Customs Office as an errand boy. The supervisor, an older man by the name of Ossian Ekbohrn, had known his father, and he took pity on the boy. He arranged for Gottfrid to take up his post at the yellow-plastered, eighteenth-century building, which stood majestically by the inlet to the harbor.

Gottfrid worked hard, and after a few years, he was promoted to customs assistant and given a uniform. The first time he wore it home, his mother burst into tears.

“My boy,” she’d sobbed, as he stood there in the doorway, simultaneously proud and embarrassed.

The wages he received were a great relief. They could finally start fixing up the house, which had fallen into disrepair during his father’s illness. However, his mother was determined to save as much as possible. It would soon be time for him to find a girl, and he would need financial stability. Eventually, at his urging, she agreed to buy herself a new silk shawl and a black, ready-made skirt. She even allowed him to treat her to dinner once at the widow Wass’s boarding house to celebrate his success.

But she still got down on her knees to scrub the floor tiles with sand and water until they were smooth and white, and she wouldn’t hear of sending the laundry to one of the village washerwomen. She hauled water from the pump as she had always done, and waved him away when he came home with something sweet from the cake store to cheer her up.

“Go on, ask her.”

Adolf Wolin, Gottfrid’s best friend, gave him a push.

“You’ve been staring at her half the night. Just ask if she’d like to dance!”

Gottfrid pushed back his cap, then risked a glance at the lovely Vendela, who was standing with a group of girls from Möja, laughing and chatting. She might have been looking back at him, but it was hard to tell, because her fair hair fell over her forehead, hiding her eyes. Her long skirt came down to her ankles, and her white blouse was embroidered in shades of red and yellow. He could just see her feet beneath her skirt; she was wearing pretty dancing shoes.

Now he was sure she was giving him a shy glance in return, but she immediately looked away. He recognized several of her friends from other dances in the archipelago, and he saw one of them give Vendela a nudge.

Adolf, tired of his indecision, had gone off to find a partner of his own. Gottfrid took a deep breath, walked across to the group, and stopped in front of Vendela. Then all the words left his head and there he stood, unable to make a sound. The longer it went on, the redder his face got. What an idiot!

Vendela raised her eyebrows, and behind his back, he heard someone giggle. At last he managed to choke out the all-important question. Vendela smiled, and her smile was so open, so unaffected and spontaneous, that he almost burst into tears.

“I’d love to dance with you,” she said softly, tucking her hand under his arm.





CHAPTER 7

“Ninety-seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine, one hundred. Coming, ready or not!”

Adam Linde straightened up and looked around. He was in the forest in the center of the island, some distance beyond Sandhamn’s chapel. He’d been playing hide-and-seek with Simon, Fabian, and Fabian’s older sisters Elsa and Agnes for quite some time.

He walked a little ways without spotting anything. It was a chilly day—below freezing, with a thick layer of snow covering the ground. The plow had cleared the narrow roads in the village, but out here you just had to push through as best you could. The snow muffled every sound; it was as if the island were swaddled in a wool blanket.

But local children knew how to dress warmly, and having fun made them forget the cold. They were completely focused on the game, finding increasingly daring and inventive hiding spots. In the course of the game they had left the village and moved deep into the forest. It was more exciting to lurk behind trees and rocks than around the corner of some building.

Adam stopped and stood perfectly still. His cheeks were red, but the rest of his narrow face was winter pale. With his dark-green wool hat and khaki-colored coat, he blended into the surrounding landscape. From a distance he was barely visible in the fading afternoon light.

It was unnaturally quiet among the trees; the only sound came from the tops of the tall conifers swaying gently above his head, and from the sea far out to the east, where the ice had not yet formed.

He should have found the others by now, especially Simon and Fabian. They were just kids; they couldn’t usually manage to stay hidden this long. Adam took a few more steps. His sturdy winter boots sank into the snow, leaving deep footprints. As he lifted his foot it made a faint smacking noise.

He gazed around once more as a feeling of unease crept over him. The forest seemed infinite, even though he knew perfectly well that it ended on the shore on the other side. He couldn’t see anything from where he was standing; he was totally alone.

And it was so quiet. Much too quiet.

Adam shook his head at his silliness. He would be twelve in April. He wasn’t a baby, like Simon. But, as he walked on into the forest, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was very wrong.





CHAPTER 8

Nora had decided to remove all traces of Henrik from her place on Sandhamn. She stuffed every item of clothing she could find into a black garbage bag: old jeans he’d saved for painting the boat in, faded polo shirts that were good enough for gutting fish. The much-loved but worn-out deck shoes at the back of the closet went the same way.

Then she attacked the rest of the house. With tears burning behind her eyelids she threw away his books, the cheap reading glasses from the gas station, the blue terry-cloth robe he always wore. She even rolled up his astronomically expensive Helly Hansen sailing kit and pushed it into the bag.

Overcome by pure rage she flung open the pantry and yanked out his morning cereal, the one neither she nor the boys liked. Even the almost-new life jacket, which could easily be used by someone else, had to go.

She didn’t pause until she reached the photograph in the hallway. The picture, which had been taken a few years earlier, showed the whole family on the shore. She and Henrik were sitting with the boys between them, laughing into the evening sun. The warm light revealed that it was the height of summer, and there was no mistaking the happiness in their suntanned faces. Little Simon was naked and golden brown, and Adam was smiling up at his father, who had one arm around his shoulders.

It was a wonderful photograph.

Nora hesitated. If she took it down, the boys might start asking questions, and she didn’t have the strength to explain the situation right now. She turned away with a sigh.

A short while later she was finished. It was as if Henrik Linde had never lived in this house. Nora knotted the top of the garbage bag and pulled on a thick jacket. The bag was heavy, and she had to throw it over her shoulder to manage the weight.

She trudged down the narrow streets to the harbor, a grim expression on her face. The plow had done its job, but there was still plenty of snow. Sweat trickled down her back as she stopped for a moment to catch her breath.

The dump was at the far end of the harbor, next to the Falu-red buildings lining the promenade. Nora passed the row of boats that had been lifted out of the water for the winter and covered with tarpaulins; they looked a little desolate, as if waiting for the season to begin again. She followed the narrow path leading to the various dumpsters, all clearly marked: glass, batteries, household waste. She opened the metal flap, and after a brief hesitation she pushed the bag into the hole. It was a little tricky, because the bag was slightly too big for the opening, but she kept trying, and eventually it went in. She slammed the flap shut.

“Pre-spring cleaning?”

Nora gave a start and turned around. Pelle Forsberg was standing a few yards away with a curious expression on his face. Nora felt caught out; she had no desire to reveal what she had just disposed of. Glancing guiltily at the container, she tried to come up with a sensible answer.

“I just needed to get rid of a few things,” she said, edging away.

“How are you feeling today?”

It was kind of him to ask, but Nora wasn’t in the mood to chat. She just wanted to go home and cry, but good manners won the day.

“Better, thank you. Nice of you to ask.”

She smiled, but avoided saying anything that might prolong the encounter. “I need to get home to the kids.”

Pelle stepped aside to let her pass. He was holding a knotted Konsum market bag in one hand.

“You’re going through a tough time. Sometimes you’re angry, sometimes sad. One minute you want everything to go back to normal, the next you hate your ex with a passion.”

Nora realized he knew what he was talking about. She longed for Henrik at the same time that she loathed him.

“Yeah. It’s not easy.”

“Had you been together long?”

“We got married thirteen years ago.” The unlucky number made her grimace. “But we’ve been together longer than that.”

“Did you go to college together?”

She nodded. “Kind of. I was studying law and he was a medical student. We met in a bar when I was celebrating after my exams.”

She remembered the way Henrik had looked back then. He had been a friend of one of her classmates; a whole gang of them had gone out. He had offered to buy her a drink, and they’d danced together half the night. Nora had been interested right from the start, but she didn’t expect the attraction to be mutual. Henrik seemed like the kind of guy who could afford to be choosy.

When he got in touch the very next day, she’d been surprised and pleased. She said yes right away when he suggested meeting up at a popular café.

Tears pricked at her eyes yet again; Nora blinked them back. Pelle looked at her sympathetically.

“I know exactly what you’re going through. We’d been together for ten years. Met right here on the island, in the Divers Bar. I spilled beer on her, and we started chatting.” He gave an embarrassed laugh. “Breaking up is hard to do.”

“It is.”

“Was he unfaithful?” He sighed and put down the bag. “I made a stupid mistake at a work party, and that was the end of that. We’d been arguing for a while beforehand, of course. No doubt you two were having problems?”

Nora shifted uncomfortably; this was getting much too personal. No doubt Pelle meant well, but she really didn’t want to stand next to a garbage dump discussing her marriage with a man she hardly knew.

“I really do have to go,” she said with an apologetic smile.

“Drop by for coffee if you want to talk. Like I said, I’m here all week. My wife has our little girl; they’re skiing in Sälen.”

“Thanks,” Nora mumbled.

“I did tell you where I live, right? It’s one of the houses by the tennis courts—the green one with white window frames and a brown fence.”

“Mmm.” She gave a quick nod of thanks and slipped past him.

All done. Henrik’s possessions lay in the bottom of a dumpster, along with all the other garbage.

It felt good. Really good.

The house on Sandhamn was no longer his home. He wasn’t welcome here.





Sandhamn 1912

They were to be married on Möja on Midsummer’s Day—exactly one year after they’d first met. He sailed across to the island a few days in advance; his mother and the rest of the family would arrive the evening before the wedding.

Vendela’s parents had a lovely homestead, and a wedding was an occasion for the whole village to celebrate. All the preparations made Gottfrid dizzy. Relatives and friends had come from far and wide, the pantry was crammed with food, and he could smell detergent wherever he went; the place had been scrubbed to within an inch of its life.

Midsummer’s Day dawned bright and clear. The church had been adorned with leaves, and a special archway had been erected outside for the couple to pass through. Vendela’s sisters had woven garlands of flowers to decorate the choir, and the aisle was strewn with petals.

Vendela wore a black dress with a high neck and a white ruff. An elegant bridal crown was fixed to her blond hair.

Gottfrid still thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She didn’t say very much, but that didn’t matter. He could sit for hours just looking at her. When he spoke, she always listened attentively.

After the ceremony they left the church in a long procession. The fiddler led the way, followed by the newlyweds, then all the guests. Gottfrid’s mother was wearing a lovely new dress she’d made herself, and her head was covered in her beautiful silk scarf. She had wept the whole time. Over the past week she had spent every waking hour preparing food, all of which she’d brought over with her. It was as if she wanted to show Vendela’s parents that they were getting a son-in-law who could pay his way. Gottfrid had tried to get her to relax, but she just ignored him. “Yes, yes,” she would mutter, reaching for another kitchen utensil.

Long tables had been set out, and Gottfrid and Vendela took their place at the center. Spread before them was an abundance of food: cheesecakes, special breads, home-churned butter, and a selection of pickled herring. Tantalizing aromas wafted from bowls of meat and potatoes and dishes of sweet cheese.

The toastmaster gave a rousing toast in honor of the bride and groom, then the musicians took over. They played Karl Johan’s march and other jolly tunes that put everyone in a good mood.

Vendela ate very little. She wasn’t hungry, she whispered when Gottfrid tried to press her. He thought maybe she was worried about the bridal waltz, when tradition dictated that the crown must be “danced off” the bride’s head. This was the high point of the reception, and all the guests would do their best to make sure the crown came tumbling down.

Or perhaps she was nervous about what was to follow: the bridal bed, with its freshly laundered sheets, juniper branches strewn across the floor. She hadn’t let him anywhere near her before the wedding, despite the archipelago’s relaxed attitude toward such things. Several of his friends boasted that their beloved had denied them nothing during the engagement. Occasionally a bride would walk down the aisle with a rather round belly; nobody took any notice.

But Gottfrid hadn’t tried to force the issue. If Vendela wanted to wait, then he could wait, too; she would belong to him for the rest of their lives. He could be patient.

He was looking forward to their new life together. He would have a real family of his own, he would have children, and he would give them everything his father couldn’t give him.

Gottfrid glanced at his bride. Her eyes were downcast, and she was poking at her food. He took her hand and squeezed it gently.

She gave a start, then smiled at him. A shy smile, but just as lovely as always.

“My wife,” he said tentatively.

It sounded good, so he said it again.

“My wife.”





CHAPTER 9

The anxiety had grown into a hard lump in his stomach. Where had the others gone?

Adam tried to ignore the unpleasant sensation, but he couldn’t help glancing over his shoulder as he plodded through the snow. He really wanted to find someone, anyone, so that he wasn’t alone anymore.

He moved slowly west. The forest was denser here, and it was getting dark; the shadows stretching out behind the pines were barely visible. The moaning of the wind had increased.

Adam shivered. He zipped his jacket up tighter and wished he had grabbed the scarf his mom always went on about. Hesitantly he clambered over a small pine that had grown at a funny angle. The trunk was distorted, and the stunted branches were no more than a few feet off the ground. If he didn’t find them soon, he decided, he would go home. He didn’t care what the others thought; he had no intention of staying in the forest by himself much longer.

All at once he heard distant voices, but he couldn’t work out what direction they came from. He thought he recognized Fabian, but he wasn’t sure. Was it just his imagination?

With one glove he wiped his dripping nose. He sped up as much as he could, but when he was confronted by the twisted pine tree, he realized he had gone in a circle. He was back where he’d started.

Then he caught a glimpse of his brother’s red jacket behind a boulder, and relief flooded his body. Puffing and panting, he started to run through the thick snow. Suddenly one foot broke through the icy crust and stuck fast, and he fell facedown, his nose crashing into a branch. He tasted blood in his mouth, and swallowed hard to stop himself from crying.

He heard Fabian’s voice again, closer this time, but still some distance away.

Adam tried to pull his foot out of the hole, but it was jammed under a root. He panicked for a second; he pulled and pulled, but nothing happened.

“I give up,” he shouted, his voice trembling. “I give up.”

Then he yelled as loud as he could: “Come here, I’m stuck! Come on guys, I give up!” Just as Fabian and Simon appeared, he managed to free his foot, almost losing his boot in the process.

As he staggered to his feet, the other children gathered around him. He realized that they were staring at an object that had been exposed in the hole, an object that stood out against the white snow. It looked dark—black plastic?

“What’s that?” Agnes asked.

Adam shook his head. He felt stupid now; why had he been so scared? It was usually the little ones who gave up, not someone who was due to start sixth grade in the fall. He couldn’t understand why he had gotten so spooked for no reason.

Agnes was still looking at him, and he didn’t want to disappoint her. She was a year young than him. She was wearing a pink wool hat, her blond braids secured with pink bands. She had a cute little upturned nose and freckles.

He picked up a stick and crouched down by the hole. It was pretty deep, maybe three feet. It had been completely covered in snow, impossible to see unless someone fell right in it like he had. He squinted. The frozen sand was mixed with pine needles, and on one side there was a gnarled tree root; that was what had trapped his boot.

What was down there?

It looked like a knotted plastic bag, a pretty big one. He poked at it with the stick. There was something in there.

With the others watching, he grew bolder; he lay down on his stomach and reached in. But when he grabbed the knot, the bottom of the bag split open and something fell back into the hole.

Adam got to his feet and stood there holding the torn plastic, staring wordlessly at what lay before him.

“Is it real?” Agnes whispered, looking ready burst into tears.

“Adam,” Fabian said. “I want to go home. This isn’t fun anymore. Can we go now?”

Elsa nodded. “Me, too. I don’t like it here.”

Adam looked around. It was almost dark among the trees, and he couldn’t help shuddering. Against his will, his eyes were drawn back to the hole. He realized he was still holding the bag, and he dropped it as if it had burned his fingers.

Simon tugged at his sleeve.

“Let’s go,” he said in a thin voice. “Let’s go home.”

Adam stared at the others, then quickly started scraping snow into the hole with one foot.

“Don’t tell anyone about this,” he said. “No one. It’s our secret.”





CHAPTER 10

“Hi, it’s me.”

Thomas recognized the voice right away. The gentle tone reminded him of the old days, when he and Pernilla were still married.

He could picture her in his mind’s eye, that summer when she was pregnant with Emily. The child who had kept them waiting for so long would soon be born. A miracle after all the doctors, all the attempts.

“Hi.”

He couldn’t help sounding wary. The period after Emily’s death and their separation, which gradually became inevitable, had left its mark.

Their inability to deal with the catastrophe wasn’t easy to erase, nor was the desperate need to lay blame to which they had both fallen prey. The distance between them had grown ever wider, until in the end there was no possibility of building a bridge. They had parted a couple of years earlier.

There was a brief silence.

“How are you doing?” Pernilla wondered hesitantly. “How are things these days?” She laughed. “Sorry, I sound like a Tomas Ledin song!”

Thomas smiled, but he didn’t really know how to answer. He leaned back on the sofa and thought for a moment. It was almost seven o’clock in the evening, and the sun had set long ago. Soft snowflakes were drifting down past the window.

The previous summer he had ended a relationship with Carina Persson; it had lasted just over a year. Carina was an administrator at the police station, and she was also the boss’s daughter. Since then Thomas hadn’t done much apart from work. He spent most evenings at the station, including Sundays. His normal approach to handling a crisis, he thought wearily.

The breakup had been difficult. Carina had wanted a long-term relationship; instead she had gotten a secret boyfriend. Thomas had let things go much too far before he admitted to both himself and Carina that he wasn’t interested in anything serious. He still felt guilty, and had kept a low profile for the past six months.

“Are you there?” Pernilla’s voice brought him back to the present.

“Sorry. I’m fine—how about you?”

Pernilla laughed again. She knew him so well.

“I’m fine, too.”

Silence; Thomas could hear her breathing.

“I’m moving back to Stockholm,” she said suddenly. “I got a job with an advertising agency on Kungsgatan.”

“Oh . . .”

A feeble response, but she had taken him by surprise. After the divorce, Pernilla had taken a position as project manager with a company in Gothenburg. She had rented out their apartment and left the capital. They had had very little contact since then, apart from the odd note.

And now she was coming back.

“I thought maybe we could meet up. I’m already in town; I start work next week.”

Thomas was filled with contradictory emotions. Did he really want to see her? All at once he remembered an evening at their place on the island of Harö. They were sitting on the jetty just as the sun began to go down. The beautiful glow of twilight lit up her face and made her hair shimmer. She had been so happy, so carefree. He had been head over heels in love with her that summer.

Yes, he did want to see her again.

“Sounds good.”

“How about Tuesday?”

Thomas had no plans for the coming week.

“Tuesday’s fine.”

“Seven thirty at Mama Rosa?”

One of their favorite places, an Italian restaurant in the Söder district, not far from Medborgarplatsen.

Thomas smiled. “Perfect.”

After they hung up, he sat there with the phone in his hand. It must be over two years since they’d spoken. It was almost three since Emily’s death.





CHAPTER 11

“Good night, honey.” Nora tucked Simon in and kissed his cheek. She had read him a story, and it was long past time for little boys to go to sleep.

“Mom?”

Simon’s tentative voice made Nora feel guilty. Was he going to ask about Henrik again? He had already mentioned his father several times during the day, and every single time it cut right through her.

“What is it?” she said gently.

Simon’s blue eyes regarded her uncertainly. Even though it was the middle of winter, he wasn’t pale. While Adam was fair-skinned and always needed to be slathered in sunblock, Simon turned brown at the slightest hint of sunshine. Nora often joked that all she had to do was switch on the light for him to get a tan.

“Something happened today,” he whispered, “when we were playing in the forest.”

“OK . . .” Nora smoothed the covers as she waited for him to continue. It was past nine already; Adam was sleeping over at a neighbor’s, so only the two of them were home. As soon as Simon was sleep, Nora had every intention of pouring herself a large glass of red wine. She deserved some consolation.

“Adam said I couldn’t tell you. He said it was a secret.”

Simon was clutching his teddy bear, and his pajama top was unbuttoned at the neck. Nora tenderly stroked his cheek and fastened the button. He smelled of soap and toothpaste.

“So what do you want to do?”

“I think I want to tell you.” He paused for a few seconds. “But I don’t want Adam to get mad. Or you. Promise.”

Nora hesitated. Simon adored his big brother and followed him everywhere. If he was prepared to break a promise to Adam, he had something important on his mind.

“Maybe you could whisper it to me?” she said. “Then it will almost be as if I haven’t heard anything. I promise I won’t be mad at you.”

Simon seemed pleased with her suggestion. He sat up in bed, and Nora leaned closer.

“When we were in the forest today, I saw something in a hole in the ground,” he breathed in her ear.

“What did you see, sweetie?” Nora whispered back.

He paused for a long moment, then told her.

Nora jerked back.

“Is this true?” she said seriously. “You’re not joking?”

Simon’s expression darkened. “You promised you wouldn’t get mad!”

“I’m not mad, but I have to be clear about what you’re telling me. Are you sure you’re not making it up?”

“See? You’re mad at me. I shouldn’t have said anything. Adam was right!”

He buried his face in the gray fur of his teddy bear, a beloved companion ever since he was a baby.

“I just want to understand, Simon. It’s important that you explain this really clearly; tell me exactly what happened today.”

Simon didn’t answer; he just hugged his teddy even more tightly and turned over onto his side. Nora thought for a moment. He couldn’t possibly mean what he had said. Surely he must be making it up? Or was he?

She contemplated the nape of her angry son’s neck. He was only seven, and had always had a strong imagination—and those computer games the boys played involved all kinds of terrible things. More than enough to give a little boy macabre ideas.

She would talk to Adam when he got home tomorrow. She gave Simon one last kiss and went downstairs. Time to pick out a bottle of really good red wine and settle down in front of the TV. One of Henrik’s favorite wines, from the cellar. Preferably one he’d been saving for a special occasion.

Excellent.





Sandhamn 1914

When he brought his bride home to Sandhamn, Gottfrid was bubbling over with happiness. He eagerly looked forward to filling his family’s house with life and laughter once more.

His mother passed away less than a year after the wedding, just around the time that Vendela got pregnant. It was as if, now that Gottfrid was married, she had done her duty and could leave this earthly life with a clear conscience.

She had moved into the little back cottage where the family used to live when they rented out the main house to summer visitors, and one morning he’d found her there, dead in her bed. Gottfrid didn’t blame her for letting go after such a hard life. His father’s tuberculosis had exhausted her, and she’d had to constantly struggle to survive, bringing up her son alone. He had sensed for a long time that her strength was failing.

She deserved to be at peace.

As the pregnancy progressed, Vendela’s body grew huge, and she was always tired and out of breath. Then her feet swelled up, and it got difficult to walk. She spent the last few weeks indoors, curled up on the sofa. She would lie on her side with her hands on her belly while Gottfrid sat beside her on a chair and told her about his day. Those lovely blue eyes followed every movement of his lips.

Gottfrid did his best to make her life easier. He helped her with the household chores and fetched water every morning. She smiled gratefully, and her smile warmed his heart.

Full of anticipation, he would look at his wife’s belly where his first child rested. In the evenings he secretly watched Vendela, amazed at the thought that he would soon be the father of a tiny baby. His and Vendela’s baby.

He dreamed of a son he could take fishing and hunting; he would teach the boy all he knew about the archipelago and the sea. Together they would row out among the skerries to lay their nets; his son would gaze at him with trust and confidence, not the fear that had characterized his own childhood.

When Vendela’s due date drew near, her mother came over from Möja to help out. She set to work with a will, scrubbing floors and cleaning windows, and in the evenings she tore up rags and stitched them to make diapers. New rugs were laid on the spotless wooden floors, and the scent of soap pervaded the house.

Gottfrid had no female relatives of his own living close by, so he was grateful for his mother-in-law’s contribution. Now the child could arrive whenever it liked.

He longed to meet the baby, but at the same time he was terrified.

Vendela’s labor was a protracted torment that went on for thirty-six hours. A midwife came across from Runmarö and stayed until it was over.

When he could no longer bear his wife’s screams, Gottfrid sought refuge at the inn. He didn’t venture back until one of the neighbor’s boys came running in, cap in hand, and shouted that he was the father of a fine baby boy.

His mother-in-law smiled wearily at him when he walked into the house.

“Vendela is sleeping,” she whispered happily. “You have a perfect son.”

The following day, Vendela started crying.

She cried constantly. She cried when she woke up and when she went to bed. The tears poured down her cheeks in silent misery, which frightened Gottfrid more than if she had complained out loud.

Her milk refused to come in properly, and the child screamed at night. Vendela’s mother postponed her departure several times, but in the end she had to go; she was needed at home. Before she left, she tried one more time to talk some sense into her daughter, but eventually she had to give up. She looked at Gottfrid and shrugged helplessly.

“Things will get better soon,” she said, sounding far from convinced. “It’s her first baby; she just needs time to get used to life as a mother. It doesn’t come naturally to all women. It will sort itself out, you’ll see—both for her and little Thorwald.”

Gottfrid missed his mother. Oh God, he missed her so much. She would have known how to deal with Vendela.

He would often get home from work to find his wife staring blankly into space. She could sit like that for hours on end. She didn’t even bother with the baby, who eventually stopped yelling.

She hardly uttered a word. She’d sunk into a mute trance where he was unable to reach her, no matter how hard he tried.

On many occasions she had actually gone to bed when Gottfrid arrived home from the Customs House; he would find the house in darkness, the fire out. There was rarely any supper left out for him, and he got used to eating bread and cheese with no one to keep him company.

Vendela stopped doing her chores. The dirt Gottfrid brought in on his shoes joined bread crumbs and bits of food that had fallen on the floor. The sand, the endless sand that came creeping in through the windows, was never swept up. One evening Gottfrid saw a mouse scuttling away as he lit the kerosene lamp.

The mess really bothered him. They may have been poor when he was growing up, but his mother had always kept the place neat and clean. He was a tidy person by nature and found it difficult to cope with the dirt and disorder.

Gottfrid felt helpless. He had no idea what to do with a wife who wouldn’t speak to him and a baby who screamed for attention.

Before long, out of despair came rage. Life wasn’t easy, every single person in the archipelago knew that. You simply had to carry your burden, get by as best you could. Vendela was his wife, and they were joined together before God for the rest of their lives. It was her duty as a woman and a mother to look after the boy and keep the house in order.

He sought refuge at sea. The weather was irrelevant; he spent hour after hour in his boat. He laid his nets in distant places, unprotected by rocks or skerries, then labored at dawn to pull them up. He rowed the skiff until his shoulders ached and he was drenched in sweat.

When his hands were stiff with cold and his knuckles chapped and red, he contemplated them with grim satisfaction. Resolutely he dealt with any damage to the nets, as if every meticulously mended net would bring him redemption.

But things didn’t improve. Nothing improved.

One evening he had had enough. It was after six, and he’d had a particularly trying day at work. He was hungry and thirsty, and all he wanted was to sit down and fill his belly.

When Gottfrid walked in, Thorwald was crawling around on the sandy floor in a dirty diaper. Vendela was on the kitchen sofa, staring blankly at a fly on the windowsill. From time to time she wiped her eyes with a grubby handkerchief that she kept tucked up her sleeve. The fire had gone out, and the room was cold.

At first he spoke pleasantly to her. Asked how long it would be before supper was ready. The boy started screaming, but Vendela took no notice.

Gottfrid repeated his question, and she looked at him without answering. He asked yet again, but still she said nothing.

He ran out of patience.

He couldn’t really explain how it happened, but he raised his arm and slapped her hard across the face. The blow made her nose start bleeding. When that vacant expression didn’t change, he hit her again.

The image of his father’s enraged face came into his mind, but he quickly suppressed the memory.

The child was still screaming. Vendela got to her feet, still without a word, and picked him up. Then she went to the stove with the baby in her arms.

From that day on, there was always a hot meal waiting when Gottfrid came home from work.





CHAPTER 12

Monday, February 26, 2007

Breakfast was over, and Nora had cleared the table. Simon had shot over to Fabian’s house like greased lightning the second they finished eating.

She heard the front door open, and a quick glance down the hall told her Adam was home. He took off his hat and coat and hung them on one of the brass hooks, then kicked off his heavy boots and left them in the middle of the floor.

Nora smiled. He already came up to her shoulders; before long he would pass her by. He would probably end up at least six inches taller than her.

Nora’s little boy. A few years ago he was a two-year-old toddling around; now he was almost a teenager. She wondered how it would all play out. Adam could be temperamental, but he was also sensitive and something of a dreamer. He was closer to Henrik than he was to her, and she knew the divorce would hit him hard.

“Do you want something to eat?” she called. “Cereal? Yogurt?”

“I had breakfast at Filip’s,” Adam muttered, setting off up the stairs.

Nora went into the hallway, reached out a hand, and stopped him. He looked tired, like he’d slept badly. His blond hair curled down over the back of his neck; he refused to have it cut, even though Nora had been nagging for months. Short hair wasn’t cool anymore. All the boys in his class had long hair. He didn’t care what she thought. Another sign of the onset of puberty.

“Just a minute—there’s something I want to ask you.”

He looked at her curiously but accompanied her into the living room. Nora sat down on the striped sofa and patted the cushion beside her.

“I was talking to Simon last night about the forest. What actually happened?”

Adam’s face was closed. He didn’t say a word, but the corner of his mouth started twitching.

“I don’t want you scaring your brother like that,” Nora went on. “I’d like you to tell me exactly what happened when you were playing in the forest.”

Adam shuffled uncomfortably, refusing to meet her eye.

“Answer me, Adam,” Nora said, more sharply than she’d intended. “Simon told me a very strange story. He said you found something—” She broke off, searching for the right words.

Her son’s reaction came as a complete shock. Without warning, Adam’s mouth twisted and he burst into tears. He hid his face in the crook of his arm, his shoulders shaking. Nora immediately felt guilty.

“Oh, sweetheart, surely it can’t be that bad. I was just upset because you put silly ideas into Simon’s head. It’s OK, honey.”

She tried to give him a hug, but his thin body was rigid with tension.

“But it’s true, Mom,” Adam said. “It was lying there in the hole.”

The sobs got the better of him.

“Where?”

“Deep inside the forest.”

His eyes were huge; there was no mistaking how frightened he was. The tears poured down his cheeks, and Nora gently wiped them away.

“Can you show me the place?”

“Yeah,” he said feebly. “I think so.”

“Why didn’t you say anything yesterday when you got home?” Nora pulled him close, and for once he didn’t object.

“I thought if we didn’t tell anyone, it would just go away. Like it didn’t happen. I didn’t want to talk about it, because that would make it real,” he mumbled into her shoulder.

Nora hugged her son as her stomach contracted into a hard lump.

They passed the Mission House and entered the pine forest behind the chapel. Nora had pulled her hat down over her ears, and she was wearing a thick jacket, but that didn’t stop her from shivering, even though they hadn’t been out very long. The bitterly cold air found its way in beneath her scarf.

Adam was leading the way along the narrow, well-trodden track. He kept looking back as if to check that she was really there. Dry yellow pine needles were clearly visible against the white snow, and a dark patch suggested that a dog had recently passed this way.

They had been walking for almost fifteen minutes when Adam stopped and glanced around uncertainly.

“I think this is where we were yesterday. There,” he said, pointing with a blue-gloved hand. “Over there by the bushes.”

They were roughly in the middle of the island, Nora thought. The children had gone much farther from home than they should have. The trees were very close together here, and the thick covering of snow spread in all directions. Several boulders a few yards away had no doubt provided excellent cover when the children were hiding. In front of a group of low-growing pines she could see tracks left by little boots.

“Come on, Mom,” Adam said, taking her hand and squeezing it hard. His face was ashen.

Nora felt a stab of pain when she saw how scared he was. She gave him an encouraging smile, in spite of feeling a little nauseous herself.

They walked on until they reached a spot where the snow was all trampled. A hollow showed where Adam had fallen the previous day. He started to brush the snow aside with his foot, and soon a hole appeared. Nora guessed it was around three feet deep. She could just make out a black plastic bag on the sandy bottom, with something beside it—something grayish-white with a hint of green. It seemed to be attached to a long object, bent at an angle. On the pale surface she saw black dots, like tiny, crawling creatures.

Nora’s stomach turned over as she realized what she was looking at. Summoning all her willpower, she forced herself not to vomit; Adam was shaken up enough already. Throwing up right in front of him wouldn’t exactly help matters.

Breaking out in a cold sweat, she leaned forward. Maybe she was wrong. Maybe it was something completely different, lying there at the bottom of that dark hole.

Adam had backed away and was now standing behind her. She could hear his breathing, shallow and frightened. She turned and met his terrified eyes, pleading with her to tell him it was all a mistake, there was nothing to worry about.

But it was horribly clear to Nora that her sons had found part of a human body buried in the forest.

This was no game—this was serious.





CHAPTER 13

It took Nora almost ten minutes to give Thomas a reasonable account of the children’s discovery. While she was on the phone, Adam and Simon were squabbling in the background, and she had to shush them several times as she tried to explain.

Thomas realized the gravity of the situation, and quickly informed Göran Persson, chief of police in Nacka Municipality, better known as the Old Man. It was decided that Thomas and his colleague Margit Grankvist should head over to Sandhamn as soon as possible.

Fortunately one of the police helicopters was available to fly them out there with a CSI technician and the forensic pathologist. Uniformed officers from the maritime police would join them by boat.

Nora waited for them at the helipad in the harbor to show them the way. It was late afternoon by then, but they arrived surprisingly quickly. No one on the island could miss the blue-and-white police helicopter as it landed outside the Sandhamn Inn.

The area had been cordoned off, and the forensics team was doing their best to preserve any evidence they could find, given the circumstances. Nora had gone back home to be with the boys; she and Thomas would speak later. At the moment the police were fully occupied examining the site in the forest before it got too dark to see anything.

“Not very pleasant,” Margit said, stamping her feet to try and keep warm in the biting cold. The icy sea air got right into your bones. She was freezing, even though she’d put on extra layers when she found out where they were going. She remembered how cold she had been back in the fall when they were searching for the missing girl.

“No,” Thomas said. He contemplated the scene before them. A white tarpaulin had been spread out on the snow, and after a preliminary assessment the CSI technicians had carefully removed the black bag and its contents from the hole and placed them on the tarp.

In spite of the icy winter air, Thomas thought he could detect a faint stench, a revolting smell that made him instinctively wrinkle his nose. It was all in his mind, of course, but he still wanted to take a step back. Instead he forced himself to stop thinking about it and leaned forward to get a closer look.

A hand, a half-decayed left hand lay in front of them. The fingers were outspread, and the nails still bore traces of what appeared to be purple nail polish. There was also a forearm, its pallid gray skin smeared with dirt. Bizarrely, a watch with a large gold-and-silver face was still on the slender wrist.

Margit shook her head sadly.

“What kind of lunacy makes a person do something like this?” she murmured. “Wasn’t killing her enough?”

“Hm?”

“Nothing, just talking to myself.” Margit made a face and stepped back. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

“That it’s the missing girl?”

“Yes. Has to be, doesn’t it?”

“Probably.”

“What are the odds of finding parts of another female body only four months after a young girl vanished without trace?”

“Very slim, I’m guessing.”

Margit sighed as she shifted from foot to foot. Her short hair, streaked with angry shades of red, was barely visible beneath her black wool hat. A few strands poked out around her ears, which were almost as red as her hair.

“Do you think her parents might be able to identify the watch?” she said. “It would save a lot of time if we didn’t have to wait weeks for the DNA analysis.”

Thomas bent down and peered at the watch. It was an impressive model that looked both sporty and expensive. The wide bracelet shone against the rotting skin; it didn’t seem too badly affected by being buried in the ice-cold earth.

“Maybe, if we show them a photo.” He ignored the automatic feeling of distaste, and went on: “I don’t like doing that to them, but the sooner we know for sure . . .”

He was interrupted by a piercing scream. He turned around to see a woman running through the forest, ignoring the police tape. Her blue jacket was open, and panic was written all over her face. A uniformed officer tried to stop her, but she pushed past. Thomas realized it was Marianne Rosén, Lina’s mother.

He had spoken to her many times during the fruitless investigation in the fall. For a while they had been in touch almost every day, and he had felt the deepest sympathy for her.

Back then she had been quite plump, her desperate expression underlining her refusal to accept that her daughter had vanished. Now she was gaunt, with dark shadows under her eyes. The uncertainty of the past few months had cost her dearly.

“They said you found something,” she gasped. “My neighbors said you came because you found something. Is it Lina? You have to tell me if it’s Lina. Is it my little girl?”

Thomas grimaced. The sight of human remains was difficult enough for a police officer with many years’ experience. He couldn’t imagine what it would be like for a parent to see a beloved child defiled in this way.

He exchanged a glance with Margit, who tried to put herself in Marianne’s way, but before Thomas had the chance to speak, Marianne dodged around them with a surprising burst of speed and caught sight of the objects on the ground.

She stopped dead, then swayed and fell to her knees.

“Lina,” she whispered. “My darling little Lina, what have they done to you?”

Tears poured down her cheeks. She opened her mouth as if to scream, but only a heartrending whimper emerged.

It would have been easier if she had screamed, Thomas thought. He had dealt with hysteria before, in many different forms, but the grief emanating from Marianne Rosén was so bottomless he could barely breathe. It seemed to suck in all the oxygen around them.

He knew what it was like to lose a child, but he had no idea what to do right now. He gazed helplessly at the devastated woman kneeling on the snowy ground.

Margit crouched down beside her and put her arm around Marianne’s shaking shoulders. Gently she moved her away from the tarpaulin.

“OK, let’s go,” she said. “It might not even be Lina; we don’t know anything yet. Come away.”

“It’s her,” Marianne whispered.

She looked straight at Thomas, her voice heavy with pain.

“That’s Lina’s watch. We gave it to her for her eighteenth birthday. She never took it off. That’s my daughter’s arm.”





Sandhamn 1919

The war years had been difficult for the islanders. The steamboat traffic had more or less stopped, which meant no summer visitors from Stockholm.

Many of the villagers depended on renting out rooms, and the widow Wass looked more worried with every week that passed. No one ordered her stewed perch or her veal with gherkins anymore; then again, everything was in short supply during those challenging times.

It was difficult to find out what was going on in the world, and the lack of news gave rise to all kinds of rumors. One day an old man announced with authority that a peace treaty was due to be signed, and that this would involve the Russians taking over the archipelago. No one really believed him, but what if he was right?

Gottfrid had gotten used to the silence at home. Vendela did her chores and looked after the boy. She kept the house clean, more or less, and made sure her husband’s uniform was washed and starched. Thorwald no longer screamed with hunger, and his clothes were neither ragged nor dirty.

Gottfrid did his job at the Customs House with extreme conscientiousness and minute attention to detail. Night after night he stayed behind to make sure that all information had been entered into the ledger. Every customs inspection must be correctly carried out, no matter how many vessels were in the harbor. In his office, pens and papers were arranged with military precision. No one could complain about his work—just the opposite. He was often praised by his superiors.

However, he didn’t understand Thorwald at all.

There was no doubt that the boy was his son; he could see the similarities between the two of them. They had the same coarse, fair hair, the same deep-set eyes that contemplated the world somewhat warily.

But he felt nothing for the fruit of his loins.

Grief and bitterness over his wife’s metamorphosis overshadowed everything, and Gottfrid blamed his son for the change in Vendela. Before the child was born, he’d had such high hopes, but the dream of a happy family remained just that—a dream. Neither his wife nor his son met his expectations.

Thorwald was shy and avoided his father. He kept to himself in the kitchen playing with his toys, mostly sticks and pinecones he’d found in the forest. He absolutely adored a bark boat that his maternal grandfather had made him. They had gone out together one sunny spring day to search for a particularly fine piece of bark, then his grandfather had sat in the sunshine whittling away.

Vendela’s parents came to visit occasionally, but they didn’t stay long. Their life on Möja didn’t allow for protracted absences; they had animals to care for, the harvest to bring in, and there wasn’t much time left over for excursions to see an unhappy daughter on Sandhamn. Besides which they had five other children, three of whom were still on Möja.

One day Gottfrid’s father-in-law had taken him aside and made a clumsy attempt to talk to him.

“She wasn’t very happy when she was a girl, you know,” he said, fumbling with his pipe. The white calluses stood out on the rough hands. “Sometimes she would cry for weeks for no reason. Mother thought we should just let her carry on. It will pass, that’s what she always said.” He pushed a little more tobacco into his pipe. “You’ll see, things will get better.”

He sucked at the pipe, then shook his head.

“None of our other children are like Vendela. But she was so beautiful, we were sure everything would sort itself out. Especially when she was old enough to be married, and met you. A wife and mother doesn’t have time for such silliness.”

The anxiety was clear in his eyes, which were surrounded by deep lines. He was fifty years old, but he could just as easily have been sixty-five.

Gottfrid didn’t say a word. There was nothing to say. Vendela drifted around the house like a shadow. Most of the time she avoided looking him in the eye. The pretty young girl who had stolen his heart at the midsummer dance no longer existed.

The long fair curls were tied in a bun at the back of her neck and the rest plastered to her scalp, mercilessly exposing how much hair she had lost during her pregnancy. She still looked pregnant; her belly was swollen, her heavy breasts sagged. Those pretty features had disappeared.

Gottfrid was filled with revulsion as he watched her waddling around. Why couldn’t she pull herself together? Why had he been unlucky enough to pick a useless wife?

When he reached for her in the darkness, she obliged. Without a sound, without a movement. He grew accustomed to taking what he needed. Vendela wept afterward, but he grew accustomed to that as well. After all, she cried most of the time anyway.

One day, Gottfrid got home from work unusually late. There had been many issues to deal with. The war brought with it various directives from Stockholm, and this time, a long document outlining new rules had arrived. His superiors were worried because several weeks had passed since the revised procedures had been introduced, and it had taken time to make the necessary adjustments. Admittedly this was because they had known nothing about the changes, but such excuses rarely cut it with the authorities.

Gottfrid was very tired by the time he opened the door, but not so tired that he didn’t notice his son slinking away at the sound of his footsteps.

“Thorwald,” he called. “Aren’t you going to come and say hello?”

The boy approached him with caution. He rarely sought his father’s company, preferring to hide behind his mother’s skirts.

The child’s behavior irritated Gottfrid. He would not tolerate his firstborn growing up a mama’s boy. When he was Thorwald’s age his own father had already begun to show the first signs of his illness, and Gottfrid had had to start helping out around the house.

Vendela was standing at the stove with her back to them. She had barely looked up when her husband walked in.

Gottfrid softened his tone. “Come to Daddy,” he cajoled, taking a few steps forward. Something crunched beneath his boot. He looked down and realized he had stepped on the beloved bark boat.

Utter devastation was etched on Thorwald’s little face; his frozen expression suggested that he had just witnessed a terrible tragedy.

The boat was in pieces, and the mast had snapped off; it was beyond repair. Gottfrid scraped the bits together with his foot and dropped the lot in the garbage pail.

The boy still hadn’t said a word, but his lower lip was trembling. Fat tears were caught in his pale eyelashes.

“We’ll make you a new boat,” Gottfrid said, trying to smooth over his faux pas. “Or we’ll ask Grandpa to make one next time he comes to see us.”

Thorwald still didn’t say anything, but the tears poured down his cheeks, and his whole body was shaking. He was crying exactly like Vendela did, silent and terrified, and Gottfrid couldn’t stand it.

“Don’t cry. There’s nothing to get upset about.”

He turned away and took off his uniform coat. He spent a minute or so hanging it up neatly, then turned back to his son.

Thorwald hadn’t moved and was staring at his father like he was the devil incarnate. The loathing in his eyes sent Gottfrid into a rage, as if a match had been put to a bonfire on Walpurgis Night.

“Stop it!” he roared, slamming his fist down on the kitchen table.

Vendela stiffened and Thorwald inhaled sharply, as if he really was trying to calm down. His body shuddered, and the tears kept on squeezing their way out. A string of snot dangled from his nose.

Gottfrid was furious. He was tired and hungry, it had been a trying day, and he had no intention of putting up with this nonsense.

“Stop that right now!” he bellowed, raising a warning hand—a gesture with which Vendela was very familiar by now. It was usually enough to make her do what he wanted; Gottfrid didn’t make empty threats.

And yet, this time he hesitated. He had never struck his son, but this defiance must be quashed. A boy of his age shouldn’t be mewling like a girl. It was only a toy boat, after all.

“For the last time—stop that!”

Thorwald let out a hiccupping sob, and that was enough for Gottfrid to lose control. The blow made the child lose his balance; he fell over and lay there on the floor. Vendela cried out; she ran over to her son and knelt down beside him, whimpering. She put her arms around him, glaring reproachfully at her husband.

“Leave him alone! Don’t you touch him!” she shouted.

Gottfrid gave her a hard shove.

“Shut your mouth. Boys don’t cry—that’s what girls do.” He turned to Thorwald. “Are you a girl?”

He seized the boy’s wrist and tore him away from Vendela. He dragged him over to the closet in the corner of the room, where his mother had kept the clothes belonging to his sister, who had died at the age of eight. Incandescent with rage, he grabbed a pale blue dress and forced it over Thorwald’s head. The child had stopped crying, but was staring at his father in sheer terror. Vendela was still on her knees, swaying back and forth with her hands pressed to her belly.

Roughly, Gottfrid yanked the dress down over the skinny body, then adjusted the frill.

“If you behave like a girl, you can dress like a girl.”

He flung the front door open. The bright evening sun took them all by surprise. Thorwald blinked; he seemed totally confused, as if he had no idea where he was.

The sound of the neighbor children playing outside filtered into the room. Instinctively Thorwald pressed his back against the wall, looking around like an animal desperate for somewhere to hide.

Gottfrid was having none of it. He took his son by the shoulders and pushed him out onto the steps.

“Don’t come back until you can behave like a normal boy.”

The door slammed shut. He turned to Vendela, who was staring at him with her mouth hanging open. Her red-rimmed eyes did nothing to improve his mood.

“What are you gaping at? The child needs discipline. If you can’t provide it, then it’s up to me.”

He sat down at the kitchen table. He knew he had acted in haste, but what was done was done, and the boy had to be taught right from wrong. Vendela’s constant weeping was no good for him; it was making him weak.

Thorwald must be hardened, just as he himself had been hardened when he was young.





CHAPTER 14

They were planning on traveling back to the mainland on a police motorboat, which would take them to Stavsnäs.

The doctor had given Marianne Rosén something to calm her down, and she had gone home with her husband, Anders, who arrived shortly after his wife. Ashen-faced, he too had identified the watch on the pathetic little wrist. It was Lina’s birthday watch; they could confirm it with the inscription on the back.

The area would need to remain cordoned off for some time. And Margit and Thomas knew the entire island would have to be searched again. Which wouldn’t be easy, Thomas thought grimly. The ground was frozen and covered in a thick layer of snow.

Staffan Nilsson, a forensic technician Thomas had worked with on several occasions, had taken him aside while Margit was comforting Lina’s mother.

“It looks like the hole was dug before the temperature dropped below freezing,” Nilsson said, squatting down at the makeshift grave. “As you can see, the bottom is frozen. It would be almost impossible for anyone to dig when it’s this cold.”

He pointed to the uneven sides, where traces that could have been claw marks were just visible.

“I think the murderer buried the bag before the frost penetrated the ground. Then an animal came along, a fox maybe, picked up the scent, and dug it up. Again, must’ve been before the dirt froze. And you see those roots? That’s probably why the perp couldn’t dig any deeper. The whole island is crisscrossed with undergrowth; hard to get anywhere with only a spade.”

“So he had to give up?”

“Well, he didn’t make any effort to go deeper. Maybe he misjudged how tricky it would be. Anyway, the shallow hole explains how predators got at the bag.”

He waved toward the arm, still lying on the tarpaulin behind them.

“It looks like there was more in the bag,” Nilsson went on. “Obviously we need to carry out a detailed examination, but if I’m right, it could have contained other body parts, which might have been taken by the fox.”

Thomas pushed away the image of a predator gnawing at the young girl’s remains, but if Nilsson’s theory held, it would explain why Adam had gotten his foot stuck. An animal had dug out the hole the murderer had tried to fill, then the snow had covered the traces. Until the boy stumbled upon the hiding place.

But in that case, where was the rest of Lina Rosén?

“From a purely theoretical point of view, of course, she could still be alive,” Nilsson pointed out. “A forearm is not a vital organ; people can survive perfectly well without one, or indeed both.”

“You think someone chopped off her arm and has kept her hidden for all these months?” There was no mistaking the skepticism in Thomas’s voice.

“That’s not what I said.” Nilsson sounded offended, as if he’d offered important information and expected praise rather than doubt. “I just wanted to stress that the loss of a limb is not in itself a cause of death. I’m sure the pathologist will make the same observation in his autopsy report.”

Thomas knew he was right. They couldn’t be absolutely certain that Lina was dead until they found more body parts, or unless the report confirmed that the arm had been removed after death. Still, it was difficult to believe she was still alive.

“Hard to imagine she could be hidden on the island, particularly with such a severe injury.”

“No, but it’s theoretically possible,” Nilsson persisted.

“So why chop off one arm? And why bury it?”

“You’re the detective.”

Thomas rubbed his cold hands together, hoping to regain some feeling. His fingers were like lumps of ice inside his gloves. He studied the hole for a few minutes longer, his mind wandering.

“Can you tell me anything about the time frame?”

“It’s tricky,” Nilsson said, rubbing the back of his neck. “But as I said, the hole was dug before the temperature fell below freezing.”

“The cold set in pretty late last year,” Thomas said. “Around Christmas, if I remember correctly. I know it rained in the middle of December.”

“When did the girl disappear?”

“She was reported missing on November 4.”

“In that case, the murderer had six weeks to bury her. Maybe he was cold-blooded enough to wait until the searches ended before he got to work.”

“Why here?” Thomas wondered, looking around him. “Why not put a heavy stone in the sack and dump it in the sea?” He was surprised at how dense and extensive the forest was, given that they were on an island. There were no buildings in sight, and the spot felt pretty desolate; in fact, it was easy to imagine that they were all alone on Sandhamn.

Nilsson shook his head. “Who knows how crazy people think. Whoever did this wasn’t right in the head, that’s for sure.” He took out a tin of snuff and tucked a plug under his top lip. “Maybe he thought it was simpler just to head into the forest and dig a hole where no one could see him. Or maybe his conscience was bothering him, and he decided to give the girl a burial.”

“Parts of her, you mean,” Thomas said, immediately regretting his acidic response.

“Well, remember, we don’t know how much of the body was in the bag to begin with. But even if he did divide her up among several bags, that’s hardly surprising. Even this poor kid must have weighed at least a hundred pounds. That’s heavy for anyone. The perp might have realized he needed to dismember the body in order to move it.”

“You could be right. Anyway, we need to get a new search under way.”

“Maybe try other locations,” Nilsson suggested. “If the perp found it was too hard to dig here, he probably went to different parts of the island to bury the rest.”

“Closer to the shore,” Thomas speculated. “It would be easier to dig deep holes in the sand than in the middle of the forest.” He rubbed his hands together in another vain attempt to increase his circulation.

“When did you actually stop looking for Lina?”

Thomas thought for a moment. They had searched the entire island intensively for a couple of days, then the police team had left. Thomas had gently explained to Lina’s parents that there was nothing more they could do—they couldn’t justify continuing the search.

“After a few days,” he said.

Thomas tried without success to think of a suitable hiding place. Sandhamn was a small island, not a dense city where years could go by without someone being found. Was it really possible that Lina had been here all along? In a way, he hoped not. He wanted to believe that a longer search wouldn’t have made any difference. It was hard to face the alternative: that her life could have been saved if the police had acted differently.

Staffan Nilsson interrupted his train of thought.

“We’ll see what the autopsy tells us. The forensics lab is fantastic; they can usually eliminate a lot of question marks.”

Thomas nodded, then he crouched down and stared at the dark, frozen earth where the remains of Lina Rosén had been concealed beneath a blanket of snow.

How could a young girl have become the object of such violent rage? And who could have been so angry?





CHAPTER 15

The metallic sound of the prerecorded answering service. Nora waited until she reached a real person.

“St. Erik’s Psychology and Trauma Clinic.”

“Could I speak to Annie Widell, please?”

When they had gotten home from the forest, Nora had made hot chocolate and defrosted cinnamon buns in the microwave. She’d called and told Thomas what they’d seen, and he had promised to drop by later to speak with the boys.

She had done her best to make everything seem normal and secure. She had made a fire in the white-tiled stove in the living room and lit candles so that it would feel safe and snug. They played Monopoly to take their mind off things, getting absorbed in the battle to buy Norrmalmstorg and Kungsgatan, arguing gleefully over the best Chance card.

Now Adam and Simon were watching an American superhero movie, and Nora had taken her cell phone into the bedroom so they wouldn’t overhear her conversation.

“Hello? This is Annie Widell.”

Nora could have wept with relief. If Annie hadn’t been available, she didn’t know what she would have done. Her friend, a trained psychologist, was exactly the person to talk to.

“It’s Nora.” She couldn’t suppress a sob.

“What on earth’s the matter, Nora? Are you crying?”

Nora gripped her phone and tried to pull herself together. Her voice only just held.

“Something terrible has happened.”

In a series of disjointed phrases, she described events in the forest that morning. She also told Annie about Henrik and the divorce, and why it seemed impossible to go back to the house in town right now.

“It sounds like a shocking experience,” her friend replied, “but that doesn’t necessarily mean it has to cause psychological trauma.”

“What if the boys are damaged for life?” Nora managed to ask. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Calm down.” Annie immediately adopted a composed, professional tone. “The incident is overwhelming, of course, and it’s very unfortunate that the children found the bag. However, it takes a lot for something like this to develop into a trauma.”

“What do you mean?”

“An experience that’s too hard to process can become a trauma in the long term, particularly if it’s accompanied by a sense of impotence—inability to influence the situation. You could say the mind’s protective mechanism gets overloaded, which triggers a reaction.”

There was a brief silence, then Annie went on.

“But you say Simon voluntarily told you what had happened, and so did Adam?”

“Eventually.”

“Good—that means they took control of the situation. By confiding in you, they refused to let themselves be overcome by fear. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“You need to keep a close eye on their behavior over the next few days. Are they sleeping badly, do they seem dull and listless, any sign of unprovoked outbursts of anger, that kind of thing. How have they been today?”

Nora considered the question. The game of Monopoly had gone very well; even Adam, generally a sore loser, had played to the end without blowing up. Simon had shown no signs of agitation, but he was a lot less competitive than his older brother.

“Pretty much normal, I’d say. Adam might possibly have been a little bit quieter than usual.”

“Good. You’ll be around, of course, and ready to listen if either of them wants to talk, but don’t push them. Just be there.”

“Should I take them back to town?”

Nora hardly dared ask. She had no intention of returning to the house in Saltsjöbaden at this point, so she’d have to pay for a hotel, or else take them to stay with her parents. She reminded herself that the children’s well-being came before her own need for distance from Henrik.

“I don’t think so. If you do that, you run the risk that the boys will associate Sandhamn with something horrible. It would be much better to stay for a few days, put this behind them. They should be able to regain the feeling of a normal midsemester break as the memory of what happened in the forest begins to fade.”

Nora let out a long breath. Annie’s advice was ringing in her ears as she ended the call. The most important thing was to act natural, stick to everyday routines. A sense of security and a lot of love could work miracles.





Sandhamn 1919

“Not long now.”

The midwife’s voice woke Gottfrid. He looked around in some confusion. From the bedroom he could hear Vendela’s whimpering voice. It had been going on for so long that he had gotten used to it.

The midwife hurried back to her patient, and Gottfrid sat up and ran his hand through his hair. He was thirsty, and he drank a scoop of water from the bucket by the stove.

The front door opened.

“Father?” Thorwald’s frightened face appeared in the gap. “Can I come in? I’m freezing.”

Gottfrid shook his head.

“Not yet.”

The door closed.

Vendela had been in her sixth month when she told him she was pregnant. That was in June, and the child was due in September. Her bloated body had hidden the new life as she shuffled around in her black dress, but one evening, when she’d spilled hot porridge on him, and he’d raised his hand, she’d blurted it out.

“But the child!” she shrieked, just as he was about to strike her.

He stopped in midswing. Thorwald was sitting at the end of the table, staring with those scared eyes. Something in Vendela’s voice suggested that she wasn’t referring to her son. Gottfrid raised his eyebrows.

“I’m pregnant,” she whispered.

He contemplated her belly; maybe it was rounder than usual. Her breasts were swollen too; he just hadn’t noticed. Slowly he wiped the sticky porridge off his shirt.

Another child. It wasn’t impossible; they were sometimes together as man and wife. But in the six years since Thorwald was born, Gottfrid had stopped thinking about extending his family. Vendela’s metamorphosis after Thorwald’s arrival had terrified him.

He got up from the table, grabbed his coat, and opened the front door, all without saying a word. He needed peace and quiet; he needed to think.

Once again his mother-in-law came over from Möja.

Things weren’t quite so bad this time around; these days Vendela did her chores as best she could. No doubt because she didn’t dare not to, Gottfrid sometimes thought as he lay sleepless at dawn, his mind wandering.

His mother-in-law was worried about little Thorwald; he was much too skinny, and he rarely laughed. On an island like Sandhamn, where were the playmates a boy of his age needed?

Gottfrid couldn’t be bothered to answer her. Thorwald was fine, he was just a coward and a loner. The boy had continued to prove a disappointment. He took after his mother, and grew more like her with every passing day. When his father was around, he barely opened his mouth.

Gottfrid couldn’t make any sense of it. When he was Thorwald’s age, he’d rushed off to play with other kids whenever he could. He had been sorry to leave his friends when he had to start fishing with his uncle and no longer had time for games and adventures.

His few attempts to take the boy out to sea had ended in tears. Thorwald was frightened of the floundering, flapping fish, and he moaned constantly about the heavy nets and the cold water. When Gottfrid lost patience and gave him a smack, he cried even more and called for his mother.

There was no strength in the child, Gottfrid thought. He needed a firmer hand. Otherwise, how would he get by in life?

“You have a little girl.”

The midwife appeared in the doorway, smiling. In her arms she held a little bundle, a crumpled pale-pink face only just visible among the blankets.

Gottfrid stood there in front of his daughter. Her blue eyes were wide open. Still smiling, the midwife placed the newborn infant in his arms.

“There—you hold her while I go and see to your wife.”

The warmth of his daughter’s body spread into his own. The girl was motionless, her tiny mouth screwed up. Her gaze seemed to be fixed on his face, as if she wanted to remember her father’s features for the rest of her life.

A strange feeling came over Gottfrid.

She reminded him of his mother. The idea was ridiculous, and yet there was something about the eyes, the mouth, that evoked the image of his late mother.

He could see her gently patting his cheek after one of those countless fishing trips with Uncle Olle. His love for his mother had been the one constant in his life.

Gottfrid remained standing there with his new daughter in his arms. Those dark-blue eyes were still perfectly steady; she didn’t even appear to blink.

He was completely taken aback as he let out a sob.

“Kristina,” he murmured. “She will be named Kristina, after my mother.”





CHAPTER 16

“Coffee, anyone?”

Hanna Hammarsten got up from the table and looked inquiringly at her husband and daughter. They had polished off the lasagna, and it was almost seven thirty. It was pitch dark outside the big window overlooking the shore at Trouville.

“Charlie?” she asked as she began clearing the table.

“Please, that would be good.” He reached for the remote.

“Do you have to turn on the TV right now?”

“It’s almost time for the news. We’re done with dinner—I just want to hear the headlines.”

Hanna made a face; Charlie wanted the TV on all the time, while she preferred to leave it off, at least while they were eating. She started running water into the sink.

“Could you give me a hand please, Louise?”

“OK.”

“Like now?”

Reluctantly Louise got to her feet and picked up a plate.

It wasn’t far from the table to the sink—no more than a couple of yards. They had bought the house in Trouville in the early nineties and had both renovated and extended the property. Only the shell of the old 1950s cabin remained; they now had a large, open-plan kitchen and living room, with a custom-built fireplace. New bifold doors faced southwest, leading out onto a wide wooden deck and the shore.

Hanna loved the house; a good friend had tipped them off about it when they were searching for a summer place in the archipelago, not too far from Stockholm. Sandhamn was perfect. It only took an hour to drive from Bromma to Stavsnäs, where a regular ferry service ran year-round. Less than two hours from door to door.

The only disadvantage of Trouville was the fifteen-minute bike ride into the village, with its shops and restaurants and, of course, the famous bakery. On the other hand, this gave them much-needed exercise; it was all too easy to put on a few pounds each summer with all those donuts, barbecues, and fresh berry tarts around.

At this time of year, however, it was like living on a distant planet. Apart from the family, Hanna hadn’t seen a soul all day; she hadn’t had the energy to trudge down to the village in the gray, overcast winter weather, so she’d curled up with a book instead.

“Fucking hell!”

Hanna jumped. Charlie’s shout came out of nowhere, and she turned around, still holding the lasagna dish.

“What’s wrong?”

Charlie pointed the remote at the screen, where the latest headlines shone out in bold yellow letters: DEAD BODY FOUND ON SANDHAMN.

Hanna was still staring at the words as the news anchor began to speak.

“The police found human remains today on the island of Sandhamn in the Stockholm archipelago. A police spokesman was unable to confirm that this discovery is linked to the girl who disappeared without a trace on the island in November of last year, but stated that the possibility has not been ruled out.”

Hanna quickly put down the dish and dropped onto a chair as her legs gave way.

“Oh my God, what if it’s Lina.” She covered her mouth with her hand. “Poor Marianne—poor, poor Anders and Marianne,” she whispered.

Charlie put a consoling arm around her, his face ashen. Louise hadn’t said a word. She sat facing the TV, stiff and unmoving, then she let out a little whimper.

“Mom.” She turned, her face distorted, and the tears began to flow.

“Sweetheart.” Hanna rushed over and pulled her close. “They haven’t confirmed it’s Lina; they don’t know anything for sure.” She turned to Charlie. “Switch it off.”

Louise lay curled up in a ball. She had gone to bed early, still in shock after the horrific news.

She thought about the police officers who had come to see her after Lina’s disappearance: a tall, friendly man and a short, intense woman in her fifties. Louise was the last person to see Lina that night, and she could still remember watching her friend cycle away in the darkness with a flashlight in one hand, wobbling slightly as she called “See ya!” over her shoulder.

Then Louise closed the front door and never saw Lina again.

They’d been best friends ever since they met at swim school when they were nine years old. The photograph that appeared on Crimewatch had been taken by Hanna on the deck outside their house; she’d made a copy for Lina’s mom. The girls had sleepovers at each other’s houses all the time.

A tear ran down her cheek, and Louise buried her head in the pillow to smother a sob.

It had to be Lina—who else could it be?

On the news they’d talked about human remains and speculated about a killer who got a kick out of dismembering his victims. All at once Louise felt like a frightened little girl. She reached for her tattered old stuffed animal, a rabbit whose fur was more gray than white these days. She didn’t even know why she’d kept him all these years, but now she clung to him for dear life.

At the beginning, when Lina first went missing, Louise had wondered if she’d killed herself. Lina had been so devastated after the accident in which Sebastian died, and she’d blamed herself. Perhaps the guilt had gotten too much for her, and she had done something stupid that night? It seemed like the only reasonable explanation, although Louise really didn’t want to believe that her friend was capable of such a thing.

In spite of her doubts, she had told the police about her suspicions, and as time went by, she convinced herself that must be what had happened. Lina hadn’t gone home at all; instead she had thrown herself into the ice-cold water and drowned.

Just like Sebastian.

But the truth was even more terrifying: Lina had been murdered.

Louise’s grip on the stuffed rabbit tightened as a thought brushed against her subconscious. She pushed it aside, but it refused to go away. She saw a familiar face in her mind’s eye.

Jakob.

She could hear his voice, yelling at Lina. The rage spilling over. The fear in Lina’s eyes.

Jakob.





CHAPTER 17

At the station, Thomas and Margit settled into one of the smaller conference rooms to wolf down the pizza they’d picked up on the way back from Sandhamn.

The oval table was covered with documents from the Lina Rosén investigation: reports, photographs, notes, witness statements, and transcripts of interviews held months ago. Much of November had been spent speaking to friends and relatives of the missing girl, but their efforts had led nowhere, and eventually fresh cases had claimed their attention.

Over the course of the next few hours, they read back though everything. Meanwhile, their younger colleagues Erik Blom and Kalle Lidwall searched the database for similar crimes that might provide leads or ideas.

A note had been waiting for them on their return from Sandhamn. The new assistant, a slender gray-haired woman in her fifties named Karin Ek, informed them that Oscar-Henrik Sachsen from the forensics lab in Solna had called. He promised to make the arm a top priority, and hoped to have something for them by the following day.

“That would be good,” Margit said.

Thomas nodded. “Do you remember when we went to Uppsala to talk to Lina’s classmates?” he asked.

Margit clasped her hands behind her neck and leaned back. The place was almost deserted, and it was pitch dark outside the windows. The odd snowflake drifted down, and the temperature had dropped well below freezing. Margit still felt chilled to the bone after all those hours in the forest.

“Sure. Some of her teachers, too.”

“Several people mentioned that Lina seemed different when she came back after summer break.”

Thomas looked down at the piles of paper and found the page he wanted.

“She’d gone from being a model student to one who didn’t care about her work,” he went on, glancing through the notes. “She partied too much and bombed her exams. Only a month into the new semester, she took a leave of absence and moved back home.”

“And broke with the guy she was seeing in Uppsala. He took it pretty badly, as I recall.”

“Yes, but we eliminated him; he was with his parents in Härnösand the weekend Lina went missing. They confirmed he’d been there the whole time.”

Margit picked up her cup of cold coffee and took a couple of sips as she gazed pensively at Thomas.

“He mentioned the possibility that she might have taken her own life, just like Louise Hammarsten suggested. He said Lina had changed, that she was moody and sometimes burst into tears but refused to tell him why.”

“And we accepted that explanation . . .”

Thomas couldn’t help reproaching himself, even though he knew it was pointless. He could see from Margit’s expression that she shared his sense of failure.

“I wonder if something happened to Lina that summer,” Thomas went on. “Something we didn’t pick up on when we interviewed everyone in the fall.”

“Maybe. We need to speak to them again, especially Louise Hammarsten.” Margit yawned. “Sorry. Been a long day.”

“Shall we call it a night?” Thomas said. “I’m wrecked, too. We’ll start fresh tomorrow morning.”





Sandhamn 1922

It started out as an ordinary cold. Thorwald caught it from a classmate and had to spend a few days in bed. Gottfrid snorted at his son’s feebleness but relented when he saw the boy’s cheeks, bright red with fever. Of the thirty children in the school, eight were already sick. The tiny schoolhouse was always chilly and crowded, and any infection spread rapidly.

Then Kristina fell ill. She started coughing, and before long she had a dangerously high fever. Her blond curls hung lank and sweaty around her face, and the violent cough shook her little body. She coughed until she threw up, but still she couldn’t stop.

Vendela sent for Gottfrid, who hurried home from the Customs House. Without taking off his coat he ran into the bedroom and knelt beside his trembling daughter.

“Daddy’s here, sweetheart,” he murmured. “Daddy’s here.”

The doctor was summoned, but the ice was neither solid enough to cross with a horse and cart nor loose enough to use a boat. It was the beginning of December; sometimes the temperature plunged below freezing, then rose sharply. It would be days before the doctor could get to Sandhamn.

And who knew whether he would be able to do anything? It could be pneumonia, which carried off scores of young children. They coughed and coughed until death came as a kind of release. Many families in the archipelago had lost one or more toddlers to this terrible disease.

Vendela boiled a chicken and tried to feed Kristina with the stock, but she refused to eat. The girl was wasting away before their eyes; it was as if her wrists grew thinner, her cheeks more sunken with each passing hour.

Gottfrid was in agony. That cough terrified him. He remembered his own childhood, when the sight and sound of his father coughing up blood haunted his dreams, and he would wake in a cold sweat, afraid that he, too, would contract the dreadful illness.

He sat beside his daughter for hours, patting her forehead with a damp cloth. The kerosene lamp on the chest of drawers was the only source of illumination in the sparsely furnished room. The light was soft, but it couldn’t hide the dark rings beneath Kristina’s eyes, or her ghastly pallor.

It required a huge effort for her to swallow even a mouthful of water, and Gottfrid’s attempts to feed her were largely in vain. He neither ate nor slept. He couldn’t shake the recollection of his father’s final struggle; over and over again he recalled how hard his father had fought to force air into his lungs. Those blue lips, the battle for oxygen. The memories pushed their way in, particularly in the dawn when Kristina was at her lowest. His daughter must not meet the same fate as his father.

Vendela had given up. She crept around the house like a silent shadow, and Thorwald did his best to stay out of the way.

When Kristina’s fever still raged at nine o’clock in the evening on the fourth day, Gottfrid could stand it no longer. He pulled on his coat and left the house. The ground was covered in wet, heavy snow, and white flakes melted in his hair. There was a bitter wind blowing from the north, and it immediately wormed its way inside his collar.

Down past the school lay the Mission House, built by the free church congregation ten years earlier. The island still lacked a dedicated church; the villagers’ repeated requests for a chapel at least had fallen on deaf ears. However, the free church ran a Sunday school and preached on a regular basis. There were only about twenty official church members among the three hundred islanders, but far more attended their gatherings. The sewing bees were particularly popular, as was the Sunday school.

Gottfrid was not a religious man, but tonight he was drawn to the white building like a moth to a flame. Without a thought in his head, he made for the door. When he was still some distance away he could hear voices, and the glow of the light shining out through the windows made him feel a little better.

At the top of the steps, he hesitated. Maybe there was nothing here for him. God had decided to take his little girl’s life. But the hum of voices behind the door was inviting, and in his exhaustion, Gottfrid was prepared to try anything.

He pushed down the handle and stepped into the warmth. He was met by the sight of a group of women, busy with their needlework. Their smiles were friendly but inquiring. Gottfrid recognized most of them.

A man with a bald pate circled by a gray crown of hair came toward him, and Gottfrid tried to keep his voice from shaking as he explained.

“Is there anyone here who can help me? My little girl is coughing so hard it’s destroying her lungs. I don’t know what to do.”

As he uttered the words, he realized how true they were. He really didn’t know what to do, but he was prepared to give all his earthly possessions to anyone who could heal Kristina.

The man went over to an elderly woman sitting in the far corner of the room. Her gray hair was caught up in a bun, and her cheeks were surprisingly smooth for her seventy or so years. She was wearing a black blouse and an ankle-length skirt.

They exchanged a few words, then the woman got to her feet and picked up her coat.

“Sister Anna-Greta will come take a look at your daughter. If there’s anyone who can help, it’s her.”

Together they went to Anna-Greta’s house, and Gottfrid waited outside while she fetched a bag. A pale December moon had appeared in the sky, and the wind had let up a little. The damp, raw sea air came in gusts. From a low building outside one of the neighboring houses Gottfrid could hear a goat bleating. There were still a few of the beasts known as “poor man’s cows” left on the island.

Back home, Vendela had nodded off in the chair next to Kristina’s bed. She gave a start and nodded to the visitor; she obviously recognized Anna-Greta. Clumsily she got to her feet, making room for the other woman.

Kristina lay motionless, her eyes closed. Gottfrid stiffened; surely it wasn’t too late, now that he had found someone who might be able to help? But then came a faint hacking breath, then another. She was still alive. Gottfrid let out a sigh of relief.

“Pneumonia,” Anna-Greta pronounced, not sounding remotely surprised. “So little and so ill. Poor child.”

“She’s been like this for days,” Vendela mumbled behind her.

Anna-Greta bent over and examined Kristina. Her fingers traveled slowly across the girl’s body, and she examined her ears and throat with an air of assurance. The thin chest was barely moving, and the lungs rattled with every breath. Kristina’s skin was virtually transparent, and her pallor emphasized the blue veins at her temples.

She looked like an elfin creature.

“Pneumonia,” Anna-Greta repeated. “It affects a lot of children this time of year, but we can get it under control.”

She stroked Kristina’s cheek and adjusted the covers, then reached into her bag and took out a little sachet tied up with black thread. She turned to Vendela, who was waiting anxiously.

“Could you boil some water? We’re going to make tea.”

She tipped a few dried brown flakes into her hand and held them out to Gottfrid.

“These are lingon leaves, and one or two other little things that will help to heal the child. It’s not too late; with God’s help, she will recover.”

Gottfrid spent the night on his knees at his daughter’s side. At regular intervals he gave her sips of the brown concoction Anna-Greta had prepared. It was a slow process, but eventually he managed to get her to drink the whole mug.

Gently he mopped her forehead, murmuring words of reassurance. He squeezed the limp hand, the bluish tinge of the nails stark against the porcelain skin.

As he kept vigil, he babbled all the prayers he had ever learned. Anna-Greta had also prayed for Kristina’s recovery before she left them, pleading with God not to take the girl but to show His mercy.

The confidence in her voice didn’t escape Gottfrid, nor did the strength emanating from her prayers.

The chilly winter’s night turned to morning, and Kristina’s fever broke. Her body was no longer racked with coughs, and she fell into a deep sleep. When Gottfrid heard her breathing evenly once more, he wept—something he hadn’t done since he was a boy.

And he thanked God. He rested his head against the side of the bed, and in the silence that was broken only by his daughter’s breathing, Gottfrid was filled with the peace of God.

He understood that he must spend the rest of his life serving the Lord, in order to thank Him for this miracle. There was an enormous debt to be paid, and Gottfrid would make that payment with pleasure, and with all the strength he could muster.

As the darkness slowly gave way to the light, Gottfrid realized that the Almighty had saved Kristina in order to show him the right path.





CHAPTER 18

Tuesday, February 27, 2007

It was impossible to sleep. Nora had lain awake for hours; she couldn’t stop picturing Henrik with the other woman.

Images of his body, the body she knew so well, passed through her mind. She saw him making love with that nurse, slowly, savoring every moment, just as he had made love with her during those first few years when they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

Did he make the same sounds? Did he let out the same sigh of satisfaction in her ear as they approached the end? She imagined them curling up together afterward, whispering about their future, planning exciting trips. The kind of thing Henrik would never do again with Nora.

Bitter tears forced their way out, in spite of the fact that she despised herself for being so weak. Her face was already swollen and puffy; the boys were bound to notice. And still the visions of Henrik and his nurse wouldn’t go away. The thought that he had slept with his mistress and then come home to her bed made her feel physically ill.

The first thing she had done when they arrived at the house on Sandhamn was to change the sheets. She had put on a fresh, new set that Henrik had never slept in. And never would. She stuffed the old ones in the garbage.

She still felt mortified, though. How stupid and gullible was she, not to have suspected a thing?

He must have been laughing at her. He probably thought it served her right, that she had only herself to blame for the failure of their marriage.

Their sex life that fall hadn’t been much to write home about; the strain between them hadn’t disappeared when they entered the bedroom. However, they had made love a handful of times, and it had been pretty good. At least that was what she had wanted to believe, telling herself that they could find their way back to how things had been. They were a family, after all.

Every time the idea of splitting up had crossed her mind, she had recoiled, thought everything would sort itself out. Eventually. Somehow.

Now she wished she hadn’t been such a coward. Such a pathetic coward. She should have left Henrik back in the summer, as soon as he raised his hand and slapped her across the face. She should never have let him touch her after that.

It had been naïve of her to believe that everything would be fine if she just kept quiet, let time do its work. It was like some cheap romantic novel, where the noble heroine bears her trials and tribulations with dignity, and is rewarded with happiness and everlasting love. But that only happened in books. In real life all that remained was an overwhelming sense of betrayal.

Once again she turned over in bed, trying to find a comfortable position. Her eyes were burning with exhaustion, but sleep refused to come.

Her thoughts turned to the morning’s events. All she had wanted was a few days of peace and quiet; now she was sitting here with two terrified kids while a major police operation swung into action.

Why did it have to be this week? Didn’t she have enough to deal with right now? Immediately she was stricken with guilt as she remembered Lisa Rosén’s poor parents. It was selfish of her to think that way; her children were alive.

Nora sat up and switched on the lamp. This was hopeless. She reached for her book, a prizewinning mystery with hints of the supernatural, set on the island of Öland. She loved this particular author, but tonight it was no use; after a while she realized she’d read the same page three times and still didn’t have a clue what it was about.

Perhaps a glass of wine would help her relax? Her body was like a taut spring, and her shoulders and neck ached. Then again, she had already drunk almost a whole bottle this evening; she really shouldn’t have any more.

Henrik had called from his cell phone again, but she hadn’t answered. The very idea of speaking to him was repugnant. Instead she’d flopped down in front of the TV. The late news ran a story about the discovery on Sandhamn, and with both boys in bed, she’d been able to watch.

The reporter didn’t really have any fresh information, but Nora knew Henrik would hit the roof. God, she hoped he wouldn’t use it as an excuse to come here. She put down her book and decided to fix herself a mug of warm milk with honey—Grandpa’s old trick to get overtired children off to sleep. Not quite as appealing as a glass of red wine, but possibly the healthier option.

She gave a little smile as she thought about her maternal grandfather. Artur Ekman had been the archetypal resident of the archipelago. He had passed away when Nora was twenty-five, leaving her this house. Her grandmother had spent most of Nora’s childhood in a nursing home; she had been a diabetic, just like Nora, and developed early-onset dementia.

Artur was born on Sandhamn, in this very house. His father, Nora’s great-grandfather, had been a pilot, as had the father of Signe Brand, her honorary grandmother. Artur had spent many years on the island and only moved away when he started working for a shipping company in Stockholm.

Nora pulled on her robe and stuck her feet in a pair of well-worn slippers. There wasn’t a sound. She almost wished she had taken the boys back to town; she suddenly felt vulnerable and alone. She reminded herself that she had locked the front door when they’d gotten home, left the light on in the kitchen, and checked twice to make sure the veranda door was locked, too.

She pulled her robe tighter and tried to shake off the sense of unease. This was the first time she had felt anxious about being the only adult in the house; she normally felt perfectly safe, no matter how late in the season it was.

But nothing was normal right now.

When she got down to the kitchen, she was glad she’d left the light on. It was chilly, and she turned the heat up a little. She automatically glanced out the window, and stopped dead. A few hundred yards away she saw a figure, just on the periphery of the glow from the lone streetlamp.

The person was standing perfectly still; it looked like he or she was staring at a house down the road, in the direction of the school.

Nora knew exactly who lived there: Marianne and Anders Rosén. The parents of the murdered girl. Their place was dark; not even the porch lights were on.

She shuddered. It was almost half past midnight, far too late for an evening stroll. Why was this person gazing at the Rosén family’s windows?

Instinctively she took a step back to avoid being seen. She flicked off the ceiling light, and all at once it was just as dark inside the kitchen as out. She waited for a few moments without moving.

The solitary figure remained where it was.

Nora’s teeth began to chatter; she didn’t know whether from cold or fear. The person turned and walked away. Was it a man or a woman? With their hood pulled up, it was impossible to tell.

Teeth still chattering, Nora ran back upstairs and pulled the covers over her head. She curled up and closed her eyes. There was something creepy about the person lurking outside.

What did he or she want with the Rosén family?





CHAPTER 19

When Thomas called the next morning, Oscar-Henrik Sachsen had informed him that he was right in the middle of his examination; if they came over in a few hours, he would know more.

Now they were standing in front of a metal table on which the girl’s arm had been placed. It looked even worse than before, if that was possible. It had thawed out; the damaged skin had shrunk, and the stench was nauseating. Around the stump where the forearm had been separated from the rest of the body, the skin had formed sausage-like rolls. The protruding piece of bone was grayish in color, the end slightly splintered.

Sachsen poked at the decaying limb with metal tweezers. “We’re looking at a forearm from a female, probably twenty to twenty-five years old.”

“When will we know definitively if it’s Lina Rosén’s?” Thomas asked.

Sachsen managed a weary smile.

“We’ve sent off tissue samples for DNA analysis; we’ll have to wait and see. The watch and the plastic bag are with forensics.”

“But what do you think?” Thomas persisted.

“You know just as well as I do that it could be a while before they get back to us. Be patient; they’ll do their best.”

“So what can you tell us?”

The pathologist pointed with the arm of his glasses. “I would say a knife has been used.” He bounced lightly on his heels, legs apart.

“What kind of knife?”

“Maybe a hunting knife—not too big.” Sachsen used the tweezers to turn the stump a fraction. “You see this edge here?”

Thomas and Margit nodded.

“That’s typical of a knife cut. A saw or an axe would leave completely different marks.”

“A knife,” Margit said. “What does that mean?”

“Lots of people in the archipelago carry knives,” Thomas said. “Especially the ones who live there year-round, and hunt or fish. There’s always something that needs to be cut free.”

“Furthermore, the arm was removed from the body after death,” Sachsen continued. “The blood flow had stopped before it was severed.”

“So how much time would have passed?”

“Not a great deal—no more than a few hours, I’d say. Rigor mortis wasn’t far advanced.”

Thomas contemplated the stump without being able to see anything in particular that supported Sachsen’s assertion, but the pathologist was the expert.

They now knew that Lina Rosén was probably dead. The possibility that the arm came from a different young woman was very small, especially since Marianne and Anders had recognized the watch. Within a week the DNA tests would show whether the new samples matched the strands of hair taken from Lina’s hairbrush in November.

“Are you absolutely sure she was dead when the arm was severed?” Thomas asked.

Sachsen nodded, and Thomas found himself relieved, in spite of the fact that they’d have to tell the Roséns their daughter was dead. He knew from experience how corrosive uncertainty could be; at least this would bring certainty.

“I assume you can’t tell us anything about the cause of death?” he said.

“Not without additional body parts, no. She could have been suffocated, strangled, shot in the head—it’s impossible to say. And of course the perpetrator could have used other tools to dismember the rest of the body. You haven’t found anything else?”

Thomas shook his head. The search had started at first light, but nothing had been discovered so far.

“We’ve got people out there with detection dogs, but the prospects are pretty poor in this weather. The body parts could be anywhere beneath the snow; worst-case scenario, it could be months before the thaw sets in and lets us conduct a full-scale search.”

“The dogs are amazing, but the snow seals in the scent,” Margit explained.

“How long do you think the arm might have been out there?” Thomas asked.

“The cold makes it hard to be precise, but at least a couple of months; I’ll get back to you when I’ve had more time.”

“And what do we know about killers who dismember their victims?” Margit asked.

“They’re very rare,” Sachsen replied. “I’ve only come across one or two cases in the years I’ve been here.”

Thomas bent over the table and studied the surface of the cut as he allowed Sachsen’s comment to sink in. The pathologist was right; this kind of brutality was extremely uncommon in Sweden.

“It must have taken a fair amount of strength to do something like this,” he said.

“Probably,” Sachsen agreed.

“So can we assume we’re dealing with a man?” Margit gave him an inquiring look. “Would a woman have the physical capacity to cut through bone and muscle in this way?”

“I don’t think so, but I couldn’t swear to that; I’m sure there are women who are capable.” He glanced at Margit’s slim but sinewy arms. “Personally I’d look for a man. It takes serious strength to dismember a body.”

“Would you say this was someone who knows what he’s doing?” Margit pressed.

“That’s an interesting question.” Sachsen stroked his chin. “I mean, there isn’t much to go on, but the cut isn’t too impressive.”

“Impressive?”

“Professional,” Sachsen clarified. “This is largely speculation, of course, but I’d say we were looking at a hunter rather than a surgeon. That would be my guess.”

“Would it be possible to identify a murder weapon by comparing a blade with a wound?” Thomas wanted to know.

Sachsen nodded. “Very possibly.” He took off his glasses and put them back on as he thought it over. “However, that applies only if you have a bone that has been cut through, preferably the skull or a larger bone such as the spine or femur. Soft tissue is no good; the damage won’t leave traces that can be used as evidence.”

He pointed to the piece of bone protruding from the gray fleshy mass.

“It would definitely make things easier if you can find more body parts,” he said. “That would enable us to establish the cause of death.”

“Believe me, we’re doing our best,” Thomas replied.

“Anyway, we can hardly confiscate every knife on Sandhamn,” Margit said.

“And I imagine the knife in question was thrown into the sea long ago,” Thomas said. “Hardly seems likely the killer would keep it.”

Margit fingered the tweezers Sachsen had put down, their long pincers pointing toward the stump.

“Anything else you can tell us before we go?”

Sachsen shook his head.

“Not at the moment, but if I come up with anything I’ll be in touch.”

“When do you think we’ll have the autopsy report?”

“I’ll send it over as soon as it’s done; I’m going to do a few more tests first.”

“As soon as possible would be good.”

The expression on Sachsen’s face made it clear that he understood.





Sandhamn 1923

Great-Uncle Olle lived in a little red cottage not far from them, close to Mangelbacken. It consisted of one room with a big stove. There was a bed against one wall, and a shabby kitchen table and wooden chairs under the window.

Olle was almost seventy years old; he was a widower, and his body was tired and stiff. All those years struggling with the nets in the damp and cold had given him rheumatism. His huge hands were bent and distorted, and in the mornings he found it difficult to straighten his fingers. He’d had to give up picking berries and foraging for mushrooms, but he still knew where to fish for the best catch. One long line, and he had cod, flounder, sometimes even a splendid eel.

From time to time Gottfrid gave him a few kronor; otherwise he lived simply and without fuss. The little kitchen garden behind the cottage provided him with enough potatoes, and he bought sour milk for thirty öre a bottle from the residents of Harö, who would row across with their churns.

Thorwald enjoyed visiting his great-uncle, and Olle’s face would light up as soon as the boy appeared. They liked to sit on an old bench that Olle had made out of driftwood; they could stay there for hours as the old man talked about days gone by. He had a good memory and a rich fund of stories to tell. Slowly he would fill his pipe and lean back against the wall, then he would begin his tale as Thorwald listened in awe.

Olle remembered fishing for herring at the start of the fall. Special, fine nets were laid out in order to catch the skinny but delicious fish, which would be salted before reaching the table, to great anticipation from everyone. He could also entertain Thorwald with tales of fishing expeditions unexpectedly struck by bad weather, when sails were torn asunder and both boat and men went down.

He once terrified the boy when he told him about a customs inspector who had both hands chopped off during an inspection. Great-Uncle Olle swore that it was a relative of theirs who had met this terrible fate.

The inspector was attempting to board a French brig that was suspected of smuggling. A fierce storm was blowing as the customs boat set off, and they had great difficulty reaching the brig. When they finally pulled up alongside, the conscientious inspector hurled himself across and just managed to grab hold of the brig’s gunwale. However, as he was about to heave himself on board, the captain appeared with a huge axe. With one single blow he chopped off both the inspector’s hands. The poor man fell into the sea and drowned, while the smugglers got away.

After that, Thorwald dreamed of bloody, severed hands clutching at him. Night after night, he woke up breathless and dripping with sweat.

That didn’t stop him begging for more stories, of course. And Thorwald was always welcome at Olle’s house. Even though the old man had very little, he never failed to offer the boy a sandwich.

“Don’t you eat at home?” he once asked, his expression troubled as the boy devoured what had been put in front of him. “Doesn’t that mother of yours feed you?”

The boy merely shook his head, too busy chewing to reply.

Thorwald sometimes noticed his great-uncle looking at the bruises on his arms or cheeks, but the old man never asked questions; he simply shook his head and muttered under his breath. Olle often gave the boy a loving pat on the cheek before they sat down at the rickety table to eat. And every time, Thorwald wondered why his father never touched him that way.





CHAPTER 20

The tentative knocking was almost inaudible. When it came again, a little louder this time, the sound penetrated Marianne Rosén’s consciousness.

She was lying on the pale sofa in the living room with a blanket over her legs. She must have nodded off, though she hardly dared sleep in case the police turned up with information about her daughter. She looked around for Anders, but he wasn’t there. Maybe he’d gone back to the bedroom to rest; neither of them had slept for more than a few minutes at a time overnight.

The knocking came again.

Slightly dazed, she tottered into the hallway and opened the door. The freezing wind hit her like a clenched fist, taking her breath away. Still, it was a few seconds before she recognized the bundled-up figure on the step.

“Ingrid? What are you doing here?”

“Sorry to disturb you.” Ingrid Österman looked down. “Can I come in?”

Her voice was weak, almost drowned out by the raging wind. Her scarf was pulled up around her ears, muffling the words.

Marianne contemplated her visitor in surprise. Ingrid was married to her cousin, and lived in one of the small houses near the chapel. The last few years had been hard for Ingrid; her husband had been out of work since the Maritime Administration’s cuts, and shortly afterward they had lost their only son in a tragic boating accident.

In the midst of her own sorrow, Marianne still felt sympathy for Ingrid.

“Of course.” She stepped back, and Ingrid walked in, loosening her scarf and tucking her hat in her pocket.

“Coffee?”

The question came automatically, taking Marianne by surprise. How could she operate normally, given the circumstances? Anders had tried to tell her that they should leave the island, go back to town, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it—not so long as there were police officers on Sandhamn, searching for her beloved Lina.

Ingrid nodded as she unbuttoned her jacket and took it off. Without a word she followed Marianne into the kitchen and sat down at the table.

Marianne switched on the kettle. When the water had boiled she placed two steaming mugs on the table and offered Ingrid the jar of instant coffee. Then she spooned the powder into her own mug and added two lumps of sugar.

Ingrid still hadn’t spoken. Her hair was uncombed, the greasy gray strands hanging around her face. She seemed unable to look at Marianne.

“How are you?” Marianne said eventually. She stirred her coffee to dissolve the sugar, then got up and fetched milk. She was restless, couldn’t sit still. She refused to believe that Lina was dead. Her baby was alive, and soon the police would find her, it was only a matter of time. She would have known if Lina was dead. It was perfectly possible to live without an arm.

Ingrid reached for her coffee. Her hand was trembling. She opened her mouth as if to say something, then closed it again. After a few seconds she made another attempt:

“I wanted to offer my condolences. I know what it’s like to lose a child. I know how much it hurts. I wish there was something I could do for you.”

Marianne’s sympathy was subsumed by a rush of rage; unshed tears scalded her eyes.

“I haven’t lost a child!” she snapped.

Ingrid’s comment infuriated her. They weren’t in the same situation at all. Ingrid’s son had drowned, but her daughter was alive.

“Lina isn’t dead. I’d feel it if she was. I’m her mom. She’s not dead, you hear me?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean . . . I just wanted to . . .” Ingrid’s voice died away as the panic in her eyes grew.

Marianne lost control. How dare this woman claim that Lina was dead! There was always hope. She leaped to her feet, pointing in the direction of the front door. In her haste she knocked over her mug, which shattered on the floor.

“Get out!”

Ingrid stared at her in horror.

“Out! Get out of my house! I don’t want to hear your lies!”

Every bit of color drained from Ingrid’s face, and her eyes filled with tears.

“I shouldn’t have come,” she whispered, pushing back her chair. She stumbled into the hallway. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

She grabbed her jacket and disappeared out into the cold. The wind slammed the door shut.

“My daughter is not dead,” Marianne repeated to herself. “Do you hear me? My daughter is not dead.”





CHAPTER 21

The knowledge that he was seeing Pernilla that evening nagged at Thomas, even as he tried to focus on work.

He’d considered calling to say he couldn’t make it, but he changed his mind. It would be unreasonable to back out at this stage. But he could feel a knot of anxiety in his stomach. He blamed the greasy hamburger he’d grabbed on the way back from the mortuary, and resolved to eat less junk food the rest of the week.

Like that’ll help, he thought with a grimace.

Everyone else had gathered in the conference room by the time he’d arrived for the briefing. Margit was sitting opposite Erik Blom and Kalle Lidwall, with the Old Man at the head of the table and Karin Ek beside him, pen and notepad at the ready. She was extremely organized, and had quickly found her place in the team.

Thomas nodded to coworkers from the specialist search unit; they had brought in extra resources to help out. A dozen or so uniformed officers were on Sandhamn right now, hunting for more body parts in the frozen ground.

The Old Man had already seen the pathology report, but the rest of the team knew nothing. Thomas summarized Sachsen’s findings.

“It seems more than likely that Lina Rosén is dead,” he said in conclusion, “although we’re still waiting on the DNA analysis. We need to inform the family that we are working from that hypothesis.”

“Better do that as soon as you can get over to Sandhamn,” the Old Man said.

Thomas nodded.

“Poor things,” Margit murmured. She had two teenage daughters herself.

“Anything from the public?” asked the Old Man.

“Not really,” Erik Blom replied. “Nothing of any significance.” He had just returned from a week of skiing in the Alps, and was tanned and well rested. Next to his weary, hollow-eyed colleagues, he looked unforgivably fresh.

The Old Man cleared his throat.

“We need to ask ourselves why someone would want to take Lina Rosén’s life.”

The question had been foremost in Thomas’s mind back when she’d first disappeared; they had been unable to find any reason why the girl would have been abducted or killed, which was partly why they’d accepted the suicide theory.

“We’ve gone through her computer again,” Kalle Lidwall said. He was the youngest member of the team, and rarely spoke up, but since Carina left he had become the unofficial IT expert.

Some might say that Kalle compensated for a lack of brains with conscientiousness, but he was nonetheless an asset, especially when he was given a limited task to focus on.

“We didn’t find anything new in her mailbox, but when I checked out her Favorites I found a website I’d missed: an anonymous forum.”

“On what?” Thomas asked.

“It seems to be a pretty strange group that’s into old Norse mythology. I came across all kinds of weird symbols and expressions.”

Erik immediately took the bait.

“Could it be a ritual? A form of blood sacrifice that some nutjob decided to try out?”

“That’s what I wondered,” Kalle replied. “Nasty.” He ran a hand over his light-brown hair; it was so short he looked like a US Marine.

Erik flipped through his notes.

“Wasn’t there a shed that burned down on Sandhamn the weekend the girl disappeared?”

“There was,” Thomas confirmed.

The local volunteer firefighters had informed the police about the small fire on the southern end of the island. The site had been thoroughly examined, but there was nothing to link the blaze with the missing girl. However, it was clear that the fire had been started deliberately. Traces of accelerant had been found, and the small building had been reduced to little more than a pile of ash. Eventually the incident had been written off as a dangerous prank gone too far.

“Blood and fire,” the Old Man said slowly. “A classic combination for sick minds. Maybe we should take a closer look?”

Thomas thought about it. Could Sandhamn be harboring followers of Germanic neo-paganism, ready to go so far that they would carry out a blood sacrifice? There were barely one hundred and twenty permanent residents on the island. Everyone knew everyone. Was it really possible to hide a secret like that?

Or maybe that was actually the explanation. In isolated communities, the most horrific things took place behind closed doors.

What did any of us actually know about our fellow human beings?

The previous summer Thomas had been involved in a case in which Oscar Juliander, the vice-chairman of the Royal Swedish Yacht Club, had been shot dead during the start of the Round Gotland Race. It soon came to light that the renowned lawyer had been a habitual liar who was unfaithful to his wife and had accepted millions in bribes. The truth had come as a shock to both family and friends.

“I think it’s worth following up,” he said. “Kalle, look for anything related to blood rituals, particularly rituals that might have links to the archipelago.”

At that moment there was a knock on the door.

“I’ve invited someone special to join us today,” the Old Man said. “He’s an analyst from the PPG, here to help out with the case.”

He pronounced the acronym in an American accent, and Thomas looked up. The Old Man wasn’t usually too keen on bringing in outsiders; his reluctance to involve the National Crime Unit was well known. This time, though, specialists sounded like a good idea; this perpetrator was definitely an unusual character, to say the least.

“What’s the PPG?” Karin Ek asked. The Old Man sighed, but Thomas gave her an appreciative glance. It was always better to ask than to sit there wondering. Karin had integrity.

“The Perpetrator Profiling Group,” the Old Man clarified. “They’re a team within the NCU.”

The door opened, and a man with cropped gray hair walked in carrying a cup of coffee. The hair color made him look older, but Thomas suspected they were around the same age. The man wore jeans with a blue tweed jacket, and was noticeably short.

“This is Mats Larsson,” the Old Man said. Larsson moved around the table and shook hands with everyone. It was obvious that he was used to sizing people up, and those sharp eyes rested on each individual for a few seconds. His handshake was firm, his palm dry, Thomas noted. A person who inspired confidence.

The Old Man pointed to an empty chair, and Larsson sat down.

“Mats and his colleagues have been given the case notes from back in the fall, and they’ve also been briefed on the past few days. Mats is a psychologist, and has considerable experience when it comes to profiling. He trained at the FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia. I believe that he and the rest of his team will be a great help to us.”

The Old Man looked around the table.

“Any questions?”

No one said anything, but the silence was filled with curious anticipation. Everyone’s eyes were fixed on Mats Larsson, who took a handkerchief out of his pocket and blew his nose. Then he removed his glasses and began to speak.

“First of all I have to say that profiling isn’t an exact science. The Swedish police have been using this approach for only a few years; before then it was more or less regarded as nonsense,” he said with a wry smile. “And of course there are still plenty of people who think that.”

No one contradicted him, and Larsson went on: “We can’t tell you if a particular person committed a particular crime, but we can help make sure the killer is tracked down quickly.”

“How?” Karin asked.

Mats Larsson didn’t seem offended by the question.

“We’ll build a profile of the perpetrator to help narrow the search; at the moment you seem to be fumbling in the dark, to be perfectly frank.”

Thomas had to admit that Larsson had a point. To a certain extent they were looking at a limited geographical area, but the murderer didn’t even necessarily come from Sandhamn.

“We’re very pleased to have you here,” he said. “What do you think so far? What kind of sick mind are we dealing with?”

The man fixed his sharp eyes on Thomas.

“It’s fair to say that we are looking for one or more individuals who are not entirely in their right mind, at least by normal standards. However, the questions we have to ask ourselves are what could have triggered this incident, and why was the killing carried out in this particular way.”

“I assume you know a knife was used to dismember the body?” Thomas said.

“Yes. A knife is the best implement for the job, except perhaps for a chainsaw,” Mats Larsson said matter-of-factly. “An axe is probably the worst.”

He paused and took a sip of his coffee.

“There are around twenty-five convicted killers in Sweden today who dismembered the bodies of their victims. And every single one of them knew the people they killed. The most notorious unsolved case is probably Catrine da Costa, a prostitute who was killed and dismembered using scalpels, among other things.”

“Horrible,” Karin Ek said, making a face.

Larsson nodded. “There are a couple recent cases that attracted significant attention. One was an eighteen-year-old woman from Lycksele who was found strangled and dismembered; in the other, a man killed and chopped up his fiancée when she threatened to leave and take their kids back home to Finland.”

“I worked that one,” Erik said. “I helped out with door-to-door inquiries when we were looking for her. I’d just graduated from the academy.”

Larsson took another sip of coffee. “Anyway, the reasons why a perp dismembers his victim after a homicide vary, but it doesn’t have to be as horrific as it sounds.”

This strange comment caught everyone’s attention.

“First of all, the perp usually knows what he’s doing; he’s familiar with the necessary technique. Secondly, the dismemberment is almost always carried out in order to conceal the crime. We’re not talking about someone whose aim is to desecrate the body, or to exact some kind of revenge. There is a logic, however twisted, in the perpetrator’s actions. Evidence must be eliminated, and chopping up the body is the most rational way to go about it.”

“So you’re saying our perp knows how to do this kind of thing?” Kalle said.

“Exactly. Typical occupations are a butcher or a surgeon, someone familiar with bodies, someone who knows how to cut through muscle and tissue.”

“What about a hunter?” Thomas asked, remembering what Sachsen had said.

“Also a possibility; a hunter certainly knows how to dismantle a body.”

“Plus there’s the fact that a hunter usually carries a knife.”

“Absolutely.”

“There are lots of people in the archipelago who hunt,” Thomas went on. “Mostly small game and seabirds, of course, but on the larger islands they hunt moose, and the odd deer.”

“So someone who hunts on a regular basis could be our perp,” Margit said. “We need to check who on Sandhamn and the neighboring islands has a hunting license. Can you take care of that, Erik?”

Erik Blom nodded and made a note on his pad.

Mats Larsson’s reasoning made sense, Thomas thought, but there was something he wanted to ask.

“Is this a one-off, or do you think he might kill again?”

“Good question. The problem is that I don’t have an answer.”

“Why not?” Margit demanded, a touch impatiently.

There was a brief pause before Larsson responded.

“Because there’s so much we still don’t know. The motive, for example. We don’t actually know if he meant to kill the girl, or if things got out of hand. Nor do we know whether her body was dismembered in order to get rid of the evidence, or if it was a goal in itself; although, like I said, I tend to go with the former.”

He looked at Thomas, spreading his hands wide.

“Which is why I can’t answer your question right now. I’m sorry.”

“I understand.”

Thomas wasn’t surprised, but he had hoped for more. Lina’s death was bad enough; the thought of another homicide was unbearable.
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Since the end of the 1880s, the well-off summer visitors had been building fine houses outside the village, beyond Dansberget. Two of the largest were trader Lindgren’s villa and the Rådberg house. A little farther along stood a splendid home that Bruno Liljefors, the artist, sometimes rented, and right in the middle of Dansberget was a little cottage owned by Herr Möllersvärd, the newspaper editor. His beautiful daughters were courted by a series of young men.

In the summer, laughter echoed from the gardens. There was a buzz of spontaneous coffee mornings and merry dinners. District judges and master builders socialized with wealthy factory owners, attracted by the peaceful environment of the archipelago. Everyone was very friendly, enjoying the informality of their island existence. It was so delightfully simple compared with the strict etiquette that had to be observed in the capital.

No effort was spared to ensure that life on Sandhamn was every bit as comfortable as in their spacious Stockholm apartments. Sometimes a separate cabin was built on the grounds to accommodate the housekeeper, gardener, and cook. Nets and other items could also be stored there.

And, at the end of the season, it was with great sadness that the temporary residents packed up to catch the steamboat back to the city. One last meal of steak and onions, known as “steamboat steak,” and the summer was over. It would be many months before they returned.

For the islanders, everything went back to normal when the visitors disappeared. September was cold and wet. The foliage changed quickly; in just a few weeks the leaves turned from joyous green to red and yellow.

Then came the storms, leaving behind bare trees, their naked branches stark against the sky. The alleyways were full of puddles. It was impossible to avoid splashing through them; the hems of women’s skirts were stiff with mud, while men’s pants were splattered up to the knees.

Thorwald spent most afternoons picking lingonberries or digging up potatoes in the kitchen garden. It was filthy work, and his fingers froze as he scrabbled in the sodden earth.

On this particular day, the village was veiled in wet fog, and he really didn’t want to go home from school. He knew exactly what chores awaited him there.

“No one’s picked the apples in Dr. Widerström’s garden,” Arvid Black announced. He was a classmate of Thorwald’s and lived in a white house not far from Fläskberget. He had four older brothers and a younger sister. He’d never worn a new item of clothing in his life, and he was always hungry at school because his mother never packed enough for lunch.

“No one’s taking care of old Fru Widerström’s apples,” he reiterated.

“Uh-huh.” Thorwald kicked a pebble along as he wondered how he could get out of digging up potatoes.

“Her apples are the best on the island. She hasn’t been here since August. I don’t think she’ll be back before spring.”

Arvid looked meaningfully at Thorwald, who stopped dead.

“That’s stealing.”

“Not really—we’d just be taking care of them. I mean, they fall off the tree anyway. The bible says it’s a sin to waste.”

Thorwald shifted uncomfortably from one foot to the other. He knew exactly what the bible said, and what his father would say if he discovered Thorwald had taken something that didn’t belong to him.

But he was hungry, and he was sick of digging up potatoes. Arvid was right; Dr. Widerström didn’t come in winter. She went back to Stockholm, just like the other summer visitors. When she was on the island she would spend hours puttering in her garden. She had once given Thorwald a handful of strawberries when he ran an errand for her. They were the best he’d ever tasted—huge and deep red, carrying the scent of summer. No doubt her apples were just as good.

The image of his father came into his mind once more.

“I have to go home,” he said hesitantly, one foot drawing circles in the wet sand.

“Oh, come on—we could at least go and take a look.”

“What if someone catches us?”

Arvid wasn’t listening. He had already set of in the direction of Sandfälten. Thorwald still wasn’t sure, but then again, how would his father ever find out? He made up his mind. It wouldn’t do any harm just to look. He didn’t need to take anything.

When they arrived, there wasn’t a soul in sight. The flowers were long gone, but the care that the garden’s owner had taken throughout the summer was clear.

The well-tended flower beds led from the gate up toward the house, and yellowed water lily leaves still floated on the surface of the little pond. The gravel path was so neatly raked that for a moment Thorwald thought Dr. Widerström must be around after all.

However, as he drew nearer to the yellow-painted house, he could see the curtains were closed and the garden furniture had been put away. He pressed his face against the window, and, through a gap in the curtains, he saw the furniture draped in white sheets. The place had definitely been shut up, ready for winter.

There were two apple trees in front of the house. They were heavy with big red apples that made his mouth water, and the ground was already covered with windfalls. It was high time the rest were picked; anyone could see that.

They had completely different apples in the garden at home: floury golden ones that Vendela stewed and little red-and-green ones that got wrapped up in newspaper so they would keep through the winter. Their trees had gnarled branches and had been planted many years earlier. They were functional trees, not meant to give their owner pleasure, unlike these.

Thorwald could actually taste how delicious the fruit would be. He glanced around but couldn’t see anyone. They were all alone.

Arvid was watching him.

“No one need ever know. Let’s do it.”

He dropped his school bag on the damp ground and grabbed a branch. He heaved himself up and sat there with one leg dangling on either side. Carefully he selected a beautiful apple and took a big bite.

His enjoyment was palpable.

“Catch!”

An apple came flying through the air. Then another. They ate until their bellies hurt. The juice was trickling down their chins, and bits of peel were stuck to their clothes. When they couldn’t eat any more, they flopped down in a corner of the garden, gorged and happy. They lay there like contented cats, digesting.

From that day on, they made a habit of sneaking into Dr. Widerström’s garden. They would spend half an hour reveling in those wonderful apples, then they would hurry home with full stomachs and pounding hearts.

Thorwald soothed his guilty conscience with Arvid’s words.

If they didn’t eat the fruit, it would rot. It was a sin to waste. That’s what the bible said, and his father often made the same point.

All God’s gifts must be used in the best way possible. They were doing nothing wrong.





CHAPTER 22

Thomas pushed open the door of the local Italian restaurant. He and Pernilla had often met here for dinner when they were still married. She had worked for an advertising agency nearby, and this had become a favorite place when they had both worked long days and neither felt like cooking.

He spotted her right away. She was sitting in a booth, leaning back against the wine-colored leather. She was facing the door as she studied the menu. She had a new hairstyle, much shorter than before. It was different, edgier.

She had also put on weight, which suited her. During their last few months together she had gotten thin and gaunt, almost transparent. Now her face had matured, acquired more character. She no longer looked like the carefree girl he had married in Värmdö church on a sunny June day eight years earlier, but she was just as beautiful as always.

The last time he’d seen her was in the lawyer’s office when they’d met to sign the final papers. Thomas hadn’t protested when Pernilla made sure that their marriage, which had already ceased to function, also came to a legal end.

He had wandered around in a fog after Emily’s death, and rarely came home. He sought refuge in his work, and took on any extra duties he could. For a long time he did everything he could to avoid both his own thoughts and the increasingly strained atmosphere in the apartment.

It only took an hour with the lawyer to dissolve their life together. They had barely exchanged a word, simply did as they were told and signed each document that was put in front of them.

When the meeting was over, though, something happened that Thomas had struggled to get over. They were standing in the lobby, and Pernilla was looking at him with a weary expression. She gave a polite smile that failed to reach her eyes, then held out her hand to say good-bye.

The gesture hurt him deeply. This was the woman with whom he’d intended to spend the rest of his days. The woman he had vowed to love and cherish, the woman with whom he’d had a much longed-for child. As they stood there like two strangers, their relationship passed before his eyes. Warm summer nights making love outdoors, mornings when they woke up together on the island of Harö, the inexpressible joy when baby Emily lay between them, gurgling happily.

All of it swam before his eyes as Pernilla opened the lobby door and walked out of his life.

Now she glanced up from the menu, saw him in the doorway, and smiled.

Thomas felt warm inside. He had been unsure how to behave, but she immediately got to her feet and gave him a hug. He was surprised at how easy it was to hug her back, how familiar it felt to hold her in his arms. As if they’d never been apart. Even her smell was the same.

She took a step back. “I see you still dress the same—leather jacket, blue shirt.” Then she gazed at him searchingly, a hint of sadness in her eyes. “But those gray hairs weren’t there before . . .”

They sat down, and Thomas ordered a drink. The soft hum of conversation in the restaurant helped them to settle, and he leaned back with a sense of peace.

“How’s Nora, by the way?” Pernilla asked after they’d chatted for a while. “I haven’t had any contact with her, as you can probably understand.” She gave a wry smile.

Thomas hesitated, wondering how much to tell his ex-wife about Nora’s current situation. Pernilla had never objected to his close friendship with Nora, but had treated her like family. Almost like a younger sister.

“Not great,” he said. “She and Henrik just split up, so she’s pretty low right now. She’s on Sandhamn with the boys; I spoke to her yesterday.”

He deliberately avoided mentioning events on the island; he didn’t want to bring the conversation down with the previous day’s macabre discovery.

“I’m surprised their marriage lasted this long,” Pernilla said, with a directness that took Thomas aback. He had never noticed any antipathy toward Henrik on her part; in fact, the four of them had spent quite a lot of time together.

“They’re so different,” she went on. “He’s a total snob, and she’s one of the least pretentious people I know.”

Thomas nodded in agreement. She was absolutely right.

“And that ghastly mother-in-law,” Pernilla said. “I think Nora’s a saint for putting up with her.”

“They’ve been having problems for a while.”

“Let me guess—he’s screwing some pretty little nurse at the hospital?”

“Exactly right,” Thomas confirmed. He had heard the whole story during a tearful telephone conversation on Sunday evening.

“I should give her a call this week, see how she’s doing. I do know a little bit about divorce,” Pernilla said with a faint smile.

They were interrupted by the arrival of the waiter with their food: linguine for Pernilla and spaghetti carbonara for Thomas. While they were eating, Thomas told Pernilla about his life and his job, all the time observing her secretly. She seemed to be feeling good, he thought, really good. He asked a few questions, and as usual she gesticulated animatedly as she talked, telling him how she had fallen in love with the west coast. When she shared some typical Gothenburg jokes, they both laughed so loud the other diners looked up.

“Sorry,” Pernilla said, wiping a tear from her eye. “But they do have a fantastic sense of humor down there.”

“Why did you move back?” The question slipped out before Thomas could stop himself.

Pernilla’s expression grew serious. She took a sip of her wine before she answered.

“I missed home,” she said simply. “Gothenburg was exactly what I needed during a difficult period, but Stockholm is my home.”

She looked as if she were about to go on, but then changed her mind. They sat in silence for a little while, but it wasn’t uncomfortable.

Strange, Thomas thought. It was as if the events of the last few years had never happened. As if they were about to pay the bill and go home to their apartment. He realized that Pernilla had said something.

“Sorry?”

“I said this has been lovely. It was good to see you again, Thomas.”

She gently touched his hand, which was resting on the table. For a second he toyed with the idea of grabbing hold of her hand, not letting her go this time. The warmth of her fingertips lingered for a few seconds, then the moment was gone.

“Maybe we could do it again sometime?” she said. “If you want to, of course.”

The look in her eyes was suddenly cautious; Thomas glimpsed a hint of hesitation. And something else that he couldn’t identify.

In an attempt to keep things casual, he reached for the bill.

“Sure,” he murmured as he took out his wallet. “Absolutely.”





CHAPTER 23

“You bring my sons back home right now!”

Henrik was yelling, and there was no mistaking the fury in his voice. Wearily, Nora deleted the voice mail and turned off her cell phone.

This was the fourth call from Henrik since they’d arrived on the island. She didn’t answer when she saw his number on the display; she didn’t want to speak to him, and she definitely didn’t want to see him. She knew she’d have to maintain some kind of contact for the sake of the boys. They were an indissoluble connection to the man who would soon be her ex-husband. She could never be free of him.

Nora sighed. She’d never considered the fact that the boys could chain her to Henrik like this, but then she’d never planned to divorce him either.

They’d go back to Saltsjöbaden on Monday, when school started, and she’d tackle the ruins of her life then. This week was all she had, and she felt a deep need to be left in peace for just a few more days.

She was lying on the blue-striped sofa with a blanket over her legs. A crackling fire made the living room warm and cozy.

The doors of the woodstove were slightly open so she could see the flickering flames. There was something hypnotic about their constantly changing, never-ending dance.

After a while she got up and went into the kitchen to pour herself another glass of wine. She really shouldn’t drink more, but with a bit of luck, one last glass would help her fall asleep at a reasonable hour. She couldn’t cope with another sleepless night, thoughts going around and around in her head.

Last night she had lain awake until two thirty, her mind filled with endless monologues, coruscating verbal attacks on Henrik, in which she spilled out all the accumulated sorrow and bitterness of the past few years. In her imagination she screamed at him in a way she had never allowed herself to do during their marriage. It didn’t make her feel any better.

When she was woken in the morning by Simon’s soft breath against her cheek, her eyes felt gritty and her body ached.

She had taken the boys to the indoor pool at the Sailors Hotel in the afternoon, along with Fabian and his family. Nora hadn’t mentioned the impending divorce; she had merely muttered that Henrik was on call and had to stay at the hospital. It was too painful to explain.

The trip had been a great success; the kids played in the pool for hours. They had a great time, and Nora consoled herself with the thought that they seemed to have gotten over the harrowing events of the previous day. Children forget quickly, she told herself. Thank goodness.

Now she wondered how quickly they would forget what it was like to have parents who were together. Simon was only eight; would he remember how things had been when his mom and dad still loved each other, when the four of them had fun as a family unit?

Adam hadn’t said much about the incident in the forest. Nora had done her best to follow Annie’s advice: not to overdramatize, to act normal, to be there if one of the boys wanted to talk.

Act normal.

Nora suppressed a hysterical laugh. Her entire being felt like an open wound. How could she pretend nothing was wrong when each everyday action was a torment? She would have preferred to sleep through the next few months until it stopped hurting so much. Ignore everything and everyone, and simply crawl under the covers.

And yet she was surprised at the strength she found within herself. Somehow she was functioning so well that Adam and Simon couldn’t even tell anything was wrong. Maybe that was the essence of maternal instinct: to protect one’s young at all costs.

She wondered if Henrik felt the same way; she doubted it.

She’d successfully held back tears and made a nice dinner: chili con carne, with chocolate ice cream and caramel sauce for dessert. Simon’s eyelids had started drooping around nine, and only half an hour later, Adam had taken himself up to bed.

Once again Nora blessed their ability to sleep and to shake off unpleasant experiences. Sleep was an amazing healer.

She glanced at the kitchen clock on the wall. It had been there as long as she could remember. It had belonged to her grandmother, and was made of white porcelain, decorated with blue flowers painted with delicate strokes. The hands showed a quarter to twelve. According to the outdoor thermometer, the temperature was far below freezing. It hadn’t been this cold in the archipelago in a long time.

Without switching on the light, Nora slipped into the pantry to fetch more wine. As she passed the south-facing window, she stopped dead. Over by the lamppost, in the same spot as the night before, someone stood staring at the Rosén house.

She squinted out at the wintry landscape but couldn’t make out any details.

The stranger was wearing a thick, hooded jacket, and just like before, it was impossible to tell if it was a man or a woman. In spite of the low temperature, he or she wasn’t moving a muscle, like an apparition keeping vigil over something. Their hands were buried deep in their pockets.

Should she go out to see what was going on, or should she call Thomas? Yesterday’s fear was gone. In fact, she was a little embarrassed that she’d allowed herself to be frightened. She was a grown woman; she shouldn’t be scared of lurking shadows. Besides, she had no desire to lie awake worrying for the rest of the night; better to go and find out who was out there, and what the hell they were doing watching the dead girl’s home.

Nora marched into the hallway and pulled on her boots, jacket, hat, and gloves. Her heart was pounding as she opened the front door, but she ignored the little voice whispering that she was crazy. It would only take a minute to solve the mystery.

With a final glance at the stairs leading to the bedrooms where the boys lay sleeping, Nora stepped outside, locked the door behind her, and went out the gate. The air was so sharp it stung her nostrils. She tried to breathe through her mouth, but that didn’t help much. The cold brought tears to her eyes, and she started shivering almost right away.

The usually familiar, friendly village felt deserted; the roofs were covered with densely packed snow, and the Falu-red houses looked black in the night.

Nora couldn’t help wishing for a light in a neighbor’s window. The streetlamps were less than effective; as soon as she moved beyond the scant circle of light, the darkness closed around her.

She took a few steps, then hesitated. Was she nuts, going out alone like this? Maybe she should have brought some kind of weapon, a hammer or a wrench at least? She paused by the fence, then dismissed the idea. It was too cold to go back and get something. Resolutely she set off toward the spot where she had seen the lone figure.

“What are you doing out and about at this time of night?”

Nora let out a gasp and spun around, arms raised to defend herself.

“It’s OK, it’s only me—I didn’t mean to scare you!”

Pelle Forsberg was a short distance behind her, a dismayed expression on his face. He was dressed much more warmly than Nora, in a thick blue jacket and a black wool hat.

“Sorry if I scared you,” he repeated. “I really didn’t mean to. I just wanted to check that you were all right—it’s pretty late to be out on your own on such a cold night.”

Nora smiled in embarrassment as she tried to come up with something to say that wouldn’t sound too weird. She could hardly tell him the truth—that she was playing detective.

“I’m fine, you just surprised me. I came out to get a little fresh air.” She tried to sound as if this were the most natural thing in the world. “I could ask you the same question: Isn’t it a bit late for an evening stroll?”

Pelle Forsberg hesitated for a second.

“You’re right; I’m on my way home. I was at the Granlunds—they live in the red house by Fläskberget.”

Nora knew the family well; their youngest daughter was the same age as Simon.

“Anyway,” Pelle went on, flapping his arms to keep warm, “I’d better keep moving—unless of course you’d like to invite me in for coffee, in spite of the late hour?”

“I don’t think so; I’m heading to bed. Like you said, it’s late.”

“Sure. Good night then,” he said, raising a hand in farewell.

“Good night.”

Nora turned and quickly walked home. She could hardly go toward the Rosén house with Pelle watching her. All at once the whole undertaking seemed ridiculous; what on earth had she been thinking?

She was back indoors in no time. She went straight into the kitchen without taking off her boots and looked out of the window.

The lone figure was gone. There was no one under the streetlamp by the Rosén family’s house.
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One day they lingered just a little too long in Dr. Widerström’s garden. The apples on the lower branches were all gone, and they had to climb higher and higher to reach the fruit.

Eventually Arvid was right at the top of one of the trees. Triumphantly he tossed the last treasures down to Thorwald; they had three each, and ate them right away because twilight had already started to fall. However, Thorwald decided to save one; he was often hungry in the evenings, and it was good to be able to sneak away and eat an apple before bed.

They ran all the way from Sandfälten. As they approached the house, Thorwald could see his father through the window, and it looked like he wasn’t alone. Thorwald felt a stab of anxiety; who were these strangers waiting in the kitchen?

Slowly he opened the door. The conversation stopped as he walked in. There were two men, their expressions deadly serious. He recognized both of them. One was an elder in the church; his name was Gustav Klingberg, he was over seventy years old and his grandchild was at school with Thorwald.

The other man, Karl Johansson, was younger. He too was a member of the church. He had heavy, dark eyebrows; right now he was frowning, and they formed one single line.

Gustav Klingberg met Thorwald’s gaze sternly, arms folded across his chest.

The two men looked like black crows, Thorwald thought. Two crows about to start pecking away at him. They knew what he had done—he realized that in an instant. Someone had seen him and Arvid in the garden. They had been careful at first, but as time went on, they grew more daring. Over the past couple of weeks they had hardly even bothered to look around before entering. Taking the delicious apples had been so easy, and by that point Thorwald had convinced himself that the fruit needed to be eaten up.

That wasn’t the case, of course.

No doubt Dr. Widerström had promised the harvest to someone else on the island. Someone who was extremely surprised to find the apples already picked. Perhaps the rightful owner had been lying in wait to see who was stealing from him.

The bitter taste of gall rose in Thorwald’s throat. The flesh of the stolen fruit lay in his belly like a lump of lead; he wished he could vomit it up, make it all go away.

His father hadn’t said a word, but the boy knew he was furious. His jaws were working, his fists clenched. The silent movement of his lips terrified Thorwald.

Why had he allowed himself to be persuaded to go along to Dr. Widerström’s garden? Tears were pricking behind his eyes, but he knew from experience that crying would only make things worse. Gottfrid detested any failure of manliness. He certainly wouldn’t tolerate sniveling in front of visitors.

“Thorwald,” Vendela exclaimed as she emerged from the bedroom. “What have you done this time?”

“Let us deal with this,” Gottfrid said.

Vendela stopped and looked around, unsure what to do. Thorwald wanted to beg her to stay, but he didn’t dare. Instead he fixed his eyes on her face, hoping to make her understand through sheer willpower that she mustn’t abandon him.

“Get out,” Gottfrid said, and Vendela turned away, throwing one final glance at her son.

Thorwald stood with his feet wide apart, afraid his legs wouldn’t hold him any other way. Then he felt something warm trickling down his leg. He looked at the floor, where a pool of liquid was forming. His cheeks burned with shame.

Gottfrid stared at him with disgust.

“We will leave you, brother,” Gustav Klingberg said. “It’s probably best if you and your son are alone at this time.”

He tipped his black hat and headed for the door. Karl Johansson followed without a word.

Thorwald’s terror increased. If he was left alone with his father, anything could happen. He stood perfectly still as the pool at his feet stained the floorboards.

“Come here. Sit on the chair.”

Thorwald obeyed. He sat down on the wooden chair. It wobbled slightly, and the creaking was the only sound in the room. His wet pants stuck to the inside of his thighs. The fabric was already cold, and the disgusting smell of urine and wet wool almost made him retch.

His father moved to stand behind him.

“So my son is a common thief,” Gottfrid said quietly in one ear.

Thorwald remained motionless.

“I think it’s best if we warn everyone on the island so that they realize they should keep away when they see you. Until you know better.”

Thorwald’s breathing was rapid and shallow. In his peripheral vision he saw Gottfrid walk over to the sink and ladle water into a bowl. Then he opened a drawer and took out the leather case containing his razor. Slowly he removed it from the case and held it at eye level, running his thumb along the blade.

It gleamed in the faint light.

It was only a few apples, Father, Thorwald wanted to whisper, only a few apples, but he couldn’t get a word out.

The tears began to flow; he couldn’t stop them. He tasted salt on his lips but didn’t dare raise his hand to wipe them away.

Gottfrid turned around, and Thorwald saw the rage in his eyes.

“You must sit perfectly still, Thorwald, because if you don’t, things could go very badly. And neither you nor I want that.”

His father checked the blade once more. He glanced over at the grinding iron used to sharpen knives, but changed his mind.

“It will have to do,” he muttered to himself.

Holding the knife in his right hand, he went and stood behind Thorwald again. A few seconds passed; nothing happened. Thorwald held his breath; he closed his eyes and pictured Vendela cutting the throat of a chicken for dinner.

He opened his eyes and looked wildly around the room, searching for an escape route. Help me, Mother, he thought.

“Thou shalt not steal,” Gottfrid said, so quietly that Thorwald could barely hear him. “That is the seventh commandment. Thou shalt not steal.”

Suddenly Thorwald felt his father seize his hair.

“My son will never steal anything again,” he whispered.

A clump of blond hair fell to the floor. Then another, and another. His father kept dipping the razor in the water, but that didn’t stop its sharp edge from slicing into the skin of Thorwald’s increasingly bare scalp.

The pile of hair on the floor was stained red. Still Thorwald didn’t dare move; instead he tried to focus on the flame of the kerosene lamp. If he stared at the flame hard enough, perhaps he could blot out the pain.

By the time his father finished, Thorwald’s head was pounding, and his scalp was covered in wounds.

“If you ever, ever defy me again . . .”

Gottfrid didn’t finish the sentence. There was no need.

Thorwald kept his head down and tried to avoid looking at the hair. The shame was almost as bad as the pain. How could he go to school the next day? He would never be able to show his face in the village again.





CHAPTER 24

Wednesday, February 28, 2007

The first ferry to Sandhamn left Stavsnäs at seven o’clock in the morning.

Margit had only been home a few hours. The previous day she had traveled to and from Sandhamn to inform the Rosén family that their daughter was dead. She had offered to go, and Thomas, who was aware he hadn’t handled Marianne’s reaction in the forest particularly well, had gratefully accepted.

Accompanied by the local priest, Margit had tried to break the terrible news as gently as possible. Anders had maintained a certain composure, bordering on resignation, but Marianne had first showered them with abusive language, then collapsed sobbing in an armchair. It had been a difficult visit, and Margit was subdued as she boarded the boat in the biting cold.

The sea was gray and choppy in the stiff wind. Shivering, they went inside and headed for the cafeteria, guided by the aroma of freshly brewed coffee.

“Who the hell travels out to the archipelago at this hour?” Margit wondered as they stood in line.

“Lots of people commute to Sandhamn for work,” Thomas replied.

“But why?” Margit asked when she had ordered two coffees and two cinnamon buns from the girl behind the counter. The teenager’s hair was dyed a harsh black with a white streak down the center, and she had an eyebrow ring. Margit thanked the Lord that her own daughters didn’t have any piercings, then she thought of Marianne and Anders Rosén and reminded herself that there are far worse things than a silver ring through a facial feature.

“Plenty of jobs on the island these days. The Sailors Hotel is open year-round, and the inn only closes for a few weeks in the winter. And don’t forget the national police contact center.”

Margit nodded.

“The real problem is the lack of accommodation,” Thomas went on. “You know how outrageously expensive the cottages can be. There are no sensible alternatives for those who want to live and work on Sandhamn, which is what’s needed if the place is going to survive.” He broke off with an embarrassed grin. “I sound like a politician, huh? Sorry, didn’t mean to preach.”

Margit shook her head.

“Interesting. I had no idea that people commuted to Sandhamn. I thought it was hard enough for the permanent residents to find work.”

She sipped her coffee and changed the subject.

“We’ll be there in twenty minutes. Shall we start with the Hammarstens?”

“I think so. I’m wondering if the daughter has anything more to tell us.”

The route from the harbor to Trouville went past the tennis courts, through the pine forest, and all the way to the shore on the far side of the island. It was a long walk, and Thomas and Margit plodded through the snow.

When Louise Hammarsten opened the door, it was obvious that she hadn’t been up for long. She made tea, and they sat down in the living room. Outside the picture windows it was just possible to catch a glimpse of Trouville beach through the trees. Thomas could easily imagine evening barbecues on the extensive wooden deck. It must be a fantastic place to spend the summer.

“Is anyone else home?” Margit asked.

“Mom went down to the village to be with Marianne. She didn’t think she should be alone right now.”

Thomas and Margit exchanged a glance.

“Isn’t her husband home?” Thomas asked, picturing Anders Rosén: a fifty-year-old man with a boyish appearance who had aged rapidly during the fall.

“I think he was going into the city today. Marianne didn’t want to go. Not while you’re still here.”

Thomas understood. The search for human remains was ongoing, and Marianne didn’t want to give up hope of something else being found, in spite of the fact that her daughter was presumed dead.

Louise sat with her back to the window, one foot tapping nervously on the floor. She was wearing thick socks.

“We need to talk to you, Louise,” Margit said softly, glancing at her colleague as if trying to decide how to proceed, “about something you may already know.”

Louise looked at them anxiously. When they’d called the previous day to arrange a meeting, her voice had revealed how upset she was.

“We believe Lina was murdered last fall,” Thomas said tentatively. “You might have heard that on TV?”

Louise nodded, then her eyes filled with tears and she let out a little whimper.

“Is it true? You couldn’t possibly be wrong?”

“Unfortunately, it seems not,” Margit said. “Her parents have identified her watch.”

“The fancy one?”

“Exactly. You know it?”

“She wore it all the time. Her parents gave it to her for her eighteenth birthday. She loved it.” Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“We’re wondering if there’s anything else you can tell us about Lina?” Margit took out a packet of tissues and passed one to Louise.

“She was my best friend. We’ve known each other since we were little. We spent every summer together.”

Margit placed a hand on Louise’s arm and gave it an encouraging squeeze.

“I know this is difficult for you,” she said.

“The last time we met, you were very upset about Lina’s disappearance,” Thomas said. “You said she might have killed herself, but you couldn’t really explain why.”

“If you know something you didn’t tell us back then, it’s very important that you talk to us now,” Margit added.

Louise blew her nose before she spoke.

“I’m sorry I made you think she’d take her own life.”

“Don’t be,” Thomas said. “Just tell us why you suspected that might be the case.”

It wasn’t Louise’s fault, he thought grimly, that the police had settled for the easy story of the suicidal teenager.

Louise shifted uncomfortably, as if she were wondering whether to say something or not. Then she looked up.

“Lina felt incredibly guilty about this boating accident she was involved in.”

“What happened?” Margit asked.

“Their boat hit another vessel and a boy drowned. Lina had nightmares about it. She thought it was her fault he died.”

“Why didn’t you mention this last year?” Margit looked searchingly at her.

“I promised Lina I wouldn’t say anything.” Louise’s eyes were filled with guilt. “She made me swear I wouldn’t. She didn’t want anyone to know the whole story.”

“Who drowned?” Margit asked.

“His name was Sebbe—Sebastian.”

“Sebastian Österman?” Thomas asked.

Louise nodded, and a shadow passed across Thomas’s face. He’d been there, in the other boat. He and Henrik Linde had been on their way to Grönskär lighthouse to save Nora, who was locked inside the tower dying from hypoglycemic shock. It was the middle of the night, pitch dark. A rigid inflatable boat—a RIB—had suddenly come hurtling toward them from the Sandhamn sound. It had no lights and must have been doing forty knots when the speed limit was five.

The crash had been catastrophic. A dozen or so teenagers were thrown into the water, and the driver was trapped beneath the upturned boat. Thomas dived down to try and save his life, but by the time they brought the boy up, it was too late. He was already dead.

The subsequent investigation showed that Sebastian had been drinking heavily, and Henrik testified that the RIB had been going way above the speed limit. There had also been far too many passengers on board.

Thomas had been cleared of any blame in the incident, but he’d often wondered whether things would have been different if he had left the jetty just a minute later, or if he had reacted faster to the RIB’s approach.

Margit’s question brought him back to reality: “But it was hardly Lina’s fault that Sebastian died?”

“It was her RIB.”

“She owned it?” Thomas said.

“Yeah. Her dad gave it to her a year or so before the accident.”

“I still don’t understand why she thought it was her fault,” Margit persisted.

“She told me . . .” Louise broke off, voice tight. “She told me she was the one who asked Sebbe to drive that night. She didn’t want to drive, so she asked him.”

“Even though he was drunk?”

Louise nodded.

“Lina had bad night vision—or she just didn’t like driving in the dark. She had probably been drinking, too.”

“You weren’t there?”

“No, I was staying at my grandmother’s that weekend.”

“Do you know where they were going?” Thomas asked.

“No. We didn’t really talk much about it, except for when she told me everything. We had a sleepover and my parents were in the city.”

Louise’s eyes filled with tears once more.

“She was so upset; she just cried and cried for hours. She actually told me she thought about killing herself, so that was the first thing I thought about when you said she was missing.” She dropped her head, and her hair hid her eyes. “I was afraid she’d done something terrible to herself.”

“It would have been much better if you’d told us this the first time we spoke to you,” Margit said.

“I couldn’t. I promised Lina I wouldn’t tell anyone!” Louise sounded angry and apologetic at the same time. “She changed so much after that; she didn’t want to hang out with me like before. And she was partying a lot. I went along with her at first, but after a while it wasn’t fun. I wanted to pass my exams, but she didn’t seem to care, and then she dropped out of school—or took a break or whatever.”

Thomas leaned back and considered what Louise had said; her account didn’t match the picture Marianne and Anders Rosén had painted of their daughter.

“When we spoke to Lina’s parents in the fall, they said they found it difficult to imagine she had killed herself,” he said. “Didn’t they know she was feeling bad?”

“I was the only one who knew she asked Sebbe to drive. She was too ashamed to say anything to her mom and dad.”

“Ashamed?” Margit repeated.

“Because she asked him to drive the RIB,” Louise said, looking impatient. “I already told you. If she hadn’t talked him into it, he would be alive.”

“You can’t know that for sure,” Margit pointed out. “He might have gotten behind the wheel anyway; maybe he liked driving.”

“Whatever. Lina was so upset,” Louise insisted. “I’m not making it up. She blamed herself for Sebbe’s death.”

“We believe you,” Margit reassured her. “We’re just trying to reconcile different versions of Lina.”

“She didn’t want anyone to find out what she’d done,” Louise whispered.
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Vendela stiffened at the sound of footsteps on the porch. Thorwald watched his mother as she sat staring down at the table. Her pinafore barely met in the middle over her black dress.

The only person not frightened was little Kristina. Her father’s boots weren’t ominous for the six-year-old. On the contrary, as her daddy’s favorite, her face lit up when he came home.

The door opened and a cold draft sliced through the kitchen.

Vendela leaped up and started stirring the pan on the stove. She avoided meeting her husband’s eyes as he entered. Gottfrid marched straight to his place at the table and sat down, then clasped his hands together.

“We thank thee, Almighty Father, for the gifts thou hast given us, and we ask thee to bless our food,” he began.

Thorwald joined his hands and mumbled along, as did Kristina. Vendela brought over the steaming pot of rye porridge and placed it on the table. She had already set out bowls of sweetened water flavored with vinegar into which they would dip spoonfuls of porridge. Gottfrid didn’t look up; he merely grabbed his spoon and started shoveling down his supper.

They ate in silence.

Thorwald finished first; he gazed longingly at the pot but didn’t dare ask for more until his father was done. His mother realized what he wanted and reached for the scoop to give him a second helping.

“Are you greedy, boy?”

Gottfrid’s voice cut through the air.

Thorwald looked down and shook his head.

“No, Father.”

“Good.”

Vendela sat back down, while Thorwald kept his eyes firmly fixed on the table. The icy draft coming under the door meant that his feet were freezing, in spite of the wool socks his mother had knit for him.

It was bitterly cold outside. Charles Day, or Karldagen, on January 28 had presaged a long, cold winter, and now the so-called ox weeks were here—the period between Twelfth Night and Shrove Tuesday. The bay was frozen solid, and in the mornings, the windows were thick with frost.

Still hungry, Thorwald risked another glance at the pot of porridge. His father helped himself, then Vendela gave the boy an encouraging little nod, which meant he could have some more.

He always took as much as he dared.

One of his father’s favorite punishments was to send Thorwald to the boathouse without any supper. He sometimes sat there all night among the drift nets and hoop nets. The cold wasn’t too bad; he had gotten used to that a long time ago, but the hunger was harder to bear.

Occasionally his mother would sneak him a sandwich through the window, but she was usually too scared to defy Gottfrid.

Thorwald knew his father was going to the Mission House after supper. His mother would relax and get out the bag of socks in need of darning. She would sit down by the fire and rest her weary feet as she worked. With two children and a husband, the bag was bottomless.

Thorwald knew his mother’s life would be much easier if they could just hire a girl to help out a little. But his father didn’t make enough, particularly since he gave so much to the church.

They gathered to pray on Sundays, and to listen to the preachers who came over from the mainland, or from other islands like Möja and Nämdö. After the collection, everyone would drink coffee and sample the cakes and cookies provided by the wives. The men would sit on one side of the room smoking their pipes, while the women huddled on the other.

Afterward Thorwald would slip away with the other boys to kick a ball around. He knew the Sabbath was supposed to be a day of rest but defied the commandment. If they got caught, he usually got off with just a reprimand; the fact that it was Sunday affected his father, too.

That night Thorwald found it difficult to get to sleep, even though it was late and he had to get up for school the next day.

He couldn’t stop thinking about the previous Sunday, when he had messed up his catechism yet again. His father had been furious.

Thorwald had been confident he had the answers straight when they left home, but his mind went blank as soon as the question was asked. Sometimes he started fretting about Sunday school the night before, and the worry settled on his chest like a heavy weight.

He could hear the sound of Kristina’s soft, regular breathing from the other bed. His sister was the only member of the family his father cared about. Gottfrid never struck his daughter; on the contrary, he spoke to her in a gentle voice, and occasionally gave her a pat on the cheek. He’d even give her a few coins to buy candy from the store.

Thorwald had given up being jealous. It was just the way things were. Besides, he couldn’t resist her childish charm either. Kristina was like a doll, with blue eyes and chubby cheeks. Everyone was drawn to her; even the well-to-do summer visitors stopped when they saw her on the promenade. They offered her caramels as they admired her unruly curls.

Thorwald was aware of Vendela’s displeasure. She didn’t like the fact that her daughter attracted so much attention. She was well aware that Gottfrid favored the girl, but she did nothing about it. She never intervened when he punished Thorwald.

The boy closed his eyes. He promised himself he would try even harder to learn his catechism; if he answered really well next time, maybe his father would be proud of him, too.





CHAPTER 25

Thomas studied Louise and pondered what she’d told them. Lina’s misplaced guilt and her friend’s protectiveness had misled them last fall; were they missing anything like that this time? He thought about the police briefing the day before.

“Do you happen to know whether Lina had any unusual interests—Nordic mythology, things like that?”

Louise looked bewildered. She shook her head slowly.

“You might have heard about pagan rituals where animals were slaughtered? Apparently there are still groups who carry out rituals like that. Do you know if Lina was maybe involved in anything like that?”

Louise’s expression went from confusion to horror.

“No! Are you saying someone . . . sacrificed Lina? Like an animal?”

Margit tried to reassure her.

“Not at all, we were just wondering. We have to ask a lot of questions before we find the answers.”

Louise was pale, and she suddenly looked much younger than her twenty years. Her eyes shone with tears, and Thomas decided to drop the subject. He didn’t want to frighten the girl even more, and he definitely didn’t want rumors that the cops were looking for a killer with a taste for human sacrifice.

Margit seemed to have reached the same conclusion.

“Can I get you a glass of water?” she said.

Louise nodded gratefully, and Margit got up and went over to the kitchen at the far end of the room. She brought back a large glass, and Louise drank half, then put it down on the table. A little color returned to her cheeks.

Margit leaned forward with an encouraging smile.

“We’re almost done, Louise, but I have to ask you if there’s anything else you can tell us, anything that might help us? Whatever you can think of—everything is important.”

Louise didn’t say a word. Snow had begun to fall gently outside the window, a fine layer of flakes melting against the glass. The sky was slightly lighter, though the sun hadn’t quite managed to penetrate the cloud cover.

“There’s something I maybe should have told you before . . .” Louise said eventually.

“Go ahead,” Margit said pleasantly.

Louise’s expression was anxious, but she went on.

“Last summer Lina got together with a guy on Sandhamn.”

“Not her boyfriend?” Margit said.

“No. Lina was sick of Victor; she said she wanted a break over the summer.”

“I see.”

“This guy wasn’t very nice to her; in fact, he was a total jerk sometimes.”

“In what way?”

“He was awful to her. He’d say terrible things to her in front of other people, especially when he was drunk. One minute he was really sweet, then he’d just turn nasty.”

“Did this happen often?”

“Pretty often. Lina and I worked at the bakery, and he worked in the harbor. At night most kids with summer jobs here meet up; there’s usually a whole gang of us.”

“So what did you do?”

Louise shrugged.

“We partied. Drank beer and stuff.”

“Where?”

“Different places—Utsiktsberget, Kvarnberget. Sometimes we’d go to someone’s house if their parents weren’t around. Lots of people have parties when their parents are away.” She shrugged again. “A lot of the summer people have homes in other places, too, like France, for example.”

The other side of prosperity.

Thomas knew from experience that she was right. During his years with the maritime police he had often been called out to houses on the island by irate neighbors when a party got out of control. He would be confronted by drunken minors shouting in the garden while huge speakers blasted music.

Sometimes the parents actually were around; they would stagger to the door to speak to the authorities, often just as trashed as their kids, and not particularly civil. Worse, the parents knew exactly what the police could do—and what they couldn’t. All Thomas and his colleagues could do was politely ask them to turn down the music and show a little consideration for others.

Why grown adults thought it was a good idea to get drunk with their kids and their kids’ friends was a mystery to Thomas, but he’d seen it plenty of times.

“What’s this guy’s name?” he asked.

“Jakob.”

“Do you remember his last name?”

“Sandgren, I think. I can ask Mom—she’ll know.”

“Did anything in particular happen between Lina and Jakob?” Margit asked.

“Yeah. This one night Lina saw him making out with another girl. She was so mad. She yelled at him, told him she didn’t want to see him anymore; to be honest I think she was glad for an excuse to break up. I’d told her a bunch of times she should.”

“Then what happened?”

“Jakob got so angry; it was horrible. He almost sounded like he was threatening her.”

“What do you mean?”

“He said nobody dumped him and that he’d decide when it was over. He said she’d regret it.”

“Did he do anything to her? Anything physical?”

Louise picked at a fingernail, then she picked up her glass and drained it.

“Louise, was Jakob violent?” Margit said.

She’s avoiding the question, Thomas thought. Is she protecting him for some reason, or is she too scared to answer?

Margit tried a different tack.

“Did Lina ever tell her parents about this?”

A wry smile.

“No way. She didn’t tell them much. Marianne is always worrying about everything, and besides, they really liked Victor. I don’t think they even knew about Jakob.”

“Does he live on the island, or does he just come over in the summer?”

“He lives in Stockholm, in the city. I’m not sure where.”

“But Lina was definitely scared of this guy?”

“Yes.” Her voice was weak. She began winding a strand of hair around her index finger. “She was really scared; she went out of her way to avoid bumping into him after that night.”

The winding grew more frantic.

She’s going to break the hair right off if she carries on like that, Thomas thought.





CHAPTER 26

“Mom, Mom, wake up, Mom.”

A little hand shook her tentatively. Nora had been sound asleep, and struggled to orient herself as she slowly opened her eyes. Simon’s face was inches from hers.

“Are we having breakfast soon? I’m hungry.”

Nora glanced at the alarm clock: almost eleven. She’d slept for nine hours. Her body felt stiff and heavy.

“Moooom, I’m starving.”

Nora pulled him close.

“OK, honey. Just let me wake up, and I’ll make us something. Come snuggle with me for a few minutes.”

She pulled back the covers, and Simon cuddled up to her. His hair still smelled of the shampoo from the previous night’s shower, a soft, clean smell that she inhaled gratefully.

She remembered last night’s failed attempt to play private eye, and buried her face in Simon’s shoulder.

“Are you awake now?” he said impatiently, giving her a gentle nudge. “I want breakfast. Toast and marmalade. And hot chocolate!”

Nora sighed.

“Coming right up, honey.”

The snow was falling harder as Thomas and Margit walked back to the village. The snowplow had been through, but their shoes left tracks in the fresh cover. The wind whistled softly in the pines lining the road.

Margit broke the silence.

“What are you thinking? You haven’t said a word since we left the Hammarsten house.”

Thomas stopped.

“I’m thinking about those rituals we discussed, wondering whether the kids were doing something that went wrong.”

“‘Went wrong’ like turned into murder?” Margit rubbed her hands together, trying to get warm. “Teenagers today get into all kinds of stuff, but Louise said that Lina wasn’t involved in anything like that.”

“No, but she also said they hadn’t been seeing as much of each other before Lina went missing. Maybe Lina didn’t tell Louise what she was up to.”

“We haven’t really found much to point us in that direction.”

“You’re absolutely right. It was just a thought.” Thomas set off again. “Where next?”

“Marianne Rosén, if she’s calmed down enough for us to talk to her. We need to ask if she knows anything about this Jakob. And your rituals.” Margit gave Thomas a meaningful look. “We can have a chat with Hanna Hammarsten at the same time.”

They walked farther, noting the animal tracks in the snow covering the tennis courts.

“I’m wondering if we should have a word with Sebastian’s parents,” Margit said as they reached the Sailors Restaurant.

“Really? It’s almost two years since Sebastian died.”

“It might be a waste of time, but we’re here anyway, and there aren’t too many families who had kids the same age as Lina.”

“Of course.”

Thomas realized his reluctance as personal, not professional. Even though the inquiry had cleared him, it might be difficult for the parents if he suddenly turned up on their doorstep.

He still remembered seeing the Östermans at Sebastian’s funeral. Thomas had gone to show respect. He’d sat all the way at the back of the packed chapel; he had recognized many of the islanders. The priest had spoken of the transience of life and what was waiting on the other side, even for a young life extinguished too soon.

But Thomas hadn’t joined the little procession that slowly made its way to the graveyard behind Fläskberget. Instead he’d hung back outside the chapel. It had been a beautiful late-summer’s day, and he’d been struck by the irony of the loveliness all around him. The sun sparkled on the sea. The scent of Sandhamn’s abundant roses drifted on the breeze. Far away in the distance, he could hear the laughter of a small child.

When the mourners had disappeared from view, Thomas sank down onto the steps outside the green chapel door. He buried his face in his hands and allowed the tears to come. He didn’t really know whether he was weeping for his own daughter or for the recently deceased teenager; all he knew was that the surge of grief was too powerful to fight.

After a little while he pulled himself together and put on his sunglasses to hide his red-rimmed eyes. He went down to the harbor, got in his launch, and went home to Harö.

The memory was still painful.

“We’ll split up,” he said. “I’ll take Marianne Rosén; you go and see the Östermans.”

“Sounds good. Where do they live?”

“Right next door to the Mission House. I’ll show you.”

Thomas’s cell phone rang; he answered and spoke for a minute or two before slipping the phone in his back pocket.

“That was Nora. She heard we were on the island, and she’s invited us for coffee.”

“Works for me,” Margit said. “I can always handle an extra cup of coffee.”

In that way she was a perfect cop, Thomas thought. Margit never turned down coffee, which was almost always offered, no matter how bad the news they had come to deliver might be. Personally he preferred tea, though he usually accepted coffee to be polite. He could never summon up the enthusiasm his colleague showed at the prospect of a dripping Melitta filter.

“In that case I’ll see you when we’re done.”

“OK.”
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Sometimes Thorwald fantasized about what it would be like to grow up in a different family. He imagined a father placing an arm around his shoulders on the way to church. A mother who laughed with other women in the garden.

Vendela went around with her head down, eyes fixed on the ground. She hardly ever socialized with the other wives in the village, in spite of the fact that she’d lived on the island for over ten years. She had no friends, and they rarely had a visitor in their home.

His mother was never unpleasant, but she didn’t talk to anyone else unless it was absolutely necessary. It was as if she feared Gottfrid’s disapproval. As if she avoided forming any bonds in case they had to be severed.

Because she wasn’t born on Sandhamn, she had no relatives on the island either. Her parents still lived on Möja, but they were so old and sick that they could no longer manage to travel. Thorwald had barely seen his grandparents over the past few years. He knew he had cousins on Möja, but he couldn’t remember their names or what they looked like.

He was sitting at the table trying to do his homework, but his mind wandered. Vendela was busy sorting a huge pile of laundry in the middle of the floor; the broad tiles had grown paler from years of scouring. Kristin Persdotter, one of the village laundresses, would be passing by soon to collect the month’s supply.

A substantial hole had been made in the ice just off Fläskberget, and Kristin could be seen in the afternoons, down on her knees, scrubbing the clothes. Then they were hung to dry, which often took several days in the damp, raw air.

When the ice melted, Kristin used a large wooden boat called Green Box. She would fill it to the brim with dirty laundry and row out into the bay; then the scrubbing and rinsing would begin again. Her hands were always red and her knuckles swollen from the cold water.

Thorwald longed for the end of winter, when the snow on the steps melted, patches of grass began to appear, and pale-green shoots emerged from his mother’s pelargoniums in the window.

“Thorwald, keep an eye on your sister while I take the laundry out to Kristin,” Vendela said.

Kristina was perched on top of the firewood box reading an old book of Thorwald’s. Her fair hair was pulled back in an elastic band at the back of her neck, but a few strands had escaped, curling around her ears. She loved reading, and happily immersed herself in his schoolbooks. He had realized long ago that she was a much better reader than he was. Kristina had taught herself the alphabet and could recite it like a bubbling stream. Gottfrid often smiled when she insisted on demonstrating her skills with childish eagerness.

But Thorwald, how he struggled. The letters danced before his eyes, and he sweated with sheer effort as he plodded through the pages, letter by letter, word by word. Yet, no matter how hard he worked, when he got to the classroom, he was incapable of regurgitating what he had learned. The words stuck in his throat. Sometimes he stayed awake all night, going over his homework for the following day, but still it all went wrong.

The classroom would fill with giggles as his schoolmates sighed and made faces.

“What an idiot,” someone whispered.

“He reads like a two-year-old,” someone else said.

Thorwald gritted his teeth and tried again, pretending not to notice their laughter, in spite of the pain deep inside.

Their teacher, Miss Edith, often gazed at him with a troubled expression as he stumbled through a sentence. She was a strict but not unpleasant woman who had arrived on the island a few years earlier. She used the cane much less than the previous teacher, Magister Norrby, and the children liked her. However, she refused to tolerate any nonsense.

One day she called Thorwald in during recess. She was standing by the black iron stove, with her dachshund beside her enjoying the warmth. She looked concerned rather than cross as she explained that she would like to speak to Thorwald’s parents about his difficulties. He might need to repeat a year, particularly if he was to go on to high school, as his father wished.

Thorwald was horrified. He begged and pleaded with her not to contact his mother and father.

Miss Edith was taken aback.

“But Thorwald, I only want to help you. I can see how hard you’re working, but you’re not really getting anywhere.”

Thorwald clenched his fists in his pockets. He didn’t dare contemplate what would happen if his father was called to the school. He must stop Miss Edith from speaking to his parents.

“Father is ill,” he said, his eyes fixed on the floor. “He mustn’t be upset. The doctor said.”

The lie just slipped out, but it served its purpose.

“Oh, I didn’t know that,” Miss Edith said, putting down her pen. “He looked fine the last time I saw him down in the harbor, but if that’s the case, maybe we shouldn’t make the situation any worse right now.”

Thorwald nodded eagerly. He’d broken yet another commandment, but it was better to lie than to incur his father’s wrath.

“I’ll work harder,” he promised.

“Thorwald?”

Kristina’s voice made him jump.

“What does this mean?” She held out the open book. “If the cock drinks drips from the roof on St. Matthew’s Day, the ox shall drink from open water on Lady Day.”

She read with perfect ease; the words flowed without the slightest difficulty.

Thorwald was consumed with envy. Why was it so easy for her and so hard for him?

“Thorwald? What does it mean?”

“What do you think it means? If the thaw starts in February, then the ice will break up by the end of March,” he said, sounding crosser than he had intended.

Kristina’s bottom lip quivered. She had been expecting praise for her prowess.

“You read that really well,” he said, softening his tone.

Kristina’s face lit up. “Shall I read some more?”

Thorwald shook his head. “I have to do my work so I’ll get good marks.”

His stomach turned over as he uttered the words. He knew that his father hadn’t had the chance to continue his studies because he’d had to work to support the family. Gottfrid expected his son to go on to the higher education he himself had missed out on, but Thorwald’s grades were far too low.

“You stupid boy!” Gottfrid had exclaimed when he saw the grades Thorwald brought home at Christmas. “Do I have to hammer some sense into that thick head of yours?”

Thorwald had no idea how he could possibly improve his grades enough to win a place at school on the mainland, even if he repeated a year. His skill lay in his hands, not his head. The things that came so easily to Kristina were impossible for him, no matter how hard he tried.

I’m an numbskull, he thought as he bent over his book once more. A useless numbskull.





CHAPTER 27

Louise stared blankly at the screen. She was still sitting on the sofa in the living room, with her knees tucked underneath her. As soon as the cops had left she had logged on to chat, but the keys remained untouched. She hesitated. Should she share the questions the police had asked her?

She chewed her right thumbnail. Should she have kept quiet about Jakob? The knot of anxiety was growing in her belly. If he found out what she’d said, he’d go completely crazy. She’d seen it several times. But when he wasn’t like that, Louise got why Lina had fallen for him. He was super good-looking, and one of the coolest guys on the island. He was also a fantastic sailor, and all the girls were after him.

Secretly, Louise had been a little jealous when Lina hooked up with Jakob, even though he treated her so badly—especially when he was drunk. Louise didn’t know anyone else who was so radically changed by alcohol. Most of her friends got loud and silly, but that was all. If they drank too much, they eventually fell asleep, or went to throw up. But Jakob got aggressive; he could lose it over nothing.

The thumbnail was bitten all the way down, the cuticle bleeding slightly.

Please don’t let Jakob find out I was the one who blabbed to the cops.


When Margit knocked on the Östermans’ door, it opened almost immediately, and she was confronted by an overweight, middle-aged woman wearing a pair of loose-fitting pants and a green sweater. The gray hair was scraped back off her face. She looked inquiringly at Margit, who quickly introduced herself and asked if she could come in.

“Sure,” Ingrid Österman said quietly. She led the way to a cramped living room off the hallway. A pine sofa with striped brown cushions sat against one wall.

“Coffee?” she said, her face half turned away.

Margit was pleased; making coffee was a ritual that usually had a calming effect on most of the people she visited in the line of duty.

“Please, if it’s not too much trouble.”

Ingrid was already on her way to the kitchen. The sound of pouring told Margit that there was already a pot on. She sat down on the striped sofa. The walls were adorned with framed reproductions and the odd watercolor with an archipelago motif. An old-fashioned sideboard in polished mahogany clashed with the rest of the furniture. There was a large photograph of a teenage boy on top. It looked like a school photo; Margit recognized the typical blue background. The broad smile and the anticipation in those young eyes made her sigh. Sebastian had been just seventeen when he died.

Such a waste.

She couldn’t help thinking about her own girls. At the moment there was an ongoing debate within the family about what time they had to be home, and the rules on behavior. As a cop she had seen far too many kids in a truly lamentable state. She’d driven home drugged-up youngsters barely old enough for high school. She knew exactly what happened on the streets of Stockholm and its suburbs, and she had formulated her guidelines accordingly.

She couldn’t imagine how someone managed to carry on when they’d lost a child. How did they survive? Marianne Rosén must also be asking herself those questions right now, Margit thought.

Ingrid returned with a tray. She glanced shyly at Margit as she sat down and passed her a cup of coffee and a little milk pitcher.

“I wanted to ask you a few questions in connection with Lina Rosén,” Margit began. “I hope that’s OK; it won’t take long.”

Ingrid nodded.

“I believe your son knew her.” Margit glanced at the photograph.

Another nod.

“Did they hang out together?”

“They both had summer jobs at the bakery. Sebastian helped out in the kitchen, and Lina worked in the shop with the other girls.”

“Did Sebastian ever say anything in particular about Lina?”

Ingrid countered with a question of her own. “Like what?”

“I don’t know. We’re just trying to find out more about her,” Margit said pleasantly. She raised the cup to her lips; the coffee was pretty weak. “Do you have any idea what might have happened to Lina?”

“No, I’m afraid not.”

It was proving difficult to get anything out of Ingrid Österman. Perhaps Thomas had been right, and there was no point digging up old memories. Still, it was worth another try.

“I’m wondering if your son spent a lot of time online? Had he joined any chat groups?”

Ingrid seemed embarrassed. “He wasn’t really into that kind of thing.”

“That’s good!” Margit exclaimed. “These days kids seem to be glued to their computers all the time.”

Her daughters pored over their laptops all day long, chatting with an endless stream of friends Margit hadn’t met and whose names she didn’t even know. Every time she came anywhere near the girls, they immediately flipped down the screen.

“He didn’t have his own computer—we couldn’t afford it.”

Margit could have bitten her tongue. Shit, she thought.

“I understand.”

She took another sip of coffee, trying to think of something to say that would make up for her insensitivity.

“Is your husband home?” she managed eventually.

“No.”

“Does he work?”

“Not anymore. Not since the Maritime Administration layoffs a few years ago.”

“Had he worked there for long?”

“All his life. But they had to make cuts, like everyplace else.” Ingrid smiled bitterly. “So they just let him go, at the age of fifty-seven, after spending his whole working life in the service of the state. There’s all this talk of rural regeneration, but when it comes down to it . . .”

She lowered her gaze.

“How did he take it?”

“Not well. Things have been difficult for us.”

Ingrid turned away as if she were ashamed. Her facial muscles twitched, and for a moment Margit thought she might start crying, but she pulled herself together and brushed a few crumbs off the cloth. Margit sympathized; first the husband lost his job, then their son died. Life definitely wasn’t fair.

“And what do you do?” she said gently.

“This and that. I’ve helped out at the day care center, but it’s not open at the moment; too few children on the island. And then I worked as a cleaner at the Sailors Hotel, but since Sebastian died I haven’t been able to do much. I’ve been on disability most of the time, as I am now.”

“He was your only child.”

Ingrid nodded, and her eyes filled with warmth.

“We couldn’t have any more. I was thirty-seven when Sebastian was born.”

So she wasn’t even fifty-seven yet, Margit thought. She looked ten years older.

“It was a difficult birth,” Ingrid went on. “He almost died; he was a breech baby. It was a miracle he survived.”

A tear ran down her cheek. “And then he died anyway.”

Margit gave the other woman a couple of minutes to compose herself, then she made one final attempt.

“Can I ask you whether Sebastian and his friends ever showed an interest in Norse mythology, or neo-paganism?”

“Not as far as I know.”

“No ancient rituals, sacrificial offerings, that kind of thing?”

Ingrid looked totally bewildered. “Why are you asking such strange questions about my son?” Red patches had appeared on her cheeks.

Margit shuffled uncomfortably. The conversation wasn’t going the way she had hoped; in fact, the woman opposite her seemed to be getting more and more agitated.

“Isn’t it bad enough that he’s dead? Killed by the police, you know! Why can’t you leave us in peace?”

Margit let the comment pass.

“I’m almost done; just one more question. Did your son ever hang out with someone named Jakob Sandgren?”

“I don’t think so. What does he look like? Does he live on the island?”

“I don’t actually know what he looks like,” Margit admitted. “We don’t think he’s a permanent resident.”

Ingrid glanced at the photograph of her son. Her tortured expression spoke for itself, and her hands twisted in her lap as if they had a life of their own.

Margit stood up.

“Thank you for your time; I won’t disturb you any longer.”

“It’s fine. I’m not going anywhere.”

The hopelessness in those words stayed with Margit as she went out into the cold once more.





CHAPTER 28

“Daddy wants to talk to you.”

Simon passed her the phone, and Nora knew there was no escape. She could hardly hang up in front of her son. Reluctantly she got up and went into the kitchen so that he wouldn’t hear.

“Hello.”

“Finally! Do you know how many times I’ve tried you? Why the hell haven’t you called me back?”

“Because I don’t want to talk to you.”

“For goodness sake, be reasonable!”

“Why should I?”

She knew she sounded like a defiant child, but she couldn’t help it.

“You can’t pretend I don’t exist. We need to discuss the future, if nothing else. And the boys—how are Adam and Simon?”

“Fine.”

Henrik sighed.

“Nora, you must realize you can’t stay on Sandhamn. It could be dangerous. I want you to bring the boys home right now.”

The familiar voice sliced through her. It was worse, much worse, when he sounded concerned than when he yelled at her.

“Please come home.”

She almost gave in. She remembered his soft hand against her cheek, the smell of him she’d inhaled so many times. We loved each other, she thought as the tears sprang to her eyes. I loved you so much, Henrik.

The image that had haunted her the past few nights rose in her mind: his naked body with another woman, skin on skin. Their bed, tainted forever. She never wanted to sleep beside him again. She didn’t even want to go back to the house in Saltsjöbaden. Her throat ached; she had to force out the words.

“I’m staying here. I need to think things over in peace and quiet.” She gritted her teeth to stop herself from crying.

Henrik’s voice took on a different tone.

“Listen to me, Nora. I’m very worried about the three of you. I don’t want you there.”

“We’re not coming back before the end of the week. It’s best that way.”

“For God’s sake, Nora! If you don’t bring the boys home, I will come and get them. You cannot stay on the island. I won’t allow it.”

That was the final straw.

“Don’t you dare show your face here!”

“Don’t tell me what I can or can’t do—they’re my kids, too!”

Nora took a deep breath.

“You should have thought of that before you went to bed with that woman.”

“Her name is Marie.”

“I don’t want to know what her name is!”

Was that her voice, yelling like that? She had to calm down; she didn’t want to scare Simon.

“Don’t get hysterical. Surely we can talk to each other like adults—is that too much to ask?”

Yes, it is, Nora thought.

“If you set foot in this house, I will call the police.”

She heard a sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line.

“Have you lost your mind?”

“And I’ll inform the hospital that you’re having a relationship with a nurse. What do the ethical guidelines have to say about that kind of thing, Henrik?”

The aggressive words took her by surprise; she didn’t recognize herself. She felt ashamed, but she had no intention of taking anything back. Henrik had only himself to blame. She wasn’t the one who had put them in this position.

Anyway, it worked.

“We’ll talk about this when you’ve calmed down. Answer your phone when I call.”

Henrik hung up, and Nora was left sitting there clutching the phone. She hid her face in her hands.





Sandhamn 1926

They’d gotten up early that morning, before four—before sunrise, in fact. Mother had supplied them with a substantial packed breakfast of fried bacon and soft bread, along with freshly brewed ersatz coffee. Father had taken out the shotguns, then they’d walked down to the north jetty where the skiff was moored, safely sheltered from the wind. As they got nearer Thorwald could see their neighbors, the Bergströms, packing their boat for the same mission. It was time for the spring hunting trip.

A little shiver of joy ran through Thorwald. It was exciting to join Father on the hunt, and he was determined to do well. They usually shot merganser, eider, and long-tailed ducks, and the new Belgian double-barreled shotgun Father had ordered from Stockholm seemed like a fine weapon.

The first time Thorwald was allowed to accompany his father, he was only nine years old, hardly bigger than the gun itself. The following day his cheek and shoulder were black and blue; he had been too small to handle the recoil, but his pride when his father uttered a few words of praise at the number of birds he’d bagged knew no bounds.

He had loved the spring shoot ever since.

They rowed to the outer skerries where the Eknö estate held the hunting rights. It was important to be on the right side of the birds’ flight path—otherwise, they risked missing out. Before going home, they’d also collect some eggs, particularly eider eggs with their reddish yolks, which were a family favorite. Thorwald could picture his mother’s face breaking into a broad smile when he returned with a basket full of eggs. Over the next few days she would make duck soup, shiny with grease, and delicious oven-baked pancakes.

His father rowed without a word. Thorwald was sitting in the prow, and after a little while he relaxed; Gottfrid enjoyed hunting and was usually in a good mood on these occasions, particularly if the outing proved successful.

This time, everything would be fine.

Last year he had missed over and over again, and in the end his father had hit him hard and taken the gun away. However, in the past few weeks, Gottfrid had been unusually contented. He had been promoted at work, and Vendela had sewn a new badge onto his uniform. When he came home with the big news, he’d even brought candy for both children. They had sat around the kitchen table while he proudly told them all about it.

The customs inspector had come over to Gottfrid’s desk to congratulate him. They shook hands, and Gottfrid was given a document with an impressive seal.

Vendela had smiled tentatively, and Kristina had thrown her arms around her daddy’s neck when she saw the candy.

“Thank you, Daddy, you’re the best,” she chirped.

Gottfrid laughed and ruffled her hair. Even Thorwald received a rare pat on the shoulder.

It had been one of the best times Thorwald could remember, which was why he’d been so happy when Gottfrid said he could come hunting again.


His father rowed with powerful strokes. The water rippled in barely visible waves in the morning breeze, and the islands drifted by like shadows.

Eventually they arrived. Before going ashore they laid out the decoys, generously smeared with tar and chalk and stuffed with finely shredded bracken fronds; these served as bait to attract the rare birds. Then they rowed the last few yards and dragged the boat up onto the rocks.

It was bitterly cold, but by now the darkness was beginning to give way to a faint glow in the sky. Soon a pale, reddish-yellow sun appeared, and it was just possible to see gray-white skerries on the horizon.

Thorwald carried the old, smaller shotgun as they made their way across the island, while his father held the new one in a firm grip. Beads of dew sparkled in the lichen.

From a distance came the sound of a shot; it must be the Bergströms, father and son, who usually hunted from the next reef. Gottfrid always scowled when the birds flew over the neighbors’ territory; he didn’t want the other villagers to grab the fattest booty right under his nose.

“Come here, boy,” he said, his eyes fixed on something gray approaching in the sky. The light still wasn’t good, and Thorwald had to squint to make out what it was, but after a few seconds he realized that it was a flock of ducks, flying with their necks extended, wings outstretched. They kept their distance from one another with perfect precision, in spite of the rapid beating of their wings.

Thorwald smiled. Their fine down was highly prized. Mother would be delighted. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see that his father was pleased too; after the winter’s diet of salted fish, fresh game would taste good, even though the dark flesh was tough and had to be cooked for a long time.

Thorwald raised the gun to his shoulder and waited. It was heavy, but he took careful aim. He was desperate to show his father that he was a good shot, that he deserved to come along.

Soon the flock would be within range.

His weight rested on his right knee, down on the damp lichen. Thorwald adjusted his balance slightly to get a firmer grip; the rocks were slippery, and he knew how powerful the recoil could be.

But just as he was about to fire, he heard another shot from the neighboring reef. He gave a start, which was all it took for his own gun to go off.

A hail of pellets flew past his father, out across the water, and the recoil made Thorwald lose his balance. He tried to find something to hold on to, but in vain. He tumbled over the edge, slithered helplessly down the slope, and landed on a flat rock.

The shotgun slipped out of his hand and was gone.





CHAPTER 29

Thomas contemplated the black metal cell phone as he ran his fingers over the buttons. He couldn’t stop thinking about Pernilla. It’d been a long time since he’d felt as lighthearted as during their dinner.

One tap and her number appeared. A quick text message couldn’t do any harm, could it?

Thanks for a lovely dinner. It was wonderful to see you again.

He was about to press “Send,” then he hesitated. Wonderful might be a bit much. He deleted it and wrote “very nice” instead. No, that sounded stiff and formal. He deleted it and wrote that it had been “great” to see her.

But he still wasn’t sure. What if she took it the wrong way? She was the one who had asked for the divorce. Just because they had dinner together, it didn’t mean she wanted him back in her life. She had shown surprising generosity in getting in touch with him at all, considering how he’d blamed her for Emily’s death.

A badly worded text was a pretty pathetic response.

He stamped his feet as he tried to make up his mind. One dinner for old times’ sake wasn’t something to get carried away over. Admittedly, she had said she’d like to see him again, but did she mean it? Was it a polite way of saying good-bye, the kind of thing people just said?

With a final glance at the display, which still showed Pernilla’s number, he slipped the phone back in his pocket.

He had almost reached the Rosén house, and then he was going to Nora’s.

The breath emerged from Nora’s mouth like an icy cloud. The Brand villa was enveloped in snow, and it was hard work trudging from the gate to the front door. The snow on the steps was several inches deep, and her boots sank in deep. Fortunately she had brought a broom along with her; she swept the steps and turned the key.

As usual, she felt a wave of happiness as soon as she opened the door and stepped inside, in spite of all the sad things that had happened. It was strange that a place could mean so much, but she had been coming to this house ever since she was a little girl, and she loved walking into its beautiful rooms with their high ceilings and leaded windows.

The chandelier and the grandfather clock in the dining room were a familiar sight, and she stood for a moment enjoying the fantastic view. Even with the overcast sky, it was possible to see right out across the bay, where the wind was whipping up white horses.

The temperature indoors was just a few degrees above freezing, so Nora kept her coat on. She had turned the heating way down to save money, but she didn’t dare switch it off completely. It wouldn’t do the old house any good if everything froze.

Slowly she wandered from room to room, checking that the windows were properly closed and that everything looked as it should. There were no mice in the traps, and Nora breathed a sigh of relief. Emptying mousetraps was always Henrik’s job. She was no wimp, but the thought of removing a little dead body made her shudder.

She sat down in the library for a while, resting her head on the little embroidered cushion in the wingback chair. Old books with ornate gold writing on the spines filled the shelves lining the walls. Works by August Strindberg, who had spent time on Sandhamn, stood side by side with titles by Verner von Heidenstam and Selma Lagerlöf.

I should read them someday, Nora thought to herself.

In the cozy atmosphere, her tense muscles began to relax. She remembered how close she’d been to giving in when Henrik kept pushing her to sell the house. She could still hear the prospective buyers’ curious voices, wealthy Swedes living in Switzerland who would have destroyed the place with their horrific renovation plans.

Now there was a sense of peace here, as if the house were resting, waiting to be brought back to life by a new family. There was a calmness in the walls that comforted her.

It would soon be time to make the house her own.

She glanced around the room. Frost covered the windows in a pretty floral pattern, as if someone had painstakingly applied little white strokes with a tiny brush.

An intense longing for Aunt Signe came over her. She so wished that her neighbor was still alive. Signe was a good listener, and she would have understood exactly how Nora felt.

“My dear child, this business with Henrik isn’t your fault!” she would have said. “You need to think about yourself and the boys. You’re so sensible and smart, you’ll get through it!”

Then she would have produced a plate of homemade raspberry buns and served tea. They would have sat down on the veranda and discussed how Nora was going to deal with a difficult situation.

And Nora would have felt much better.

With a sigh she got up from the well-used chair. She really did miss her darling “honorary grandma.” Her own mother, Susanne, was always so anxious; Nora found it hard to confide in her. She usually ended up consoling Susanne instead of the other way around, and she couldn’t cope with that right now.

She made a careless movement with her arm and bumped a paperweight on the desk. The heavy object crashed to the floor, dust whirling up around it. Nora picked it up and realized the whole place needed a good clean; she’d had neither the time nor the energy during the fall. She ran her finger over the desk, leaving a clear path through the dust. It was a beautiful piece of furniture, made of cherry wood with brass fittings that had darkened after many years in the damp climate. It reminded Nora that both Signe’s parents and paternal grandparents had lived here.

On a whim she opened the top drawer to find pens and scraps of paper in a heap. She spotted a goose feather that might have served as a writing implement long, long ago. She set it aside to take home to Simon.

The next drawer was the same, but the bottom one, twice as deep, was different. It contained an old shoebox, tied with a red silk ribbon.

Nora’s curiosity was aroused.

She took out the box and carefully undid the ribbon. When she removed the lid she saw a neat pile of notebooks. She picked up the top one, full of anticipation.

This book belongs to Karolina Brand, it said at the top of the first page, the handwriting childish and a little ornate.

Nora thought for a moment. Karolina Brand must have been Signe’s paternal aunt. She was born at the beginning of World War I, if Nora remembered correctly, in which case she would have been twelve or thirteen when she wrote this diary.

Nora sat down and leafed through the pages. The writing had faded but was still legible, and the style wasn’t as old-fashioned as she’d expected.

Karolina had written something every few days.

June 10, 1927

After supper I am going to the sewing bee at the Mission House with my darling mom. I can’t wait.

When we were tested on the catechism at Sunday school I knew the answers to lots of the questions. Mom was pleased, and praised me when we got home. Poor Thorwald gave the wrong answers, and his father got really mad with him.

I feel so sorry for him. He turned bright red and could hardly get a single word out. He’s very shy, I think, but wise and smart; I can see it in his eyes.

June 14, 1927

I played with Missan this afternoon. She has to be the cutest cat on the island, and she’s so clever—she understands everything I say. Then she lay on my knee, purring away.

June 20, 1927

Tomorrow is Midsummer’s Eve. I’m so looking forward to it! Visitors are coming from all over the place, from Harö and Möja, and I’m sure the lighthouse keepers from Grönskär will sail across too as they usually do. In the morning we will row over to Kroksö to gather flowers and birch twigs to decorate the pole.

If only Mom would let me join in the dancing, like André. She says I have to turn thirteen first. I really, really wish she would let me; it would be wonderful!

Nora shivered. The cold was getting to her, and she had started to lose feeling in her toes. Time to go home to her warm house; Thomas and Margit would be over for coffee soon.

She ran her hand over the black cover of the notebook and smiled. It was eighty years since Karolina had written her diary, but she lived on through her words.

Nora stood up, but she couldn’t bring herself to put the shoebox back in the drawer. There was something fascinating about Karolina’s account of days gone by.

She went into the kitchen and dug out a plastic bag from under the sink. Maybe Karolina’s account of her everyday life would take Nora’s mind off her problems and help her to get to sleep at a reasonable hour.





Sandhamn 1926

The fear that seized him when he realized the shotgun was gone was worse than anything he had ever experienced. His nose was bleeding, but he didn’t care.

He slithered down the last part of the rock and stared into the cloudy water. It might be several yards deep; it was impossible to see more than an inch or two below the surface. He would never be able to find the gun. Father would be livid.

He kept on looking, but the only thing he saw was the reflection of his own terrified eyes. Guns were expensive, and he knew how careful his father was when it came to money.

Blood dripped from his nose, forming a little puddle on the rock. It trickled into a crevice and mingled with the rainwater.

Thorwald knelt down and stuck his arm in the ice-cold water, but there was nothing there. His arm was freezing, but he tried over and over again.

Then he heard footsteps. His father must have gone around and made his way to the water’s edge. Feverishly Thorwald thrashed in the water with his hand.

“Where’s your gun?” Gottfrid was standing right behind him.

“I don’t know,” Thorwald whispered. “Please don’t be angry, Father. It slipped out of my hand. I didn’t do it on purpose, I swear I didn’t.”

The look in his father’s eyes was enough to shut him up. As was the heavy blow that followed. It knocked Thorwald sideways, and he hit his head on the flat rock. When he tried to get up, he could barely hear in his right ear. He tried to focus, but everything was spinning. It was a few minutes before he managed to get to his knees, and he still felt dizzy and disoriented when he stood up.

“Take off your clothes.”

Thorwald hesitated. What did Father mean?

“You heard what I said—or you can go in with your clothes on.”

Clumsily Thorwald got undressed. The temperature was scarcely above freezing, and he immediately started shaking.

“In you go, and don’t come out until you’ve found the gun.”

Gottfrid’s voice was low but left Thorwald no choice.

He made one last attempt to peer through the gloom, then he took a deep breath and took the plunge.

The water was pitch black; he couldn’t see a thing, and the icy cold pierced his body like a series of barbs. It wasn’t as deep as he had thought; he soon touched the bottom, but all he could feel was slimy seaweed and tangles of rockweed. He fumbled blindly for the gun, terrified to come up without it, and forced himself to stay down as long as he could. He felt as if his lungs were about to burst.

Air, he needed air.

As he broke the surface he was looking straight into his father’s eyes. Gottfrid was crouching on the flat rock, staring at his son as if he wished he were dead.

“Have you found it?”

“Please let me come out, Father—please!”

His voice sounded like a five-year-old’s, a high, shrill, childish voice that even Thorwald didn’t recognize. His teeth were chattering so hard that the words came out in short, staccato bursts.

“I’ll do anything you want, I’ll never drop anything again, just let me come out! I’m freezing to death.”

Thorwald started to cry. He had never been so cold in his entire life. If he stood on tiptoe, the water reached his chin; his fingers were numb, and he could no longer feel his feet.

I’m going to die, he thought. This time I’m going to die.

He remembered when he’d stolen the apples, and his father had picked up the straight razor. He’d been afraid that his father was going to kill him, but he’d escaped with just a bare scalp. Now he was in trouble again, and it was no one’s fault but his own. He deserved to die. He was worthy of no other fate.

Gottfrid sighed heavily as he gazed out to sea, beyond Thorwald. For a few seconds he seemed completely absorbed in his thoughts, as if an old memory had popped up, overshadowing his son’s pathetic sobs.

Thorwald took a deep breath and dived one last time. He groped across the seabed in the icy water, and suddenly his fingers closed around something long and hard.

He had found it.

With stiff muscles he moved slowly toward the shore. He held out the gun, and his father took it, then hauled the boy out. Thorwald remained on his knees as if in prayer; he couldn’t move. His legs were shaking so much he feared they’d never again support his weight.

Gottfrid set off toward the boat. Summoning the last of his strength, Thorwald managed to get to his feet. He struggled to pull on his clothes, then stumbled after his father who was already sorting out the boat. He pushed it into the water and clambered in.

On the trip home Gottfrid uttered not one word. He sat behind Thorwald with a grim expression in his face, his heavy breathing mixing with the sound of gunfire from the neighboring reefs and skerries.

Thorwald rowed as fast as he could to try and raise his body temperature. His hands were so stiff with cold that he was scared of losing his grip on the oars.

I don’t deserve to live. The words pounded inside his head, over and over again. He thinks I’m useless. His son is a worthless, useless idiot. He doesn’t care whether I live or die.

It was several days before he recovered, and he remained hard of hearing in his right ear for the rest of his life.





CHAPTER 30

Hanna Hammarsten opened the door. Thomas introduced himself, and she let him in without hesitation.

“Marianne’s in the kitchen,” she said quietly.

“Is her husband back?”

Hanna shook her head. “No, not until this afternoon. I think he had to sign some papers for the pathologist, if I understood correctly.”

Thomas nodded. Regardless of the tragedy that had befallen Marianne and Anders Rosén, the demands of bureaucracy were implacable. The process knew no mercy.

He followed Hanna into the warm kitchen. A fire was crackling in the old-fashioned wood-burning stove, but the cozy atmosphere contrasted sharply with the woman sitting at the table.

Marianne Rosén looked appalling. Her hair was uncombed, and she was gaunt and hollow-eyed. She was wearing a warm navy-blue cardigan, but she looked frozen solid. She clung to her coffee mug as if for dear life. She looked up as Thomas came in.

“How are you?” he said gently.

“Not good.”

“I realize things are very difficult right now, but I do need to ask you a few questions. I’ll keep it as brief as possible.”

She gave a faint nod.

Hanna sat down next to Marianne and took her hand.

“It’s about a former boyfriend of Lina’s,” Thomas began. “His name is Jakob Sandgren—do you know him?”

“The Sandgrens’ son,” Hanna interjected. “They have a house in Trouville, not far from us. I know the parents. Why do you ask?”

“Your daughter, Louise, told us that he and Lina were together last summer, and that he didn’t treat her too well.”

Hanna glanced at Marianne, who showed little reaction to Thomas’s words. She stared into her coffee with no change of expression.

“I don’t remember,” she said eventually. “I don’t know anything anymore.”

Hanna caught Thomas’s eye. “Come with me—we can talk about this in the living room.”

She got up and left the kitchen, and Thomas followed her into a large room with windows on both sides. A generous sectional sofa dominated the space, and the coffee table was strewn with newspapers.

Hanna sat down on the sofa. Thomas thought she must be around forty-five years old; she was slender, with shoulder-length brown hair, and she was wearing jeans and a thick sweater.

“Marianne is devastated. Maybe I can answer some of your questions so she can rest for a little longer.”

“Sure.”

“You wanted to know about Jakob Sandgren?”

“Like I said, Louise told us that he and Lina were in a relationship last summer, and that it wasn’t”—he searched for the right expression—“without problems. I’m trying to find out more; I’d appreciate anything you can tell me.”

Hanna nodded and settled back.

“A lot of kids enjoy being out here for the summer. There’s plenty of work, and they can have fun and earn some money at the same time. Lina and Louise worked in the bakery and the kiosk; there’s a whole bunch of them, and everyone knows everyone else. Jakob Sandgren was part of the gang.”

She made a face.

“They do party. And they drink too much; it’s hard to avoid. As a parent, you’re just glad they’re out here on the island instead of in town, where you don’t have a clue where they are or what they’re doing. It feels safer here; it’s an island, after all.” Her voice wobbled. “At least that’s the way it felt until Lina disappeared.”

“How well do you know Jakob Sandgren?”

“I know who he is. We don’t socialize with his parents, but we say hello if we bump into them in the village.”

“Did you know he mistreated Lina?”

“I didn’t know about it until after they’d split up.” She hesitated. “Louise told me how Jakob had behaved; she was very upset about it. I believe he actually hit her a few times.”

Thomas’s ears pricked up. Louise hadn’t admitted that there was physical violence, but she had avoided answering Margit’s direct question.

“Are you sure?”

Hanna nodded, distaste written all over her face.

“Louise hinted that he’d slapped her from time to time—that was how she put it, but she didn’t want to go into detail, and I didn’t want to push her too hard.”

“Why not?”

Hanna sighed. “Do you have kids?”

Thomas shook his head.

“It’s not always easy to communicate with teenage girls. Everyday chat is OK—how was school today? What are you doing this weekend? But when it comes to important things, like relationships, friends, how boys should treat girls . . .”

She broke off and ran a hand through her hair.

“And besides, it was hard to believe, if I’m completely honest. Jakob Sandgren is a parent’s dream: he’s good-looking and incredibly polite, or at least he was on the few occasions when I met him. He’s at the Stockholm School of Economics now; he started in the fall. You need top grades to get in there.” She spread her hands wide. “Then again, Louise doesn’t usually lie to me.”

“When did you find out about this?”

“Let me see, when was it?” Hanna leaned back on the sofa and thought for a moment. “Maybe around the end of September, a few months after it had happened. After the fact, anyway.”

“What made Louise bring it up?”

“We’d been watching a TV show together, about teenage relationships and the importance of being able to set boundaries. Afterward Louise wanted to talk about what Lina had been through; she couldn’t understand why Lina had let things with Jakob go on for so long.”

“Have you spoken to Marianne about this?”

Hanna shook her head; she looked troubled.

“No, I haven’t.”

“Why not?”

“Louise told me in confidence, and Lina had already split up with Jakob. It was too late to do anything about it, and Louise would have gone crazy if she found out that I’d told Lina’s mom. She would never trust me again.”

“And you didn’t speak to the boy’s parents either?”

“No . . . Maybe I should have. I hate the idea of a young man abusing his girlfriend, but I didn’t know what to say. I’d heard it secondhand from Louise, and like I said, I barely know Jakob’s parents.”

“How much do you think Marianne knows about this?”

Hanna frowned and ran her hand over a cushion. It was covered in a floral fabric that matched the sofa.

“I doubt she knows anything at all.”

She picked up the cushion and hugged it—a vulnerable gesture that Thomas had seen before.

“I think Lina kept a lot to herself. Louise is much more open with me than Lina was with Marianne. Lina thought her mom was way too overprotective.”

Hanna’s eyes brimmed with unshed tears, and she pushed back her hair once more.

“But it didn’t do any good, did it? She’s dead.”

“Thank you so much for telling me all this,” Thomas said. “Do you happen to know the names of Jakob’s parents, and where in the city they live?”

“Urban and Lena; they have an apartment in Vasastan, if I remember right.”

As soon as Thomas had closed the front door behind him, he took out his cell phone. Erik Blom answered right away.

“I need you to check out a guy called Jakob Sandgren. He’s around twenty, and his parents live in Vasastan. Their names are Urban and Lena Sandgren, and they also have a house on Sandhamn. Find out as much as you can about the kid and his family.”

“OK. Anything else?”

“Bring him in for questioning tomorrow morning when I’m back. And contact Anders Rosén, Lina’s father—see if he knows anything about this.”

He switched his phone to the other hand. “By the way, how’s Kalle doing with the profiling? Has he come up with anything?”

“Not that I know of, but we’ll be in touch.” Erik broke off and started coughing. “Sorry about that. Oh, I spoke to Victor Sjöström, Lina’s boyfriend from Uppsala. I got hold of him a little while ago.”

“And what did he say?”

“Same as before: that he spent the weekend of November 4 in Härnösand. Not much else; he seemed very shocked by the whole thing.”

“Did you ask if Lina was interested in rituals or blood sacrifices?”

“Yes—he’d never heard her talk about anything like that. He didn’t really understand what I meant.”

Thomas ended the call and mulled over what Erik had said. Victor Sjöström was probably telling the truth, and right now there were more important things to follow up on.

Jakob Sandgren, for example.





Sandhamn 1927

Kristina hurried on ahead with her basket over her arm. Vendela plodded along behind her, already out of breath even though they had only been walking for a few minutes.

Thorwald brought up the rear, eyes downcast, hardly even looking where he was going.

They were on their way to the sand field to pick mushrooms. Thousands of flowers bloomed in the sand each spring, and at this time of year, the fungus known as man on horseback or yellow knight was in plentiful supply; it flourished among the sparse pine trees. The dark-yellow caps were often hidden in the sand, and it took skill to find them. Vendela was the best; she had often gone mushroom picking with her mother when she was a little girl.

Gottfrid had gone to Stockholm on the steamboat; it had something to do with work, and he would be away for four days. The atmosphere at home had lightened considerably.

Before long, they reached their goal, and the search could begin. Vendela stood back and surveyed the field for a little while. The ground dropped away steeply; large amounts of sand had been removed over the years to use as ballast on the big ships. This had been going on since the eighteenth century, and the pit was like an open wound inflicted without any thought about the fact that it would never heal.

People said a little boy had once suffocated when he tried to scramble out and the sand came cascading down over him. Whenever the story was told, Vendela refused to listen; she didn’t want to know whether it was true or not. It was too dreadful to think about.

To the left they could just see Sandhamnshåle, the narrow but deep sound through which a number of vessels passed on their way to the capital. Several large ships were anchored on the right, waiting for the pilot to come and guide them.

Vendela wished she could sail away to Möja, where some of her siblings still lived. How she longed to go back there! She could feel something inside her at its breaking point, and she took a deep breath to hold it all in.

“Look, Mommy!” Kristina called from the edge of the trees. She was holding up two mushrooms.

“Good girl!” Vendela moved her basket to the other hand and set off toward the children.

Thorwald saw her coming and straightened up. Vendela contemplated him with sadness. Her son was an awkward, unhappy boy who struggled in school. He was shy, and rarely dared open his mouth, particularly when Gottfrid was around. His grades were nowhere near as good as his father thought they should be, and the stricter Gottfrid was, the worse Thorwald did. Most of all he struggled with reading and writing; he just couldn’t seem to make any progress.

Vendela was all too familiar with that feeling; letters didn’t make much sense to her either. That was why she preferred to keep quiet, to avoid drawing attention to herself so no one would realize how stupid she was.

When she was younger, she had hidden behind her appearance. Her lovely blond hair and those blue eyes enchanted everyone around her; no one expected her to be smart on top of it.

She was constantly worried that someone would discover her secret and expose the fact that she was too useless to learn anything. She could barely read bible verses, which meant she wasn’t even worthy of the beauty others praised. She had known that since she was a child.

It was a relief when her body grew bloated and that beauty was buried under layers of fat. It lessened the gulf between the outside and the inside, and the risk of being found out was no longer so frightening. She was equally wretched on both counts.

“Mom.” Thorwald was calling her.

Vendela kept walking, the hem of her black skirt brushing the ground. It was covered in a layer of fine gray sand, as were her boots. She kept an eye out for mushrooms as she went.

“Mom,” Thorwald said again.

They were only yards apart now. The boy looked nervous, his eyes were full of sorrow. He seemed to be working up to something important. He opened his mouth, and although he spoke quietly, she heard him with heartbreaking clarity.

“Why doesn’t he like me?”

The question hung in the air; they both knew who he meant.

Gottfrid’s absolute power was never mentioned at home. It was a truth that didn’t need to be spoken out loud; it was as self-evident as it was incontrovertible. Gottfrid’s word was law.

Now Thorwald had brought it out into the light of day.

Gottfrid didn’t like his own son.

Slowly Vendela lowered her basket to the ground. She took a step toward the boy, but stopped and tried to think. She desperately wanted to offer him an acceptable explanation, something that could ease his pain.

“Wherever did you get such a foolish idea?” she said. “Thou shalt honor thy father and thy mother—that’s what it says in the bible.”

Her response was all wrong—she could see that right away in his eyes. What was she thinking? She should have consoled him instead of chastising him. He was only thirteen years old; he needed a father who could provide support and guidance, but Gottfrid was totally indifferent. It had been the same ever since the child was born. Sometimes the indifference turned to rage, which was even worse. There was only one person in the family her husband cared about, and Vendela had known for years that it wasn’t her.

They carried the same burden, she and her son.

Thorwald seemed to pluck up more courage, even though she saw the fear in his eyes. She recognized that fear—it was the same as her own.

She didn’t have an answer that would make him feel better, but she understood the effort it had taken to ask the question. She had no intention of telling him to be quiet. She had sought refuge in silence for far too long, and now the habit was so ingrained that she no longer knew if there was any other way.

It was too late for her, but maybe not for Thorwald. If only she knew how to help him. The sense of impotence was suffocating.

She looked around, stalling. She ran a hand over her hair; it was peppered with gray, pulled into a tight bun at the back of her neck, just above the collar of her dress.

“He doesn’t like me.”

It wasn’t even a question; it was an assertion. His voice was monotone, as if he couldn’t bear to reveal what he was feeling, but his chin trembled and his hands were pushed deep inside his pockets.

Years of disappointment filled her son’s eyes. The unresolved sorrow over Gottfrid’s lack of love made her own eyes fill with tears as well.

Her words were suffused with despair when she spoke.

“Sometimes I think your father has loved only two people in his whole life, and they both have the same name.”

She glanced over at her daughter, squatting in the sand as she searched for sulfur-yellow caps. Then she clumsily reached out her hand to Thorwald, but he took a step back as if he didn’t want to accept what she had said.

He’s so thin, she thought, no more than skin and bones. And his face is old, old and unhappy. What has he done to you, my son? What have we done to you?

And yet she knew there was nothing she could do. She had neither the strength nor the cunning to force Gottfrid to change. The bitterness within her husband, the deep conviction that he must follow the words of the bible to the letter, the rage that increasingly replaced love and forgiveness—she couldn’t do anything about any of it.

She feared his moods and she feared his punishments. Fear colored her existence and ruled their lives. She did not dare step in when Gottfrid disciplined their son.

She failed Thorwald every day, and the shame was choking her.

I can’t do it, she thought. God has not given me enough strength. It’s not my fault.

“Your father can’t help it,” she ventured. “God has given him a heavy burden to bear.”

That was the best she could come up with. She spread her hands wide in an apologetic gesture. “Life hasn’t been easy for him.”

Something in Thorwald’s eyes changed. He looked at her with contempt, just like Gottfrid did when she was guilty of some stupid behavior that he couldn’t tolerate.

“Do you seriously believe that God made Father like this? Do you?” His voice had risen to a falsetto. He threw down his basket and ran.

“Thorwald!”

Vendela shouted after him, but she knew it was a waste of time. The boy needed to be left in peace. The only consolation was that Gottfrid was away; otherwise she would have had to invent excuses.

“Mom?”

Kristina came skipping over, looking puzzled; her brother had already reached the pine trees.

“Where’s Thorwald going? I thought we were supposed to pick mushrooms.”

Vendela gazed at her daughter, her beautiful, sweet little girl who was the apple of her father’s eye, and suddenly she knew exactly how to use that fact to her advantage.

A heavy weight fell upon her breast, leaving her barely able to speak. She bent down as if she had suddenly spotted a particularly fine mushroom in the sand.

“Mom?”

“He’s a little bit upset, honey, but he’ll be fine.” She repeated the words, as if to convince herself. “He’ll be fine. Absolutely fine.”





CHAPTER 31

Thomas opened the door of Nora’s house without knocking.

“Hello?”

“Come on in and close the door quickly,” Nora’s voice came from upstairs, as Simon appeared from nowhere.

“And how’s my godson today?” Thomas picked the boy up in his strong arms. “Do you want to fly?”

He swung the child around as best he could in the small hallway, then pretended to drop him. Simon was beaming, and Thomas gave him a big hug before putting him down.

“You’re getting heavy, young man; soon I won’t be able to lift you.”

Nora came down the stairs and kissed him lightly on the cheek.

“Hi. Coffee’s almost ready. Where’s Margit?”

“She’s on her way; we split up.”

They went into the kitchen where three mugs had already been set out, along with a plate of cinnamon buns and gingerbread cookies. They sat down and Nora poured the coffee.

“Where’s Adam?” Thomas asked.

“Over at a friend’s. He’s growing up; sometimes I hardly see him.” Nora’s smile betrayed a hint of melancholy. “But it’s good that he’s not sitting at home brooding over what happened in the forest. Do you remember Annie, my friend who’s a psychologist?”

Thomas shook his head.

“She said it’s important to keep things as normal as possible, so that the horrible memories fade away.” Nora picked up a box of matches and lit the candle in the glass lantern in the middle of the table.

There was a knock on the door, and she went to answer it. Thomas heard Margit come in; she hung up her jacket before she came into the kitchen and sat down beside him.

Margit shivered. “Goodness, it’s cold out there today!”

Nora leaned forward and looked at the thermometer outside the kitchen window. “Practically a record.”

“Do you know the Sandgren family?” Thomas said as he helped himself to a cookie.

“The Sandgrens?” Nora thought for a moment. “They have a place by the shore in Trouville. They haven’t been on the island for long.”

“What does ‘long’ mean on Sandhamn?” Thomas wondered. “Twenty years?”

“More like five or six. They’re not very popular. They put up a fence leading down to the water, and it’s difficult to get by. There’s a lot of tension here about the right to walk around the island.”

“But if it’s their property?” Margit said.

“Yes, but we’ve always been able to walk the shoreline, so when new homeowners try to stop that, everyone gets very upset.”

“Upsetting people on a small island like Sandhamn doesn’t seem like such a smart idea,” Margit said.

“No, it isn’t.”

“Do you ever have anything to do with them?” Thomas asked.

“No. They’re in their fifties; their kids are much older than ours.”

“They have a son, Jakob—do you know him?”

Nora frowned. “About twenty or so?”

“Yes.”

“Does he sail?”

“I have no idea.”

“I’m just wondering if Jakob was the one involved in a sailing accident during the regatta a few years ago. Henrik told me about it. A boy got hit in the head by a boom and had to be flown to a hospital in Stockholm. Henrik was there racing, and he helped out while they were waiting for the helicopter.” She stirred her coffee. “Why do you ask?”

“His name has come up in our investigation,” Thomas explained. “Anything else you know about him?”

Nora reached for a cookie.

“Not really, but there is something I wanted to tell you.” She hesitated briefly. “It seems as if someone is spying on the Rosén house late at night.”





CHAPTER 32

Nora had gone to bed at the same time as the boys in an effort to get a good night’s sleep, but she ended up lying wide awake anyway, her thoughts all over the place.

What if the unknown watcher came back tonight? What should she do?

Thomas and Margit had said it was probably just someone taking a late stroll who’d happened to stop for a moment. That reassured her initially, but now the anxiety was back.

Eventually she gave up, pulled on her robe, and went down to the kitchen. She would have one more glass of wine to help her nod off. She knew she shouldn’t drink every night, but she opened the pantry anyway without switching on the light, and took out the box of Australian red. A little wine would help her relax, especially if she downed it fast so that the effect would kick in quickly.

She ventured a glance through the window; the Rosén house was in darkness. The roof blended into the night sky, and the old lilac hedge was completely covered in snow.

No one was standing outside Lina’s home tonight.

Nora sighed in relief. The strange figure had really scared her, as had her unexpected encounter with Pelle Forsberg. She realized she’d been reluctant to look out, and more frightened than she’d allowed herself to admit.

A sudden noise made her jump. It sounded as if someone was trying the front door handle. Nora knew the door was locked—she had checked earlier, before she’d sat down to watch TV. Now someone was knocking. Who could it be at this time of night? It was after eleven.

She put down her glass and tried to think. Should she answer? Another knock, fainter this time. Should she switch on the light, look out the window, or stay where she was, in darkness? She decided to stay put; she didn’t have the nerve to do anything else.

Another knock.

Did someone really need her? She couldn’t possibly open the door right now. She pressed herself against the wall.

Where was the toolbox?

She edged over to the cleaning closet and groped around. Her fingers closed on a handle: the hammer. That made her feel a little better. She stood between the kitchen and the hallway gripping the weapon and cursing Henrik; it was his fault she was here on Sandhamn, frightened and alone, with two small boys.

If she’d had her phone she could have called Thomas, but it was in the living room, and she’d left the lamp on when she’d gone to bed. She would be visible from outside if she went in there; no way.

She realized then how easy it would be for someone to break in. All they had to do was smash a pane of glass, reach through, and unlock the door. The house was filled with light thanks to all the windows, but now they seemed to be staring ominously at her, black panes of glass concealing a potential intruder. Every single one offered the chance to get into her home with little effort.

Feeling sick with fear, she slumped down by the kitchen door. The hand holding the hammer was shaking. She listened hard but heard nothing. The knocking seemed to have stopped. She made up her mind to wait ten minutes; if all was still quiet, she would go and look through the window.

Slowly, she counted to six hundred. Was that ten minutes? She waited a little longer, then crept forward and peered through the glass in the front door. All she could see was the deserted winter landscape, not a soul in sight.

Had she imagined the whole thing?

Nora sat down on the stairs, and the hammer slipped from her grasp. Someone had been there, she was sure of it. She hadn’t imagined the knocking.

She sat there for a while, then made her way upstairs and into the boys’ room on trembling legs. There was a lock on their door, and she silently turned the key before crawling into Simon’s bed. He murmured something as she gently shuffled him over to make room. His forehead was sweaty, and he was clutching his teddy bear. She lay awake beside him for a long time.





Sandhamn 1927

It was the worst autumn storm in living memory. The wind howled and the waves came crashing over the tarred jetties. No sane person ventured out; everyone huddled indoors, listening to the rain hammering on the windows. Boats tugged at their moorings as their owners worried that the timbers wouldn’t survive the tempest.

The gale whipped up the sand, the fine grains blowing in through ill-fitting windows and cracked doors. However much the women swept, it was impossible to keep the floors clean. The villagers suffered as the sand found its way into their food and drink, into every nook and cranny, irritating their eyes and making their throats sore.

Sandhamn cowered.

The storm battered the island for two days, and when it finally abated, everything was covered with a fine layer of pale sand—boats, machinery, tools, everything. The villagers had their work cut out cleaning up after nature’s show of force.

The community came together for a meeting. The sand must be held back somehow; another storm like this, and the place would be uninhabitable. The sand field had already spread much too far.

A decision was taken: trees would be planted in order to bind the sand. Hundreds, no thousands, of pines would serve to anchor the loose grains. A huge order was sent to Stockholm, and the schoolchildren were recruited to carry out the task.

Lessons were suspended for an entire week, and the children spent all their time planting saplings at regular intervals, all the way from the hill above the Royal Swedish Yacht Club’s clubhouse down to the churchyard.

They worked side by side, baskets over their arms. It was hard making sure the slender plants were buried deep enough to ensure that they took root, but the storm and the howling gale were still fresh in everyone’s memory; they didn’t want to go through it again.

And that was how it began.

Her name was Karolina, and she had long brown braids that hung all the way down to her waist. She was slender, and not very tall. Her nose was a little too big for her face, but she had beautiful blue eyes and a warm smile.

Karolina and Thorwald were put next to each other on the first day of planting. When she found it difficult to dig a deep enough hole, he helped, and she thanked him with such a radiant smile that it made his heart race.

From then on, everything changed.

In school he stole secret glances at her during lessons. At night he replayed every look she had given him, every word she had spoken. All he could think about was Karolina Brand. His heart sang whenever he saw her, and he would do anything just to make her laugh.

Karolina.

Thorwald repeated the name to himself, over and over again; that was all it took to produce a glow of happiness.

Karolina.

There wasn’t much smiling at home. His father’s face was closed, his voice harsh and serious. Vendela’s anxious gaze followed him, devoid of any joy. The only person who smiled was Kristina, and there was always a hint of calculation in her eyes. She might still be little, but she had already learned to use her sweet smile to get her way.

But Karolina smiled for no particular reason. She was always sunny, and Thorwald couldn’t help getting swept up in her happiness. They’d been classmates for years, but he’d never really noticed her before.

Not in that way.

Thorwald hadn’t paid attention to any girls, really. He hadn’t had any reason to. He spent most of his time with Arvid and his siblings; they’d play in the forest, kick a ball around, or dig up worms and fish from the jetty.

The girls from school made him feel embarrassed. They stood around in groups down by the harbor, giggling among themselves. When he walked by, he often wondered if he was the butt of their joke. Were they laughing at his inability to read properly? He still stumbled through every sentence when he read aloud, and he wasn’t too good at spelling either. It didn’t matter how hard he worked at home; whenever he was asked to perform in front of the class, he just couldn’t.

The muffled sniggers behind his back didn’t exactly help.

But Karolina Brand was different. There wasn’t a trace of deceit in her open expression. She always seemed genuinely pleased to see him, and sometimes she would offer a piece of the cake her mother had packed.

Karolina was the daughter of the wealthy master pilot, Alarik Brand. It was his father, Carl Wilhelm Brand, who had built the beautiful Brand villa in the middle of Kvarnberget, where the island’s windmill had stood in bygone days.

They were almost the same age, and they lived not far from each other on the same island. But that was where the similarities ended.

While Thorwald’s home consisted of a kitchen, a living room, and a bedroom, Karolina’s house was one of the largest and most luxurious on Sandhamn, with pretty lace curtains and expensive rugs. No expense or effort had been spared. There was even a claw-foot tub, a new fashion previously unheard of on the island.

Thorwald had heard his father tell the story of how the tub had been unloaded from the steamboat; it had been a heavy, substantial item, carefully packaged to avoid damage. When Gottfrid came to the end of his tale, he gave a loud snort. The Brand family clearly thought they were too hoity-toity to wash in a tin bath in front of the kitchen fire like ordinary folk.

The two families had nothing to do with each other. Karolina’s father was the fifth generation in a long line of distinguished master pilots. Gottfrid spent his time with his friends from church.

Their island was small, but the distance between them was immense.





CHAPTER 33

Thursday, March 1, 2007

Pernilla switched on the bedside lamp with a sigh and saw that it was one in the morning. At least she wasn’t working tomorrow; she didn’t start her new job until Monday, but she was tired. Why couldn’t she sleep?

She padded into the bathroom of the apartment she had kept after the divorce. Thomas had kept the house on Harö, a barn conversion on his parents’ land.

The decision had been entirely logical, and at the same time heartrending.

She’d moved to Gothenburg right after the split and had rented out the apartment. Now it felt strange to be back in the home she had shared with Thomas.

Her tenant had used the smaller room, once Emily’s nursery, as a study. The changing table had been replaced with a desk and a slim bookcase.

The transformation came as a relief to Pernilla. There was still so much here that reminded her of their baby, even though the initial, paralyzing grief had eased. These days it was more like a nagging ache, a dull pain that she always felt, but that no longer governed every step she took.

She filled a glass with water and emptied it in one go. In the cold light her feet looked white and veined against the tiles. Her stomach had been flat for a long time, with only a few barely visible stretch marks to show that she had once carried a child. Tentatively she ran her hand over the skin.

Would her womb ever nurture a new life again?

Like Thomas, she was tall and slim, five ten in socks, but she always felt small next to his impressive stature. She’d worn high heels when they’d gotten married, and the photos were beautiful. She had chosen a simple white dress, with lily of the valley in her hair and her bouquet. Thomas was in a pale suit and already had a tan, even though it was early spring. He had been with the maritime police back then, spending a lot of time outdoors. They had danced all night, and it had been the happiest day of her life.

Until Emily was born.

Pernilla refilled her glass, sipping slowly this time before replacing it on the side of the basin. When she and Thomas were still married, two ceramic mugs had always stood in that spot: hers white, his black. They had bought them in a small store on the island of Gotland when they were visiting friends. She had liked seeing those two mugs side by side, like an old couple. When she’d rented out the apartment, she had put them away, and now she didn’t know where they were.

She hadn’t had a relationship since. She had been on the odd date, and occasionally gone home with her companion, but she’d never been particularly interested. She had put all her energy into her new job, politely but firmly declining her coworkers’ invitations to experience Gothenburg’s nightlife, and had gradually learned to wake up in the morning without bursting into tears.

Her commitment and the long hours she put in had paid off. She was put in charge of some major clients, then one day, almost exactly two years after she had left the city, a top advertising agency in Stockholm called, offering an exciting job opportunity and a higher salary. She knew it was time to move back home.

And here she was.

She couldn’t really explain why she’d contacted Thomas, but she knew that she missed him, that he made her whole. Divorcing Thomas had been the hardest decision of her life.

She had fallen for him at first sight and had loved him with an intensity that sometimes scared her.

Yet, in spite of that, she’d hired a lawyer and meticulously found out exactly what needed to be done to dissolve their marriage. She had discussed the legal details as methodically as if she had been working on a project at the office.

There was no alternative.

Everything had changed after Emily’s death. Pernilla hardly remembered those first days and weeks. She was in a fog of guilt and terrible nightmares, where she dreamed over and over again that she woke up and saved her daughter.

Thomas spent all his time at the police station. On the few occasions he was home, he looked at her with eyes full of accusations. He never actually said anything, but she knew that he blamed her for having been asleep the night Emily stopped breathing.

If she had just woken up, Emily might still be with them. If she had looked after their daughter properly, tragedy might have been averted. Thomas was convinced that someone must bear the responsibility for Emily’s death. His view of right and wrong was very clear-cut; he had a police officer’s perception of cause and effect. There was always someone who could be held to account.

And if it wasn’t Pernilla’s fault, whose was it?

It was a mother’s duty to watch over her child. She was breast-feeding Emily, and got up at least once every night when her daughter cried. But that night, when no cries woke her, Pernilla had slept straight through, exhausted from night after night of colic.

In the morning, it was too late.

Pernilla had asked herself hundreds of times why she hadn’t woken up, why she hadn’t realized that something was wrong. She had reproached herself over and over again for sleeping while her daughter’s lungs collapsed and the little body grew cold.

Not even Thomas’s blame could be worse than her own thoughts.

He stopped talking to her, stopped touching her. Night after night he stayed at work so late that she was asleep before he got home. On the weekends he volunteered for extra shifts, or worked out like crazy at the gym until he was totally worn out.

They had always had a very physical relationship, enjoying each other’s bodies and the intimacy of their partnership. Even when she was heavily pregnant their sex life had continued, gentler and more cautious than before. When that disappeared, Pernilla knew their marriage was over. She couldn’t live that way, and she couldn’t fix things. Staying together was worse than living alone.

Her energy had surprised her. In less than a month she had sorted out all the necessary paperwork and found a new job in Gothenburg. Thomas hadn’t protested when she said she wanted a divorce; he had simply accepted the situation and gone with her to see the lawyer. He had raised no objection to the proposed division of their assets; it was as if he hardly noticed what he was signing.

The most difficult moment had been afterward, outside the lawyer’s office; that was the last time she’d seen him. It had been unbearably painful and had taken every ounce of her self-control.

He was the love of her life. She had no idea how she was going to cope with the loss of both Emily and Thomas.

She had wanted to throw her arms around him and never let go. Tell him she wanted to try again, beg and plead if necessary, even though she knew it was pointless.

It was too late. Everything was too late.

Thomas was stiff and distant, an icy stranger, and when it came to the final moment, she hardly dared say anything at all. She had merely held out her hand, as if to bid a polite farewell to a passing acquaintance.

He had looked appalled; even that small gesture had been too much. Thank goodness she hadn’t tried to give him a hug, she had thought, but his coldness sliced through her, and she’d had to fight to hold back the tears.

She had carried the memory of the expression on his face for a very long time.

She switched off the bathroom light and went back to the empty bedroom.





CHAPTER 34

Mats Larsson was already sitting at the conference table when Thomas and Margit walked in. He had a stack of papers in front of him; he glanced up and smiled but went on reading.

After a few minutes the rest of the group had arrived. It was just after eight. Everyone found a seat and put down their coffee cups. All eyes were on the psychological profiler, and there was a keen sense of anticipation in the air.

The Old Man cleared his throat discreetly. His face wasn’t quite as red as usual. He nodded to Larsson, handing over the reins of the meeting.

“I’ve gone through the case material, and I’ve also studied similar cases in other countries,” Larsson began. Today he was wearing a brown tweed jacket over a knitted waistcoat. He looks like a professor, Thomas thought. Is that what happens when you train with the FBI?

“And what have you come up with?” asked the Old Man.

“We’re dealing with a perpetrator who, first of all, took the life of a young woman, then dismembered her body using a knife.”

“We already know that.” The Old Man couldn’t keep a hint of impatience out of his voice.

Larsson glanced sideways at him but continued calmly. “In terms of the killer’s personality, I’d say we’re dealing with a person who has very poor impulse control, and probably low self-esteem. That’s a trait that often characterizes this kind of murderer. Sometimes they even condemn their own actions.”

“In what way?” Thomas wondered.

“Sometimes killers distance themselves from criminal behavior in general, and specifically from acts like the ones they have committed.”

“Interesting.”

“This is something you should bear in mind during interviews and door-to-door inquiries. If an individual is excessively condemnatory, it might be worth digging a little deeper.”

Kalle made a note on his pad.

“Can you tell us more about poor impulse control?” Thomas asked. “Where does it come from?”

“Genetics, upbringing; there can be many reasons. A physical injury to the brain.”

“Brain damage?” Kalle asked.

“To the frontal lobe. It’s actually very common that criminals who are aggressive and demonstrate impulsive behavior have a lower level of activity in that area.”

Larsson got up and went over to the whiteboard. With a green pen he drew a head and circled the forehead, then he drew a thick arrow pointing to the center of the circle.

“These days it’s possible to find out whether there are injuries or disturbances in the human brain by using a PET scan. The brain is fueled by glucose. If we mark this glucose with radioactive trace elements, we can photograph the radiation that is given off, which enables us to establish the level of activity and to see if there’s any physical damage that affects behavior.”

“How does this damage occur?” Thomas wanted to know.

“Like I said, it can be there from birth, or it can be sustained along the way through physical violence or alcohol abuse.”

“Alcohol?”

“Yes. Both drugs and alcohol can cause this kind of damage. Alcohol also exacerbates brain injuries, as well as antisocial behavior.” Larsson pointed to his sketch once again. “Long-term alcohol abuse, which often occurs in these contexts, carries the risk of lowering already poor impulse control.”

Margit wanted further clarification.

“What does poor impulse control mean in practical terms?”

“To put it simply, the perpetrator lacks the barriers that normal people have.”

“Can you draw any conclusions with regard to our case?”

“First of all, I’m not convinced that the murder was premeditated.”

“Really?” Thomas was all ears.

“There’s no guarantee that the killer had planned in advance to take the girl’s life, but when the opportunity presented itself, he seized it. She may have been in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

“Sheer chance, in other words,” commented the Old Man.

Mats Larsson frowned slightly. “Or sheer bad luck, perhaps.”

“And afterward?” Thomas prompted him, remembering the lone body part in the pine forest, the severed forearm lying on a plastic sheet on the snow.

“You mean what he did when the girl was dead?”

Thomas nodded.

“Presumably he tried to come up with a rational way to dispose of the body. Dismemberment must have seemed like a feasible option for this perpetrator,” Larsson explained.

“Rational?” asked Margit.

“From his perspective, of course.”

“Pure evil,” Karin Ek murmured, but Larsson heard her.

“I wouldn’t necessarily call it evil. The deed itself is evil, of course, but we’re talking about a sick person here, or rather a deeply damaged person.”

He paused and took a sip of his coffee.

“The killers who’ve been convicted in recent years after dismembering their victims have all shown evidence of brain damage that went some way toward explaining their actions.” He shrugged. “We’re starting to get an increasing number of inmates in our prisons who should be receiving treatment rather than being locked up. Are they evil, or just sick?” He spread his hands wide.

Karin’s expression made it clear that she wasn’t convinced.

“Evil,” she muttered to herself.

“Can we move on?” the Old Man asked.

“With dismemberment, what’s the split between men and women?” asked Margit.

“Overwhelmingly men. There’s only one known case in Sweden where the killer was a woman. She was convicted back in 2000 of having murdered and castrated her eighty-one-year-old husband. She chopped him up into thirteen pieces and roasted his head in the oven to get rid of the evidence.”

Karin looked nauseous. Thomas remembered the case, which had attracted a considerable amount of attention, and had also brought something of a breakthrough with regard to DNA analysis.

“So we’re looking for a male killer with poor impulse control,” he summarized. Oskar-Henrik Sachsen from the forensics lab in Solna had also suggested the perpetrator was a man, he recalled.

Larsson nodded.

“Age?”

“Hard to say. Over thirty but under seventy. It takes a fair amount of strength to cut through a body and deal with the parts. Any idea of the girl’s weight?”

“No more than a hundred and twenty pounds,” Margit said.

“That’s still a lot to move around.”

“Is it possible to say anything about the motive?” Thomas asked.

“These individuals are often fixated on some perceived injustice in the past; it could go far back. The inability to let go of such grievances is part of the illness.”

“How long can they nurse this desire for revenge?”

“A week, or a whole lifetime,” Larsson said.

“You’re kidding me?”

The profiler shook his head.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound flippant, but my point is that these people don’t get over a grudge the way most of us do. They hide it deep down inside, and when circumstances allow, it surfaces in an act of violence.”

“So what might trigger a homicide of this type?” the Old Man asked.

Larsson’s expression was serious as he put down his pen.

“Unfortunately it can be a perfectly ordinary, even banal, occurrence. Think about the fatal shootings that have taken place because someone jumped a line or took a parking space. An apparently insignificant event can be perceived as such an injustice that it leads to a terrible crime.”

“What about a relationship coming to an end?” Thomas wondered. He was thinking of Louise’s description of Jakob Sandgren’s reaction when Lina broke up with him. Nobody dumps me, he had yelled at her.

“Absolutely. Look at Mattias Flink, for example; it was an unhappy love affair that led to the homicides in Falun. He shot seven people in just a few minutes.”

“He wasn’t very old, was he?” asked Thomas.

“No—only twenty-four.”

“This sounds crazy!” Erik exclaimed, opening his mouth for the first time.

Larsson nodded. “To us, yes. But you can’t take a sane person’s logic as your starting point. These guys don’t think like you or I would do.”

“I still don’t quite get it,” Margit persisted.

“There are deep-seated mechanisms that the perp has been carrying for a long time. Something happens that is perceived as intolerable; it’s incomprehensible to an outsider, but self-evident to the killer, who feels he has no choice but to react.”

“Hmm,” Margit said quietly. “So the perceived transgression and the poor impulse control form a lethal combination.” She looked up at the photograph of Lina Rosén, which was displayed next to close-ups of the severed forearm.

“It creates a monster.”





CHAPTER 35

Nora could see her breath. The cold reminded her of the winters of her childhood, when the ice always formed by Christmas. That was how she remembered it, anyway, even if it probably wasn’t true.

She walked briskly, heading for Västbanken, an area somewhat ironically named after the Israeli-Palestinian conflict, as it had been built at a time when the fighting was particularly intense.

The sun had appeared for the first time in days: a pale disk in the sky that provided no warmth but at least made life a little brighter.

The boys were at home playing computer games; they seemed to be in pretty good shape. They had both slept well over the last couple of nights, and Nora had begun to relax. Everything was going to be OK, she told herself for the hundredth time. Neither of them had been interested in coming out, but she couldn’t really blame them. She, however, was longing for some fresh air.

After a ten-minute walk through the forest she emerged on the western shore, the fantastic view opening out before her.

It really was stunning.

The skerry directly opposite sparkled with snow, and the low pines were softly encased in white. Ice linked the islands, and for once there wasn’t a breath of wind.

Nora sat down on a rock at the edge of the forest, enjoying the peace and quiet. She felt a little better today. Sandhamn had a calming effect on her, as always.

An unexpected noise made her jump; it sounded like a twig cracking. She stood up and looked around but couldn’t see anyone, either in the forest or on the shore.

She pushed her hands deep in her pockets and set off toward the east. If she followed the shore as far as Trouville and then cut through the forest, it would take about an hour total. It was a decent walk, and the boys would be fine while she was gone.

After a while she had to stop to catch her breath. She leaned on a lone pine tree and glanced to the right. The shore was no longer empty; someone was a few hundred yards behind her.

He, if it was a he, stopped when he realized she was looking at him. Nora tried to work out if he might be someone she knew, but he was too far away. She set off again but couldn’t help turning around after a little while to see if he was still there.

He was.

Nora kept going for a few minutes, then dropped down on one knee as if tying her shoelace. Over her shoulder she could see him coming closer. This was getting creepy; was he following her? What if the figure outside the Roséns’ house had recognized her and had come after her? It could even be the same person who had tried to get into her house last night.

Why had she gone out that night, for goodness’ sake? It had been a stupid idea. She had put both herself and the children in danger. Henrik was right; she shouldn’t stay on the island.

Panic made her break out into a sweat inside her thick jacket. The man was following her—that was the only possible explanation. There was no one else on the shore, and she didn’t even have her cell phone with her; she had left it on the charger back home.

With her lips clamped firmly together, she increased her speed until she was almost running. The path leading to the village opened up among the trees ahead of her. She was a long way from home; it would take at least twenty minutes to get back. She turned her head again, hoping the man had disappeared, that she’d imagined the whole thing. But there he was. He seemed to be gaining on her; the distance between them had diminished.

Fear flooded her body, and she broke into a run.

Suddenly she heard a dog barking, and a second later a large black Labrador appeared among the pines. Nora recognized the dog; she belonged to her parents’ neighbor, a man in his sixties she’d known for years.

She could have wept with relief.

“Good girl,” she called out. “Come here, you good girl!”

She tried to remember the dog’s name, but her memory failed her. At that moment the owner appeared and held up a hand in greeting. Nora managed a wan smile.

“Hi. Maybe I could walk back with you?”

“Sure—it’s always nice to have company.”

She turned and looked back at the shore; it was deserted.





Sandhamn 1928

Miss Edith had had an idea. February had been unusually sunny with very little snow—plenty of cold, bright days, but it had hardly snowed at all. Now the bay was covered in shining black ice, and it was pure torment to sit in the classroom with the sun beaming outside. So Miss Edith announced that the whole school would be going ice-skating the following day. Some of the parents shook their heads and said old Magister Norrby would never have permitted such a thing, but the children were jubilant.

They scraped together enough blades for everyone, then trooped off to the shore at Fläskberget, pushed their boots into the toe straps, and secured the ankle straps.

Many years had passed since so much laughter was heard on the island. There were tumbles and giggles, with the little ones landing on their bottoms as the older children took the opportunity to show off. Some of the boys tried to impress the girls, while others found some long branches and set up a game of bandy.

Karolina was with two of her girlfriends. Thorwald watched her secretly; she wobbled a lot and took short, cautious steps. Her nose was red, her face tense with effort and concentration. Her arms were outstretched as she tried not to fall over.

She was the prettiest girl in school.

Skating came easily to Thorwald. He’d always had good balance, and he sometimes played bandy with Arvid and his siblings.

When Karolina suddenly went crashing down, he saw his chance. He was there in a second, holding out his hand.

“Let me help you.”

She looked up at him and smiled. Her skirt was spread across the ice, and she wore thick gray gloves.

“I’m so clumsy.”

Thorwald shook his head. All at once he realized how ugly his hat was. Vendela had knitted it from leftover scraps of wool, and he’d never liked the thing. With his other hand he swept it off and shoved it in his pocket, then he helped Karolina to her feet. She almost fell again, but he caught her. His heart was pounding like a sledgehammer, and he could have held on to her for the rest of his life.

She regained her balance and let go of his hand. Thorwald offered his arm as politely as he could.

“Would you like to skate with me for a while?”

She looked at him shyly.

Say yes, he thought. Please say yes.

“Don’t you want to play bandy with the others?”

He shook his head, searching for something to say that wouldn’t sound dumb. But Karolina solved the problem by tucking her arm in his.

She only came up to his shoulder, and Thorwald was surprised at how small she seemed. He had shot up over the past year, and Vendela had had to let down his pants several times. He was almost as tall as his father, and his voice had deepened; it was no longer a child’s voice, although it hadn’t completely changed yet.

He began to move across the ice, and Karolina did the same. Before long she grew more confident, and Thorwald extended his stride. Soon they were crossing the whole bay, back and forth as the sun sparkled on the ice. Far away a flock of birds rose into the air, a beautiful sight against the pale-blue sky.

“Are you OK?” He had to bend his head to look her in the eye.

“Yes!” She gave him a huge smile with deep dimples; her braids were dancing as she squeezed his arm tighter. “This is so much fun, Thorwald!”

She laughed, and he joined in, feeling freer than he’d ever imagined. He never wanted this moment to end.

Thorwald couldn’t understand why Karolina liked him, but he was grateful every single day. He was constantly worried that she would change her mind, but as time went by he began to feel more secure.

At first, when she sought him out after school, he hardly dared believe it was true, but her sincere smiles convinced him. They got into the habit of strolling in the forest for a while in the afternoons, or going over to the southern shore. They didn’t say much; there was no need. Sometimes they would simply sit on a rock, gazing out across the sea.

Even when she was running around the schoolyard like quicksilver with her friends, he knew she was thinking about him. A secret glance, a half smile.

She was a miracle, and for the first time in his life, Thorwald thanked God. He said his bedtime prayers with sincerity and intensity, and most of all he prayed that Karolina would remain his beloved. Forever and ever.





CHAPTER 36

“He’s here—interview room three.” Thomas had appeared in the doorway of Margit’s office. “Coming?”

Jakob Sandgren was tall, around six four, Thomas guessed. He seemed like a smart young man. His hair was neatly parted on the side, and he was in fashionable worn jeans and an expensive V-neck sweater.

He shook hands politely with both officers.

Certainly knows how to present himself, Thomas thought. It came as no surprise that Sandgren was indeed a student at the Stockholm School of Economics. Both his clothing and his manner confirmed Thomas’s prejudices about that elite establishment. Sandgren showed no sign of nerves; he was so calm he could practically have been at the station on some kind of tour.

Thomas switched on the tape recorder and gave the date and names of those present.

“We need to talk to you about Lina Rosén,” Margit began. “I’m assuming you know what happened?”

Sandgren nodded. “She went missing back in the fall.”

“New developments have given us reason to believe she’s dead. You knew Lina, didn’t you?”

Sandgren sat up a little straighter and crossed his arms. “Yes.”

“How well did you know each other?”

“My parents have a summer cottage in Trouville, so do hers.”

“Were you close?”

He shrugged. “Maybe.”

“Didn’t you have a relationship?”

Thomas contemplated Jakob Sandgren. He seemed so young. Thomas could no longer remember what it felt like to be in his twenties. This guy was an adult, with a physique that spoke of regular visits to the gym, but his cheeks hadn’t quite lost their baby fat. You have brilliant prospects, he thought. Have you ruined everything by taking the life of a young girl, or is it just bad luck that you’re here right now?

Sandgren’s shoulders slumped a fraction.

“We were together last summer, but it didn’t last long.”

“Why not?” Margit asked.

“It just didn’t.”

“No particular reason?”

“No.”

“How would you describe your relationship?”

“Good, I guess.”

“Could you tell us a little more?”

“We liked each other, but then we broke up.”

“Was she afraid of you?”

Silence.

Jakob Sandgren looked confused; the conversation had taken an unexpected turn. “Why would she have been afraid of me?” he asked eventually.

“Why don’t you tell us, Jakob?” Margit asked. “Can’t you think of any reason?”

Margit was going in hard. If there was one thing she couldn’t stand, it was men who abused women.

Thomas tried to signal to her to rein it in a little. They didn’t want to spook Sandgren; better to lull him into a sense of security, then get him to give himself away.

If he was hiding something, of course.

“What are you trying to say?” Sandgren’s tone was a little more aggressive now. “We were together for a while, then it ended. That’s what happens. I’ve been with plenty of girls on Sandhamn. I can’t help it if they like me.”

He sounded far too cocky, and Margit couldn’t stop herself.

“Did you hit her?”

She definitely hadn’t picked up on Thomas’s signal. The question caught Sandgren off guard, but he quickly pulled himself together.

“No.”

“We actually have witnesses who say that you did.” Margit smiled sweetly. “On several occasions.”

“That’s a lie.” Sandgren brushed back his hair. “And if you want me to answer that kind of question, I insist on a lawyer. It’s my right.”

“Absolutely,” Margit said. “But that means you’ll have to stay here until we can get hold of someone. Wouldn’t it be better to just get this little chat out of the way?”

Thomas decided to step in. He didn’t want an official reprimand for pushing it without a lawyer present.

He could just imagine Sandgren’s rich parents moving heaven and earth if they felt the cops had gone too far with their precious son. No doubt they had excellent contacts that they wouldn’t hesitate to exploit; that kind of family usually did. The police had learned that Jakob’s father was a successful real estate developer and his mother was a plastic surgeon. They were clearly very comfortable—too comfortable, it seemed, given their son’s habits and alleged behavior.

“We just want to ask you a few more questions, Jakob,” Thomas said in a conciliatory tone. “For example, we’re wondering where you were during the weekend of November third to fifth last year?”

Sandgren was paler than he’d been at the start. He pushed his hair back again, revealing a pink scar on his right temple—irregular and just over an inch long.

“I was on Sandhamn with my parents,” he mumbled.

“All weekend?”

“Yes. My younger brother was there, too.”

“You know of course that’s when Lina Rosén disappeared.”

“Yes, but that has nothing to do with me.”

His eyes were wide. Innocent. But Thomas sensed calculation behind the frank expression.

“I’d like to call my parents now,” Sandgren said. “I want my father here.”

Thomas and Margit exchanged a glance; they couldn’t say no.

“I just have one more question,” Margit said. “That scar on your temple—where did it come from?”

Sandgren’s right hand immediately flew up; he ran his fingers along its length.

“I was taking part in a yacht race. We tried to turn and misjudged the maneuver. The boom hit me.”

“It must have been one hell of a blow,” Margit said.

The softness in her voice made Sandgren relax, and he nodded.

“Yeah, knocked me out. There was blood everywhere. We had to drop out of the race, and a helicopter took me to the hospital.”

“When was this?”

“About four years ago.”

“Any lingering effects?”

He pulled a face.

“I get pretty bad headaches if I’m stressed, but otherwise I’m OK.”

“Have you noticed any difference when you drink alcohol?” Thomas asked.

Jakob Sandgren thought for a moment before he replied.

“I guess so. I can’t drink like I used to. If I’m not careful, sometimes I’ll do dumb stuff and not even remember.” A wry smile. “But my friends make sure I hear all about it.”

“Could you give us an example?”

“I don’t know . . .” He grinned. “Just like, said some stupid stuff.”

“Are you sure you can’t give us an example?” Margit’s eyes were suddenly like chips of ice as she leaned toward Sandgren. “Maybe you threatened someone? Lina, for instance? You gave her a little slap now and then, didn’t you? When she deserved it, and you were so drunk you couldn’t stop yourself.”

Her words sliced through the room like a razor blade.

Jakob Sandgren swallowed hard, but before he could speak, Thomas’s cell phone rang. He rejected the call, but the interruption was enough to give Sandgren space to recover. The young man shifted in his chair and spread his hands wide in a disarming gesture.

“I never slapped or threatened Lina, like I already told you people. And I’m not going to answer any more questions until my father gets here.”

Thomas cursed silently; why hadn’t he switched off his phone? The call couldn’t have come at a worse moment. They had been on the verge of catching Sandgren unawares, but now it was too late. His composure was striking, but Thomas wasn’t too surprised. Children from that social class were brought up to demonstrate a confidence that stayed with them all their lives. There was none of the contempt toward the cops so evident in problem-ridden neighborhoods, no trace of the nerves that a young person might be expected to display in this situation.

Thomas realized they weren’t going to get any further right now. But we’re not done with you, he thought as he got to his feet. Not by a long shot.





Sandhamn 1928

Water was dripping from the eaves, and the ice that lingered in the Skärkarlshamn inlet was beginning to break up. Tomorrow was April 14—the endless winter was over at last.

Thorwald was sitting in the classroom, daydreaming. The last class was coming to an end, and tomorrow they had the day off. He might row out with Great-Uncle Olle to lay drift nets for the spring herring.

By the wall of the building opposite, a few snowdrop flowers had raised their sleepy heads, and the downy catkins of a willow sapling whispered of better days to come.

Thorwald was feeling optimistic; he liked the tasks that came with the spring. He had to help tar the skiff and put it in the water, check and splice the ends of all the ropes. There was a lot to do after school, but he didn’t mind; in fact, he longed for classes to end so he could go out in the sunshine, down to the harbor. The place was buzzing with activity, the air filled with the smell of tar and seal oil.

Great-Uncle Olle tended the nets; he would sit on the bench repairing any holes. When he’d finished he would fill a huge pot with water and add potash, birch, and alder bark. As soon as it came to the boil he would dip the nets; this stopped them from rotting, and they lasted much longer.

“Thank you for today, children,” Miss Edith said, closing her book. “God bless you all.”

“Thank you, Miss Edith,” the pupils chorused.

Thorwald looked for Karolina; she was standing with some of the other girls, gesticulating animatedly as she talked. Slowly he gathered up his things and made his way to the coatroom. He lingered there for a moment, trying to stay close to her without making it too obvious. When the girls went outside, giggling among themselves, he followed at a safe distance.

“Are you coming down to the jetty, Thorwald?” Arvid called out.

He shook his head. “Later.”

All the other girls had disappeared. Through the window he could see Miss Edith cleaning the chalkboard with a damp cloth. Karolina was standing by the gate, fiddling with the latch.

Thorwald straightened his shoulders and wandered over to her, trying to look as if he’d just happened to notice her there. Her beaming smile told him she wasn’t fooled for a second. The spring sunshine had brought out a dusting of freckles on her nose, and those lovely blue eyes glowed with happiness.

“Come with me,” he said, taking her hand.

“Where are we going?”

“Come on.”

He led her past the Mermaid’s Grotto and into the forest, dappled light filtering down through the treetops. Soon they reached the other side of the island, where the southern shore spread before them.

They sat down on a boulder by the waterline. Karolina rested her head on Thorwald’s shoulder, and he gently put his arm around her. She smelled so good, he thought, a warm scent that was different from everyone else’s. He always thought of fresh milk when he was close to her.

“What are you going to do in the fall?” Karolina asked after a while, without looking at him. He immediately knew what she meant.

They had just over a month left in the school on Sandhamn. If he was to continue his studies, as Gottfrid wished, then he’d have to go to the mainland. Thorwald doubted his grades would be good enough, but he couldn’t think about that right now. His father’s demands and expectations weighed heavily on his shoulders.

“I’m not sure yet.” He drew Karolina closer. “We’ll see what happens after the summer.”

“Mom married Dad the day she turned eighteen,” Karolina said softly. “They met their last year in junior high. Just like us.”

Thorwald’s heart leaped. He had never dared think that far ahead before. It was still a miracle that Karolina wanted to spend time with him. The fear of losing her was so strong that he could only cope with one day at a time. He was just happy that he’d been held back a year. Otherwise he might never have found her.

He brushed her forehead with his lips.

“Everything will be fine, you’ll see.”

“If you go to high school, you’ll have to leave the island.”

“But I’d be back for the holidays.”

“You might forget us once you’re gone . . .”

He shook his head. “Never.”

“If you decide to be a pilot, you’ll be away forever. Like my brother.”

“I’m not going to be a pilot,” Thorwald assured her. Being a pilot meant passing exams and spending several years at sea. That was much too long to be away from Karolina; anyway, it wasn’t for him.

Thorwald enjoyed working with his hands; he was skilled with tools. Carpentry, that’s what he’d like to do. A good carpenter could always find work.

“If you’re going to have a family, you need to be able to support yourself,” Karolina continued pensively.

“It’ll be fine.” Thorwald smiled at her. Karolina was planning their future. It was the first time she had talked this way, and he loved it. All his life he had felt like an outsider in his own family, unloved by his father, in the shadow of his sister.

Now there was the prospect of a partnership, somewhere he belonged.

He pictured a little red-painted cottage with Karolina standing on the front step. She was wearing a white apron and smiling at him. They would always be happy, and he would never raise his hand to her.

“How many children do you want?”

Her question interrupted his daydream. This was a new consideration. He had hardly dared dream of a shared future with Karolina; imagine having a family of his own!

He shrugged and tried to seem unconcerned. She must have been thinking about this a lot, he realized. A warm wave of happiness flooded his body. He tipped back his head and looked up at the blue sky. A few clouds came drifting across from Gråskärsfjärden, and he gazed contentedly at the wisps of white far above.

“How many?” Karolina repeated, a knowing smile playing over her lips. “I want at least three,” she went on, answering her own question. “Preferably a girl first, to help me around the house, then two boys who can go fishing and hunting with you.”

He held her even more tightly.

“Karolina,” he whispered. The name sounded like a caress. “Karolina. We’ll always be together, you and I.”





CHAPTER 37

Nora picked up the black notebooks from Aunt Signe’s house and settled down on the veranda. Both boys had gone to play at Fabian’s house. She had calmed down after her walk; no doubt the whole thing had been a figment of her imagination.

She didn’t know why she kept getting so agitated, thinking someone was after her. The events of the past week must have had more of an effect on her than she’d realized. There was no other explanation. Developing a persecution complex on top of everything else—that really would be the icing on the cake.

The veranda was Nora’s favorite place in this house, but the radiator couldn’t quite combat the cold from the windows. She pulled on an old cardigan, then put her feet on a stool she’d bought at the special auction held at the island harbor every two years. The atmosphere was always festive, and people donated all kinds of things.

Last summer the highlight had been when a group of kids bid on an old dinghy; they had been saving money for weeks, returning bottles and jars for the deposit. As soon as the auctioneer reached the dinghy, a seven-year-old made his move.

“One thousand and fifty-seven kronor and fifty öre,” he had called out, loud and clear. Everyone grinned, and no one even considered making a higher offer.

Nora picked up one of the diaries and began to read.

February 20, 1928

It’s so cold out, there’s frost on the inside of the windows in our classroom. Mom says it’s as cold as it was during the war. Miss Edith says we’re going to go ice-skating. I’d love to try; it would be so much fun!

Today I offered Thorwald and his sister cookies after school. He didn’t say much, but he seemed pleased when I held out the tin and insisted. Kristina took too many, of course. She’s so horribly spoiled, I really don’t like her very much, even though she’s only a little girl.

Augusta was annoying—she kept teasing me. She said Thorwald secretly watches me when we’re in class. He’s so good with his hands, he can make just about anything. He once helped Miss Edith fix her desk when the wood had split down at the bottom, and it looked like new.

February 24, 1928

We skated together all afternoon. It was scary, but such fun! Thorwald was really good, and he’s so strong. He was really sweet to me the whole time. I pretended to fall over just as he came by, and he stopped and helped me up right away. Augusta saw what happened, but she didn’t say anything even though she knew I’d done it on purpose. I held on to his arm, and he stayed with me instead of going off to play bandy with the other boys.

February 28, 1928

Today I went for a walk with Thorwald. I hardly dared ask, but he said yes without even hesitating. I thought I would die with happiness. We went past the churchyard, and we were all alone in the forest. He was so lovely.

Nora smiled at the emotions bubbling over in Karolina’s words. There was no doubt the girl was head over heels in love. She had written page after page about her love for this Thorwald.

Nora thought longingly of Aunt Signe. She could almost pick up her scent, a delicate, old-fashioned mixture of talcum powder and baking. A feeling of melancholy came over her. Signe had been a strong, wise woman in spite of the things she had done before taking her own life. Nora wished she could find that same strength now. She had no idea how she was going to get through everything that lay ahead.

She closed her eyes for a moment, the book resting in her hands. Karolina had been so in love with her young man, and Nora envied her that feeling.

However, as she read on, she noticed a growing sense of unease. Karolina was worried about Thorwald’s home life; it was clear that his father treated him badly. He often had bruises, and Karolina wrote about his father’s strictness and fervent religious beliefs. It transpired that Thorwald’s father was an active member of the Mission, a man who followed the word of the bible to the letter, particularly when it came to punishing his family. In her childish way Karolina wrote about a faith that seemed to border on fanaticism.

Reading between the lines, Nora learned that the boy’s family lived in fear of the father’s unpredictable moods, which often found their outlet in violence. Karolina was also concerned he would try to stop them from seeing each other, but she didn’t dare discuss the matter with her own parents.

June 24, 1928

Thorwald didn’t come to the midsummer celebrations yesterday, even though we had arranged to meet. I waited all afternoon, but there was no sign of either him or Kristina. I asked Arvid if he knew anything, but he couldn’t help. In the evening I walked past their house, but my courage failed and I couldn’t bring myself to knock on the door. What if I made a fool of myself? What if he doesn’t like me anymore?

June 26, 1928

It’s now four days since I spoke to Thorwald. Oh why, why, why didn’t he come to the dance? I had new shoes and a pretty dress with a pink sash that my darling mom had ordered from Stockholm.

I was so looking forward to midsummer. Why didn’t he come? I want to stop thinking about him, but I just can’t. Did he ever really care at all?

The rest of the diary was filled with sorrowful soul-searching, and tearstains were visible even now on the thin pages. When Nora reached the last entry, Karolina still hadn’t seen Thorwald since his failure to show up on Midsummer’s Eve.

What had happened to Karolina and her beloved Thorwald?

Tomorrow she must go back to the Brand villa and pick up some more diaries. She really wanted to find out how things had gone for the young couple. She glanced at her watch: almost five. It was high time she started on dinner, but she couldn’t tear herself away and went on flipping through the notebooks.

Signe had mentioned her Aunt Karolina occasionally, but Nora had no memory of meeting her. She recalled a photograph of her in Signe’s house, though, as a grown woman staring stiffly into the camera. She wore a serious expression, and her hair was smoothed back. It was impossible to imagine her as a young girl.

It would be interesting to find a picture of Karolina in her teens, Nora thought. To see what she looked like when she was in love with the young man she described so vividly in her diaries.

The sound of the front door opening reminded her to go make dinner. Then she’d call her mother. Susanne was born and bred on Sandhamn; she must know what had become of Signe’s aunt.





Sandhamn 1928

The bird cherry was in bloom and the birch trees had just come into leaf. The light lingered during the long June nights as the sky shifted from pale gray to dark blue. The scents of early summer filled the air.

“We’re having guests on Midsummer’s Day,” Karolina said.

“Mmm.”

Thorwald was tired. His days were filled with chores, and all night he thought of Karolina. As dawn broke he lay awake, dreaming of the shared future she had talked about. For the first time in his life he felt hope. With Karolina, he was invincible. He fantasized about a home of his own where everything would be peaceful and secure, and where Gottfrid would not be welcome.

Right now he was lying with his head resting in her lap; they were all alone at the end of the headland known as Västerudd. The area was uninhabited, and it was quiet and restful.

They had followed the narrow path past Fläskberget and the churchyard, in among the pine trees and the blueberry bushes, where tiny pink berries had formed; they would gradually ripen into sweet blue fruit. Eventually they had reached the tip of the island, a spit of land where the sea was visible in both directions. They had sat down on the rough, flat rock, with Eknö Sound ahead and to the side.

The school year had just ended, and Thorwald’s grades had failed to meet his father’s expectations, though they hadn’t been as bad as he’d feared. Strangely enough, Gottfrid hadn’t punished him too severely, apart from a blow to the head.

Gottfrid had far more serious worries at the moment.

Rumor had it the Royal Customs Service was going to severely reduce its presence on Sandhamn, in spite of the fact that there’d been a post on the island since the 1700s, and many ships still passed this way en route to Stockholm.

During the spring, several documents had arrived at the office, and they did not bode well for those in the service of the crown. In the evenings Gottfrid came home with a deeply furrowed brow. He would sit for hours at the kitchen table, reading the bible and mumbling to himself.

Sometimes he would grab his coat and leave with no explanation. Thorwald had no idea where his father went, but he made sure to keep out of the way as much as possible. The smallest misstep could trigger a vicious slap, or worse.

Vendela became more and more cowed; even Kristina watched what she said when her father was around.

Gottfrid vacillated between unpredictable outbursts and oppressive silence, and the atmosphere at home grew increasingly tense. It was like waiting for an approaching storm; sooner or later there would be an explosion, Thorwald was sure of it.

“We’re having guests,” Karolina repeated cheerfully, “from Nämdö. Mom’s cousin is coming to stay for a few days. He has two daughters, and one of them—Josefina—is a little bit in love with André. She trails around after him like a puppy.”

She laughed delightedly at the thought of her second cousin making eyes at her big brother.

André was seven years older than Karolina; he had just returned home after seven years at sea. In the fall he would start pilot training at navigation school, just as family tradition dictated.

“I might not be able to see so much of you while they’re here; Mom wants me to help out with everything.”

“Mmm.”

Karolina carried on chattering away, oblivious to the fact that she wasn’t getting much of a response. Thorwald was just happy to be close to her, and lay there dozing. No one would miss them for another hour or so. Karolina smelled of fresh milk and apple blossom, and he loved to inhale the sweet scent of her.

“Thorwald, have you heard a single word I’ve said?”

He opened one eye and met her clear blue gaze, full of tenderness, warmth, and love. One braid fell forward and brushed his cheek. It was as soft as silk, and he reached up and gave it a gentle tug. Karolina had no choice but to bend her head, and he could feel her breath against his skin. He tried another tentative tug.

A faint smile played across her lips. They were so close to his own that it took only an imperceptible movement to meet them.





CHAPTER 38

“How’s it going?”

Thomas was absorbed in paperwork, and it took a couple of seconds before he realized that the voice belonged to Mats Larsson. The profiler was standing at his office door, a friendly expression on his face.

“I did knock,” Larsson pointed out.

“Sorry. Come on in and sit down.” Thomas pointed to the visitor’s chair, then made an attempt to tidy up some of the documents strewn across his desk.

“I found your briefing very interesting,” he said as he stuffed files into a cabinet behind him.

“Did it help at all?”

“Absolutely, though I’m not sure what conclusions we can draw in this particular case.”

“Do you have a theory of your own?”

Larsson fired the question at him, as if he had been waiting for the opportunity to ask. Thomas didn’t respond immediately. He was reluctant to discuss his hazy ideas with an experienced psychologist. On the other hand, that was why Larsson had been brought in.

“Hey, I’m here to help,” Larsson said with a smile, like he was used to reticent detectives.

Thomas made up his mind.

“Last year we visited both the Sailors Hotel and the Sands Hotel and went through their guest lists,” he began. “The Sands was closed at the time of Lina’s disappearance, and the people staying at the Sailors were mostly families with children, because it was the midsemester break. Kalle is in the process of contacting everyone, but so far we haven’t found anything out of the ordinary.”

“Which suggests that the person you’re looking for has a house on the island.”

“Right. But it could also be someone who was just visiting, someone who had borrowed or rented a cottage.”

“How about the ferry staff?”

Thomas made a face. “They don’t keep passenger lists, so there isn’t even a record of who visited the island that weekend. They just check tickets on board.”

He dug out a sheet of paper and pushed it across the desk.

“We spoke to the crew of M/S Sandhamn back in the fall, but no one could remember anything out of the ordinary.”

“If we assume we’re dealing with someone who lives on the island, then the question is whether it’s a permanent resident or a visitor. Any thoughts on that score?” Larsson looked searchingly at Thomas; judging by his expression, he had already considered the issue.

“Like I said, it was the midsemester break, so there were probably plenty of visitors,” Thomas said. “Any other week at that time of year, I would have put money on a permanent resident, but . . . What do you think?”

“How many people live on Sandhamn?”

“Between a hundred and a hundred and twenty; it varies. In the summer it’s two or three thousand. During the school break in November there might have been around a hundred visitors.”

“The risk of being caught suggests to me that it might not be a resident; the social control in such a small society is very strong. Everyone keeps an eye on everyone else; very little can stay hidden in the long run.” Larsson rubbed his chin as he thought. “By the way, any luck with the hunting license front? Were there many people in the database with a connection to Sandhamn?”

Thomas shrugged apologetically. “Unfortunately Erik is still working on it. He’s trying to crosscheck that data against the property registry, but the second homeowners are hard to track. It’s taking some time.”

Larsson nodded pensively. “Anything from the public?”

“No—nothing useful, anyway. And we’ve spoken to most of the people in the village; we did that back in the fall when Lina first went missing, but we didn’t come up with any leads.”

“Don’t forget that loyalty runs deep in small communities. They don’t trust outsiders, especially the police. But I believe you know a lot of the islanders personally?”

“I have a summer cottage on Harö, pretty close by.”

“Do you spend much time on Sandhamn?”

Thomas considered the question: yes, he did.

“My close friend Nora and her family have a house right in the middle of the village; I’m there pretty often.”

“But no one has reached out to you directly?”

“No, but Nora did see something the other night.”

Thomas explained how Nora had seen a mysterious figure watching the Rosén house.

“Interesting,” Larsson said. “Maybe you should put the place under surveillance? Your friend might well have seen the perpetrator—it’s not impossible.”

“You really think so?”

Thomas had been skeptical of Nora’s story, and had chalked up her anxiety to the problems with Henrik. She had looked tired and hollow-eyed, and her account was pretty garbled. Margit agreed that the stress of the separation could have led to nocturnal fantasies.

“Remember what I said before about the perpetrator’s own moral perception?” Larsson asked. “It’s not unusual for this kind of individual to condemn both his own actions and those of others. Our killer could well have distanced himself from the crime, in spite of the fact that he was responsible. He could have stood outside the house, horrified at Lina’s death, without feeling any guilt whatsoever.”

“I’ll set up surveillance right away,” Thomas said, suddenly worried. He’d been far too quick to doubt Nora. Her powers of observation were excellent.

“I read over your interview with Jakob Sandgren,” said Larsson.

“What do you think?”

“Hard to say at this point. He comes across as a well-adjusted young man, decent home life, promising career path. But appearances can be deceiving.”

“We’re still looking into him; Erik Blom is going through his background with a fine-tooth comb. But he doesn’t have a criminal record or a hunting license.” Thomas sat up a little straighter. “Maybe you should meet him?”

Larsson nodded. “That’s what I was thinking. I’ll bring him in tomorrow for a chat. I need to form my own opinion.”

“He does have a motive,” Thomas added. “Even though it’s weak.”

“You mean because the girl dumped him?”

“Yes, last summer.”

Larsson raised an eyebrow.

“Hey, you’re the one who said this kind of person could nurture a grudge for months or even years.”

“True, but you have to ask yourself whether Jakob Sandgren is capable of murdering someone, much less dismembering the body.” Larsson glanced at his watch. “Almost six thirty—time to get home to the family. Do you have kids?”

Thomas shook his head. “No.”

“I have three—a nine-year-old girl and six-year-old twin boys. They definitely keep me busy!”

“I had a daughter,” Thomas said. “But she died when she was three months old.”

“SIDS?”

Thomas glanced at him. Larsson’s tone was warm, without a trace of curiosity—just genuine human interest and kindness. A lump rose in his throat, and he swallowed hard. Shit, he thought. I should be able to handle this by now.

“Yes.”

“That must have been awful. I can’t even imagine. Was she your first?”

Thomas nodded silently, overwhelmed with emotion. He thought he’d learned to deal with the grief, stowed it away so deep he no longer needed to worry about losing control.

“What happened?”

“She was dead when we woke up in the morning. She was already cold; it was too late to do anything.” His voice only just held.

The memory of trying in vain to get Emily breathing was right there, the paramedics pulling him away from her tiny body.

“I’m so sorry, Thomas. Were you and your partner able to support each other?”

Far from it.

Thomas shook his head and stared down at the desk. What the hell was going on here? Had seeing Pernilla reopened all the old wounds?

And yet he had left the restaurant feeling better than he had for a long time. He had been happy that evening, he was sure of it.

“It’s not unusual for a marriage to break up after the loss of a child, particularly the firstborn. It’s too heavy a burden to carry.”

Mats Larsson was acting like he hadn’t noticed that Thomas was on the verge of tears, but his voice was lower, gentler. He leaned back in his chair, as if to give Thomas space to pull himself together.

Thomas noticed and was grateful.

“If they can put all the guilt to the side and stop blaming each other, many couples do manage to find a way forward,” Larsson said. “A traumatic event can actually bring people closer together.”

He avoided Thomas’s gaze, glancing around the room as if talking to himself.

“Such a cataclysmic experience can become a driving force in itself, a positive impulse. For example, a high percentage of couples have another child as quickly as possible as a way of dealing with their grief. Have you and your wife talked about that?”

“We split up,” Thomas mumbled. “We couldn’t talk at all.”

Larsson’s expression was sympathetic.

“I’m sorry to hear that, but sometimes even couples who’ve separated can find a new way forward.”

He squeezed Thomas’s shoulder as he left the room.





Sandhamn 1928

It was Great-Uncle Olle who had taught him to whittle. On Thorwald’s tenth birthday, Olle had rummaged around in an old wooden chest and produced a small knife. It had a red handle and a black sheath. It was the best present Thorwald had ever received, and he always carried it with him.

Thorwald soon discovered that he had considerable skill when it came to handling the knife. He might not be so good at reading and writing, but he could transform a piece of wood into the most amazing creations. He would sit on the bench outside Olle’s cottage for hours on end, whittling away while his great-uncle told fishing stories. He made bowls and butter knives, ladles and table mats, to Vendela’s great joy.

Thorwald never tired of seeing his mother’s eyes light up when he came home with something new for her. He loved to make her smile; it was such a rare occurrence. For a fleeting moment they could simply be happy, unafraid.

Gottfrid was increasingly worried about his job. The final decision had yet to be made, but it was clear that the Customs Service on the island would be significantly reduced. The office might even be shut down altogether.

Vendela had raised the issue only once. They were sitting at the kitchen table, and Vendela had just made Thorwald a sandwich. Kristina had gone on an errand, and Gottfrid was at work.

“You need to be careful around your father at the moment, things are difficult for him.”

“Is he going to lose his job?”

Vendela gave him a glass of milk. “He doesn’t know.”

“Is that why he’s so horrible to us?”

Thorwald’s eyes were fixed on a bruise on his mother’s cheek, the result of not fetching Gottfrid’s plate quickly enough. His body also bore signs of his father’s recent moods.

“Hush now.”

“He’s getting worse.” Thorwald’s voice was quiet, but he knew he was right.

“He’s worried how we’ll manage if he loses his income.”

“But that’s not our fault. Why does he have to punish us?”

Vendela smiled sadly at her son.

“Who else would he punish?”

Thorwald had decided to give Karolina a present on Midsummer’s Eve.

She adored her cat, Missan, and often played with her in the garden, so he had decided to make her a wooden cat that looked like Missan. He’d give it to her at the dance; it was the first time she had been allowed to go, and he knew how much she was looking forward to it.

For several days he searched for the perfect piece of wood. One after another was rejected: too curved, too many knotholes. Eventually he found a piece of pine that was just the right size. He set to work.

With practiced movements he whittled the outstretched body. When he finished, it looked like the cat had just settled down in the sun for a rest. The legs were relaxed, the head drooping.

He sanded the surface until it was perfectly smooth, then he polished it with a cloth until it shone. It had taken many hours, but now the cat was finished, and tomorrow Karolina would receive her gift.

He got up from the bench outside the boathouse and took a step back to admire his work. The cat really did look like it was about to start purring at any minute. Thorwald stretched, smiling contentedly. Karolina would love it. He could picture the delight on her face.

“What are you doing?”

He gave a start. Kristina was standing beside him; she had crept up without him noticing. The nets hanging out to dry were fluttering gently in the breeze; otherwise all was peaceful around the boathouse.

Instinctively Thorwald tried to hide the figurine. “Nothing.”

“You were making something. Can I see?”

“No.”

His sister looked mutinous. She yanked a few blades of grass from a tuft at her feet and rolled them around in her fingers. Then she sweetened her voice and her expression and tried again.

“Please can I see, Thorwald, please?”

“I told you, it’s nothing.”

But Kristina’s curiosity had been aroused, and she had no intention of giving up. Without hesitation she went for her most effective weapon.

“If you don’t let me see, I’ll tell Daddy you’re neglecting your chores. You’ve been gone for ages.”

Thorwald gave in.

“It’s nothing really, just a wooden toy.” He held out his hand with the little cat resting on his palm.

Kristina’s face lit up. She picked up the cat and ran her fingers gently over its silky-smooth back. After an anxious minute, Thorwald took it back.

“It’s beautiful. Can I have it?” Kristina begged.

“No, it’s not for you.”

Thorwald turned away and started gathering his tools. It was getting late and he needed to be home in time for supper; he didn’t want to risk his father’s rage.

“Please can I have it, Thorwald, please?”

“I told you, it’s not for you.”

Thorwald started sweating, wishing with every fiber of his being that Kristina had stayed away. If she blabbed and told Gottfrid that he had spent hours whittling a toy instead of helping out around the house, he would pay dearly for it.

Kristina stamped her foot.

“You’re stupid! I want it!”

She reached out like lightning and grabbed the cat, then pressed it to her chest with both hands, triumph written all over her face.

“It’s mine!”

Thorwald didn’t move a muscle. Then he let out a long sigh.

“Give that to me,” he said quietly.

“No, it’s mine!” Kristina stuck out her tongue. “You can’t have it!”

Thorwald took a step toward her. She backed away, still clutching the cat. Thorwald moved a step closer, and for the first time there was a glimmer of fear in Kristina’s eyes. She was only nine, but she had grown accustomed to getting her own way as far as her brother was concerned; she could always threaten to tell Daddy.

Thorwald kept his eyes fixed on her face. The cat was for Karolina, and he wasn’t about to give in.

Not this time.

Kristina seemed to hesitate.

“I’ll tell Daddy,” she ventured again, still edging backward.

The bright sunlight emphasized the shadows between them, and Kristina’s fair hair stood out like a halo around her head.

“Thorwald?” Her voice quavered.

He wasn’t listening anymore. In a second he had reached her and forced her little fingers apart. He snatched the cat from her; he was so angry that he gave her a hard shove. She staggered and tumbled off the jetty. The water wasn’t very deep, but she was soaked to the waist.

She started sobbing.

“Stupid Thorwald, stupid, stupid Thorwald! I’m going to tell Daddy everything!”

“Leave me alone,” he said in a monotone. Then he turned and walked away.





CHAPTER 39

“So what’s actually going on between you and Henrik?”

Nora had just gone into the kitchen to start dinner when the phone rang. She immediately recognized her mother-in-law’s voice.

Monica Linde.

This was the last thing she needed right now. Of course Henrik had gone running to Mommy. Why was she surprised? He’d always involved his mother in their relationship. Monica, who boasted about the distinguished company they kept, and who had never considered Nora good enough for her son.

Nora’s relationship with Monica was civil, but the truth was that she thoroughly disliked the woman—a feeling that had grown steadily over the years.

Obligatory visits to the in-laws made Nora clench her teeth until her jaw ached. Henrik immediately turned into a spoiled teenager, and she ran around after Adam and Simon while being treated to lectures on how badly she was bringing them up.

Monica made a point of constantly correcting the boys and comparing them with the grandchildren of her marvelous friends, which drove Nora crazy. Henrik, however, refused to see his mother’s shortcomings and was furious when Nora broached the subject. In the end, Nora had abandoned any attempt to open his eyes to the way his mother treated both her and the children. Instead she kept quiet and suffered, counting the hours until the visit was over.

That was one of the few advantages of the separation; once they were divorced, she would no longer have to spend any time with her loathsome mother-in-law.

“Did you hear what I said, Nora?”

Nora had no idea what Monica had said, and she didn’t really care either.

“No, I didn’t quite—”

“I’ve told Henrik that a divorce is out of the question. No one in the Linde family has ever done such a thing. What on earth would people say?”

Nora didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. How was it possible to have as high opinion of yourself as Monica Linde? How could she even imagine it was OK to pick up the phone and dictate to her daughter-in-law what she could and couldn’t do? Monica had no respect for boundaries. She somehow assumed she had the right to rule the lives of everyone around her.

“It’s not actually your decision,” Nora said as politely as she could manage.

“You and Henrik will simply have to sort out your problems. You have two wonderful children—how can you even think of getting a divorce and exposing them to the shame that would bring?”

Grit your teeth, Nora thought. Don’t lose your temper, she’s not worth it.

“I wouldn’t use the word shame,” she said. “There are many children who cope perfectly well with divorced parents. We’ll figure out an arrangement, just like everyone else does.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Children need both parents, especially young boys. How will you manage without a man around the house—have you thought about that? Do you know how difficult it is for single mothers to raise their sons?”

Monica knew exactly which buttons to press. Nora was already worrying about how she would deal with the boys on her own—especially Adam, who was definitely Daddy’s boy, and heading straight for puberty.

“Henrik should have thought of that before he screwed around with Marie,” she snapped.

She hadn’t meant to reveal Henrik’s infidelity, but anger got the better of her. He could answer to his mother; why should Nora protect him?

Monica’s supercilious laugh caught her off guard.

“My dear girl, men have been behaving that way for centuries. They try to forget their faults through temporary liaisons, a young girl or two who looks up to them and massages their ego. We just have to put up with it. What do you think I’ve done all these years?”

The cynicism in her mother-in-law’s words left Nora stunned, even though she’d always understood that, as far as Monica was concerned, outward appearances were all that mattered. As long as her social status was unaffected, everything else was irrelevant.

Nora spared a thought for her poor father-in-law, who was a pretty nice guy. He would often give her a conspiratorial wink when Monica was droning on about something at the dinner table. If he had cheated on the old bully once or twice, no wonder!

“Nothing you say or do will influence my decision, Monica. I think it’s time we ended this conversation.”

“In that case, let me say this again: a divorce is out of the question. You need to get a grip, Nora. No matter how you or I feel about it, you’re a member of the Linde family.”

Nora swallowed. She had no intention of humiliating herself by crying in front of Monica. How was this her fault? She wasn’t the one who had broken her marital vows.

“I can’t live with Henrik any longer. It’s over.”

“Listen very carefully, Nora. I don’t think you understand what you’re getting into here. If you insist on a divorce, we will support Henrik in every way.”

Nora closed her eyes and leaned against the worktop. She could hear Simon giving orders to his toy soldiers in the next room.

“Henrik will keep the house in Saltsjöbaden; it’s in his name. We made sure of that when he used his inheritance from his grandfather to buy it.”

“I know the house is his.”

She knew, but she had chosen not to think about it. When her in-laws insisted that the property should be in Henrik’s name only, she hadn’t been particularly bothered. They were going to be together for the rest of their lives, after all, so what did it matter whose name was on the deeds?

“And it’s in the best interests of the boys if they remain there, in their normal environment. Believe me, there will be no room for maneuver as far as Henrik is concerned.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The boys will stay in the house with their father, of course; anything else is out of the question.”

“Henrik isn’t getting sole custody of Adam and Simon!” Nora protested.

“I wouldn’t be too sure of that.” Monica’s tone had changed, and her voice was low and hostile. “Don’t forget you were on sick leave last year. You isolated yourself and spent a lot of time crying, from what I’ve heard. You were also seeing a psychologist. You were pretty volatile.” Monica paused, allowing the words to sink in. “And, of course, the children need a stable parent. Their welfare has to come first. Surely you must realize that.”

Nora went cold all over. So Monica knew she had been seeing a psychologist. Henrik had betrayed her in so many ways.

“I only saw her a few times.”

The words were barely out of her mouth before she regretted them. There was no reason to apologize. Why was she letting this happen?

“As I said, we have to consider what’s best for the children. If I am forced to make a statement about your suitability as parent, I can’t refuse. For example, I remember the time Henrik had to leave the hospital because Simon hit his head on the corner of a table at preschool. The poor child needed several stitches. But you were too busy to even show up.”

That’s not true, Nora thought. She remembered the incident very clearly. She had spent months working on a major credit agreement at the bank. All parties were on the point of signing the paperwork when the school called. She was usually the one who dealt with any problems, but on that occasion it was impossible to leave such an important meeting. It just couldn’t be done. She had managed to get hold of Henrik and had begged and pleaded with him to go. He had been irritable for several days afterward, but she’d had no choice.

She had already paid with a string of apologies and Henrik’s guilt trips; was she going to lose her children because for one day her career had come before his?

“Think very carefully, Nora. Don’t embark on a course of action you will regret. We have many good friends who can help Henrik, eminent lawyers, influential judges . . .”

Nora had no doubt that Monica was prepared to pull those strings. Her mother-in-law could be ruthless when it suited her.

All at once Monica’s tone softened.

“Don’t you think it would do you and Henrik good to get away for a few days, sort out your problems? Harald and I would be happy to take care of the boys if you’d like to go on a romantic trip. You only have to say the word—we’re always available, you know that.”

Nora hung up but stood there a long time, unable to get her mother-in-law’s voice out of her head.





CHAPTER 40

“Come on, boys!” Nora called with as much cheer as she could muster. “Let’s go out for dinner tonight. Sausages and fries, what do you say?”

She was still seething from the conversation with Monica, but she was determined not to let the boys know anything was wrong. She needed to get out for a while, be among normal people who didn’t try to tell her how to run her life. In the front hall, she took her jacket off the brass hook and grabbed her hat. Simon was ready in no time, but Adam was dragging his heels.

“Hurry up—you can have a Coke even though it’s not Saturday. And ketchup, lots of ketchup!”

Simon loved ketchup and poured it over everything, including fish sticks and rice.

Nora’s cell phone rang; it was Henrik, and there was no way she was going to talk to him right now. Not after Monica’s threats. She needed time to think; plus, she knew he would demand that she leave the island and come home to Saltsjöbaden. Not a chance.

Not under any circumstances.

Once again she blessed Annie for advising her to keep the boys on Sandhamn for a few days to normalize things. Now she could counter Henrik with the opinion of an expert.

Take the boys home . . . what did home even mean now?

“Mom.” Simon tugged at her sleeve. “Can we go? I’m really hot in my coat.”

She turned to Adam and put her arm around his shoulders. “Everything will be fine, honey. I promise. Let’s go and eat.”

Adam didn’t say anything as he put on his coat and gloves. He’d been very quiet all day.

Simon seemed relatively unaffected, almost as if he thought the macabre event had happened in one of his beloved—and often grotesque—computer games. He was chattering away as usual, showing no signs of anxiety.

But she was concerned about Adam. How upset had he been by the discovery, and to what extent was he aware of his parents’ marital problems? He was an intelligent, sensitive boy who probably understood more than she realized.

The sun had already gone down by the time they left the house. In February it sank quickly behind the headland at Västerudd, in contrast to the spectacular sunsets beyond Harö in late summer.

Nora closed the gate, and they headed for the harbor. There were lights in the windows of just a few houses, and the sight struck her as deeply melancholy. Almost all the properties were owned by summer residents these days, and were largely unoccupied for the rest of the year. Those who only visited for a couple of months probably had no idea how desolate the little community felt late in the year.

Nora turned her back on the dark houses and swallowed hard to force back tears, which were still threatening to come after Monica’s phone call. The events of the past week felt like weights around her legs.

On top of her own heartbreak, she grieved for the Rosén family. She grabbed both the boys’ hands and squeezed them tightly. What would she do if anything happened to Adam or Simon? The thought was unbearable.

Adam realized she was sad. He squeezed her hand in return and rubbed his cheek against her shoulder. The unexpected gesture made her feel much better.

“Hurry up, Mom,” he said. “It’s freezing out here!”

Then he scampered ahead.

The cellar bar was almost full. Nora paused for a moment in the doorway, looking for somewhere to sit. The three window tables were taken as usual; they were almost always occupied by islanders. That was their territory, and only visitors who didn’t know better would try to sit there.

Farther in, there were long tables with the contours of sailing ships carved into the tops. Candlelight created a warm, cozy atmosphere, and it felt good to come in out of the cold and sink into a comfortable chair.

Nora was wondering if there was going to be room for them when she spotted an empty table to the left of the bar. They hurried over and sat down, with the boys on one side and Nora on the other.

“I want a Coke,” Simon piped up immediately. “You said we could.”

“It’s not Saturday,” Adam said before Nora had time to speak.

He knows exactly what Henrik would say, she thought. Simon looked disappointed but didn’t take his eyes off her.

“It’s fine, you can both have a Coke if you like. We’ll make an exception—it’s OK to do that sometimes.”

She studied the menu board on the wall and decided on the fish stew. It was one of the restaurant’s specialties, and always contained generous amounts of fish and shellfish. She was also planning to have a glass of white wine. Or two.

“Sausages and mashed potatoes, or sausages and fries?”

“Fries,” they chorused.

Nora smiled. Fries always beat good old-fashioned mashed potatoes by a mile. Personally she loathed both the smell and the taste after far too many visits to burger joints with the kids.

“OK . . .”

She went over to the bar to place their order. She still hadn’t taken off her coat; it took a while to get warm, even though they hadn’t walked very far.

As they waited for their food, the boys played rock-paper-scissors, while Nora sipped her wine and let her mind wander.

She had nodded to the other diners when they came in; this was a small island, and the restaurant was a natural gathering place, particularly on chilly winter evenings when there was hardly a soul in sight outdoors. She was enjoying the company, even though she would never be an integral part of the community of those who lived here year-round. At a time like this, having people she knew around her made her feel more secure.

Unfortunately, the other diners apparently felt the need to discuss the terrible events; she could hear fragments of conversation, all on the subject of Lina Rosén. The Rosén family had lived on the island for generations.

Nora took another sip of wine and decided to leave the outside lights on when they went to bed. Suddenly, loud voices came from a table in the corner. The boys stopped playing and turned to look.

“Stop hassling me, you bitch! I’ll do what I want!”

The angry voice belonged to a man in his sixties. He leaped to his feet, sending his chair flying. His face was bright red, and a prominent vein throbbed at his temple. He knocked back the contents of his beer glass and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

A woman of about the same age sat at the table looking miserable. Quietly she asked him to calm down, but her efforts merely served to enrage him further.

“Shut your mouth and stop whining. I’m so sick of your goddamn nagging!”

Nora recognized the couple: Bengt and Ingrid Österman. They were permanent residents who lived not far from the Mission House. Ingrid always nodded to Nora when they met in the village, but Bengt was a miserable creep who rarely acknowledged anyone.

Right now Ingrid looked like she was about to burst into tears. She glanced around anxiously, mortified. Nora averted her eyes, embarrassed on the other woman’s behalf. She hated the way Bengt had spoken to his wife, and was filled with sympathy for the poor woman. Tears sprang to her eyes; marriage wasn’t easy, as she knew only too well.

She blinked the tears away; she didn’t want the boys to see how upset she was. They were still transfixed by the Östermans; Nora snapped her fingers.

“Stop staring,” she muttered. “Go back to your game.”

Bengt grabbed his jacket and headed for the door. Nora could smell the booze as he marched past their table. He was followed a few seconds later by Ingrid; her cheeks were flushed, and she kept her eyes fixed on the floor as she clumsily tried to put on her coat.

“Who was that? He smelled funny,” Simon said anxiously.

Nora tried to reassure her son. “His name is Bengt; he’s just had a little bit too much to drink. Grown-ups do that sometimes.”

“He’s disgusting,” Adam said firmly. “And drunk. He can’t even walk straight.”

“He almost fell over, didya see?” Simon tittered.

Adam frowned as he watched the man stagger through the door, and Simon was still openly staring. At that moment both boys were exact copies of their father. Henrik had a tendency to judge people mercilessly. Yet again Nora felt a surge of anger; how dare Henrik pass on this lack of empathy to their sons?

“Enough,” she said, hoping Bengt hadn’t noticed. No one seemed to have heard; at least, no one was looking at them. The hum of conversation had resumed after the brief interruption.

Nora was ashamed of the fact that Adam and Simon could so casually dismiss a fellow human being, and for a moment she saw both her husband and her mother-in-law reflected in her boys. She finished her wine and pushed back her chair.

“Let’s mind our own business,” she said. “Dinner will be here in a few minutes.”

She got up to go to the bar for another glass of wine, and discovered to her surprise that her hands were shaking.

Is there no such thing as a happy marriage anymore? she thought. People are either arguing in public or having affairs. Thomas and Pernilla were divorced, and soon she would be, too. Henrik had even hit her.

What happened to love? she wondered sadly. Why is it so hard to hold on to?
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As evening turned to night, Thorwald wandered aimlessly in the pine forest on the southern end of the island. He knew what was waiting for him at home.

He considered seeking refuge with Great-Uncle Olle but dismissed the idea. Olle was tired and sick; there was no way he could protect Thorwald from Gottfrid’s anger.

By midnight he was too cold and hungry to stay away any longer. It was June, and the temperature was just a few degrees above freezing. The sea chilled the air, and he was so cold he was shaking.

There was nowhere else to go. He couldn’t hide forever; it was an island. Wearily he trudged home and opened the door.

Gottfrid was waiting for him. He was sitting on a kitchen chair and had already taken off his broad leather belt. It was lying on the table, and Thorwald saw it as soon as he walked in. The bible lay open beside it. Gottfrid pointed to a verse and read it aloud.

Thorwald didn’t say a word. There was no point. It was clear that Gottfrid believed God had instructed him to punish his son. Wearily Thorwald unfastened his pants, let them fall to the ground, and bent over the table.

When Gottfrid had finished, he went into the bedroom. Thorwald remained where he was, curled up on the floor. The blood flowing from his flayed skin formed a pool beside him.

It reminded him of when he was little and used to wet the bed at night. The piss warmed him at first but quickly grew cold.

In his befuddled state he wondered whether Vendela would be angry at him for making a mess of her rug. He had heard her mention once that bloodstains were hard to get out.

The first rays of the sun found their way through the window, and the birds began to sing. Midsummer’s Eve had dawned. Today they were supposed to go over to the island of Kroksö to collect flowers and birch twigs to decorate the pole. Karolina would be waiting for him.

She would be waiting in vain.

He was terribly thirsty; slowly he tried to creep closer to the stove and the pail of water, but it hurt so much that he soon gave up. I hate him, he whispered, and the rage made him feel a little better.

I hate that bastard, he said to himself. And God. God doesn’t care about me, or he wouldn’t let Father treat me this way.

I hate Father and I hate God.

He collapsed back down on the floor, utterly exhausted. His back was burning where the belt had left deep wounds. Gottfrid had beaten him slowly and methodically. Neither of them had made a sound; the only thing that could be heard were the blows as the bare skin was torn by the buckle.

He’s crazy, Thorwald thought. And so is that damned bible.

Sooner or later, he’s going to kill me.

This new thought terrified him, but for a long time he had feared what his father might be capable of.

In the name of God.

Thorwald lost consciousness for a little while; when he came around he was in agonizing pain, and he gradually realized that he had only one option.

He had to get away from Sandhamn.

He’d never been outside the archipelago, had only visited Möja and Runmarö a few times. But he knew how to get to Stockholm. The steamboat that brought summer visitors every week went straight there. He also knew how to navigate by the stars; Great-Uncle Olle had taught him. He could take the skiff and row across to the mainland if necessary.

He attempted to turn over, hoping to find a less painful position. That bastard is going to kill me, he thought once more, before the darkness closed around him.
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Friday, March 2, 2007

The conversation with Mats Larsson lingered in Thomas’s mind.

You had to get over your feelings of guilt, stop blaming one another, and then grief could be transformed into a unifying force rather than a divisive wedge. Old accusations could be replaced by fresh hopes.

He was the one who had blamed her, not vice versa. He’d hardly been able to look at Pernilla without his head being filled with dark thoughts. He had been so lost in his despair that he had refused to accept that a child could die without it being anyone’s fault.

Only now did he realize that Pernilla was not responsible for the fact that he’d lost his daughter. He should be grateful for the time they’d had, and stop brooding over Emily’s untimely death. And above all he had to stop blaming Pernilla.

His cell phone was on the table in front of him, and he brought up the text message from his drafts folder.

The display showed “Send?” in glowing white letters.

Thomas hesitated, then deleted the message and wrote what he’d originally planned to say.

Thanks for a lovely evening—it was great to see you again / Thomas

Send.

A knock made him look up; Margit was standing in the doorway.

“Another death on Sandhamn. We have to leave right away.”

“What happened?”

“All I know is that a woman died; the call came in a few minutes ago. The helicopter is busy, so we’ll have to drive to Stavsnäs. Let’s go.”

When they walked into the Östermans’ house, Thomas was immediately struck by the smell of stale booze.

The source didn’t take long to find: Bengt Österman was sitting on the sofa in the living room. His flannel shirt was stained and his face was unshaven. Thomas glanced into the kitchen; the counter was covered in empty bottles, and something had trickled onto the floor, leaving a dried brown patch. A poodle was standing in the corner drinking from its water bowl.

A uniformed officer showed them into the bedroom, where they found a woman on the bed in a nightgown, half turned on her side. Her eyes were closed, her skin waxen; she had obviously been dead for several hours.

On the bedside table were several pill bottles with Ingrid Österman’s name on them. Margit bent down and read the labels aloud. Thomas recognized some of the names: a lethal cocktail of antidepressants and sleeping tablets.

Propped against a glass of water was a card, neatly written in black.

Staffan Nilsson, the forensic technician, was already there. He’d been on the island of Djurö when the call came, and had arrived more quickly than Thomas and Margit. He didn’t look as frozen as last time, Thomas thought. At least they didn’t have to work outside today.

“The cause of death could be an overdose,” Nilsson said, gesturing toward the bottles. “Possibly self-administered. I’ve only found one set of prints, and there’s a suicide note.”

“Someone could have worn gloves and placed the card there,” Thomas pointed out.

“Right. We can’t rule that out.”

Thomas looked around the room. It was shabby, just like the rest of the house. He noticed a circular mark on the wall on the other side of the bed; presumably Bengt Österman had rested his head there for many years, and the grease had left a permanent stain. A pile of clothes had been tossed on a chair in one corner, and the half-open closet door revealed a mound of dirty laundry.

“Find anything else?”

Nilsson shook his head. “No injuries to the body as far as I can see, but these are strong drugs. If she took them all, then there was no going back. There’s enough here to kill a horse.”

“She’s been depressed.” Margit sighed, thinking of their recent conversation.

“What do you make of the suicide note?” Thomas pulled on a pair of latex gloves and picked up the card.

“Sorry, I can’t do this anymore,” he read. “What does that mean?”

Margit shrugged. “I have no idea. An apology for taking all those pills? Or maybe it has to do with her son, Sebastian—is she saying she couldn’t get over his death?”

Thomas gave a start when she mentioned the boy’s name.

“You said she was suffering from depression?” he said.

“Yeah, she told me she’d been on sick leave for long stretches after Sebastian died.”

“That could explain it.”

“Maybe.”

“OK, let’s go and talk to the husband.”

Thomas turned and left the room.
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Bengt Österman was still on the sofa. He seemed unmoved by what was going on in his home, and when Thomas looked into his eyes, he understood why. The guy was still trashed. His eyes were glassy and unfocused. It was a wonder he’d managed to contact the police. It could be hours before he sobered up.

Thomas pulled up a chair and sat down opposite him, while Margit took the armchair beside him.

“Was it you who found her?” Thomas began.

Bengt nodded.

“Can you tell me what happened?”

“She was just lying there.”

“When did you find her?”

“When I went into the bedroom.”

“And what time was this?”

Bengt’s eyes darted from side to side.

“I don’t really know.”

A light went on in Thomas’s head.

“Where did you sleep last night?”

Bengt shuffled uncomfortably.

“On the sofa.”

And probably not for the first time, Thomas thought. He could imagine Ingrid wearily giving up and leaving her drunken husband in the living room when she went to bed, a miserable pattern that gradually became a habit.

“I think I passed out a little after midnight.”

“So you didn’t find her until the morning?”

“No.”

His voice was quiet, betraying shame and embarrassment.

“She usually puts a blanket over me when I nod off on the sofa, but I woke up this morning because I was cold. I decided to go get into bed, but she was just lying there. I could see right away that something was wrong.”

“You mean you realized she was dead?” Margit said.

He nodded as the grief broke through the alcoholic fog. His eyes filled with tears, and he wiped his nose with his sleeve.

“She couldn’t cope after Sebastian died. Neither of us could . . . ,” he mumbled. His face closed down as he got up and went into the kitchen. Thomas heard him remove the cork from a bottle and take several gulps. There was no point in trying to stop him.

Bengt came back and slumped down on the sofa once more. Gray stubble covered his weather-beaten cheeks. His shirt was too small, straining over his belly.

“Do you have any idea why your wife might have wanted to take her own life?” Margit asked.

Bengt Österman didn’t speak; he simply pointed to the photograph of his son on top of the bureau. It was hard to believe that the smiling, tanned teenager was the offspring of the pathetic figure before them.

“Sebastian?” Margit asked.

“What do you think?”

“Had she ever mentioned suicide?”

“No.”

“But she was on a lot of medication?”

“For her nerves. She got the pills from the clinic—they don’t give you any hassle there. They prescribed everything she asked for and more. It’s just all the other stuff society can’t afford these days!”

“Did she seem different in any way last night?”

He shook his head.

“No, she was the same as always. We had dinner at the restaurant, then we came home.”

“Did anything happen yesterday? Did you have a fight?” Thomas asked.

Bengt let out a deep sigh.

“I wasn’t very nice to her in the restaurant. I said some things. But it wasn’t the first time.” This was followed by a bitter laugh.

“Do you know if she saw anyone else yesterday who might have upset her?”

“Who the hell would she see out here? It’s the same people all the time, down in the village, neighbors poking their fucking noses in. Everyone knows everything about everyone around here.”

Another trip to the kitchen. The sound of a bottle being slammed down. Bengt returned without even acknowledging that he’d left. Thomas tried to curb his impatience. Trying to get something helpful out of this guy was beginning to seem like a waste of time. The more he drank, the harder it was to talk to him.

“I think we’d better come back when you’ve had time to gather your thoughts,” he said, glancing at Margit.

“Do you have anyone who could come over for a while so you don’t have to be alone?” she asked.

“I’ll be fine.” The response was instant and decisive.

Thomas doubted that Bengt could manage on his own for long; his wife had probably been his last link to a normal life.

First his son, now his wife. Without Ingrid it was only a matter of time before he drank himself to death. This kind of thing happened in the archipelago, where inactivity and long, desolate winter nights could become unbearable. For some poor souls, booze was the only thing that kept loneliness at bay.

Suddenly Thomas couldn’t stay a moment longer in this claustrophobic room. He stood up and nodded to Margit.

“If you can finish up here, I’ll have a quick word with the neighbors. See you outside in ten minutes?”

The fresh air was a relief. Thomas stood on the top step filling his lungs. The garden was a mess, with piles of rubbish all over the place. Several rusty boat engines lay in one corner next to a broken hammock. Both the garden and the house were testament to a complete lack of care and attention.

Thomas noticed a shed at the far end of the garden. He went over and tried the red door; it wasn’t locked. He stepped inside and saw that the place was used for storage, and as a carpentry workshop. There was a carpenter’s workbench and an old-fashioned chopping block; a chest freezer sat against the opposite wall. Tools were scattered haphazardly. Thomas closed the door and walked away.

He knew he should feel sorry for Bengt Österman, but it was tough. The guy was a drunkard, and couldn’t have been much of a support for poor Ingrid. In some ways it was hardly surprising if she couldn’t cope any longer, just as Bengt had said.

He caught a movement in his peripheral vision and saw an elderly woman emerge from the house next door. A patterned door curtain fluttered behind her.

“What’s going on?” she called out. “I saw the paramedics.”

“I’m afraid Ingrid Österman has passed away,” Thomas said.

“Oh my goodness!” The woman’s hand flew to her mouth. “That’s terrible—what happened?”

She didn’t attempt to hide her curiosity, but she did seem genuinely upset.

Thomas responded with a question: “How well do you know the Östermans?”

The woman thought for a few seconds. She wasn’t wearing a jacket, and she shivered in the cold. She wrapped her arms around herself.

“Bengt and I have known each other all our lives.”

“You were born on the island?”

She nodded. “A few years after the war, just like Bengt. I got to know Ingrid later, when they got married, but she kept herself to herself, especially the last few years. After Sebastian. His death hit her very hard, poor soul.”

“She was suffering from depression, as I understand it.”

“That’s right—I’ve hardly seen her for a year. She stayed home most of the time, and with a husband like that it’s hardly surprising.”

She pursed her lips, and the sympathetic expression changed to distaste.

“What do you mean?” Thomas probed.

“He drinks, haven’t you noticed?” She sniffed loudly. “Believe me, poor Ingrid got no support from that lout. I imagine he’ll drink himself to death now that she’s not there to stop him.”

Thomas sighed; he had reached the same conclusion himself. Everything pointed to suicide: a depressed, bereaved woman had taken an intentional overdose. There didn’t seem to be any reason to suspect that a crime had been committed, though they’d have to wait for the autopsy to be sure.

Thomas thanked the neighbor for her help and walked away. It was almost three thirty, and he decided to give Nora a call. The last time, when he and Margit went over for coffee, she’d seemed off—sad, nervous. He figured he’d go check on her before leaving the island.

He reached her right away.

“Come for dinner!” Nora pleaded. “And you should stay overnight. There’s a spare bed in the boys’ room, and we can even lend you a toothbrush. Adam and Simon would be thrilled.”

It was clear that she wanted company, but Thomas hesitated. He really should head back to the mainland and get more work done. On the other hand, his friend needed him; he could catch the early-morning ferry.

“Sure, I’d love to. I just have a few things to sort out, then I’ll be over.”

“You’re an angel. Do you like tacos?”

“Absolutely—haven’t had them for ages.”

The grocery store was only open for two hours a day in the winter, and Nora got there with just minutes to spare. She needed more ground beef; Thomas ate as much as she and the boys put together.

She picked up a red basket and hurried over to the meat counter. Westerbergs Livs was the hub of the island. It also served as both a liquor store and a pharmacy, and customers could even get cash when necessary. You could buy everything from standard foodstuffs to compost and geraniums. In the summer there was a permanent line at the checkout, but this time of year, the place was quiet.

Nora quickly gathered what she needed. She added a bottle of soda for the boys, plus some dark chocolate to go with coffee after dinner, then made her way to the register. The owner herself was sitting there, the fourth generation of her family to trade in the archipelago.

“Hi there,” Nora heard someone say. She looked up and saw Johanna Granlund along with her daughter, who sometimes played with Simon. Nora and Johanna were the same age, and had known each other for many years.

“Hi,” Nora said, returning Johanna’s smile. “How are things?”

“Fine, thanks, but you know what it’s like when you first arrive—there’s always something you forgot!” She held up her basket.

“You just came over?”

“Today, yes. I’ve been working all week, so the kids had to go to the sitter’s.” Johanna shrugged. “It’s not ideal, but it couldn’t be helped. We’re going skiing at Easter, so I couldn’t take this week off, too.”

Something stirred in Nora’s memory. Hadn’t Pelle Forsberg said he had dinner with the Granlunds on Tuesday? Strange—had he lied to her?

“So you weren’t here earlier this week?”

Johanna shook her head. “No—like I said, I came over with the kids today.” She looked inquiringly at Nora. “Why do you ask?”

“It’s nothing, I was just wondering,” Nora said quickly.

Johanna checked her watch. “I need to get back to my starving family. It’s good to be here, even if it’s just for the weekend. See you around.”
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Thorwald was laid up for almost a week.

Vendela had sobbed when she found him on the floor; she had half dragged, half carried him to bed. She cleaned his wounds, applied a soothing salve to his back, and bandaged him up as best she could. The treatment was almost as painful as Gottfrid’s beating.

Even Kristina had been horrified, and tried to make up for what she’d done. She had tiptoed in during the evening with a bunch of flowers in a glass and placed them on the bedside table before creeping away, overcome with guilt.

There was no sign of Gottfrid, and Thorwald had plenty of time to think as he lay there.

He had to get away from his father.

Sooner or later he’d set off Gottfrid’s rage yet again; he hardly dared imagine how much worse things would be next time. His father was becoming increasingly unpredictable, and his mother clearly couldn’t protect him.

No one could.

As his body slowly healed, Thorwald tried to come up with a solution.

Seven years remained until he turned twenty-one and came of age. Seven long years during which he belonged to his father and was more or less a slave.

He wouldn’t survive that long. He had to leave Sandhamn and everything he knew.

He had to leave Karolina.

The thought was much more painful than his wounds. He couldn’t abandon Karolina; she was the only source of joy in his life. He had no idea how he could bring himself to walk away from her.

He desperately tried to think of another way out, but he kept coming back to the same conclusion. He had to leave the island, and give up Karolina forever.

It took a while before he worked out what to do, understood the sacrifice he would have to make.

He had to get her to hate him. He had to hurt her so badly that she’d never want to see him again. If the love in her eyes was replaced with fury, he would be able to cut the ties. Otherwise he would never be able to bring himself to go away from Sandhamn.

By the time Thorwald was back on his feet, the midsummer weekend was long past. In spite of the fact that he wanted nothing more than to see Karolina, he spent his time with Arvid or one of their other friends. He walked away whenever she came near, and gave monosyllabic answers to her questions.

He gritted his teeth and hardened his heart against the hurt in her eyes; he turned away as if he hadn’t noticed. He made nasty comments about annoying, persistent girls, and everyone laughed.

She heard him. He knew she heard him.

Inside, he was crying. He kept the little wooden cat in his pocket, sometimes caressing it with his fingertips to remind himself of what he had to do.


After a while Karolina realized that he had lost interest in her. The light in her eyes died, and her wonderful smile disappeared. She started to avoid both him and her girlfriends. Sometimes he would see her sitting in the garden with Missan on her lap. Hour after hour, all alone.

She was so unhappy, and he knew it was his fault. Everything was his fault.

“Karolina,” he would whisper into the darkness at night. “Forgive me, I love you so much.”





CHAPTER 43

Thomas had borrowed a room in the police contact center, which was housed in a yellow building in the middle of the village. He had gone online and planned to spend an hour or so reading through the day’s reports and records of interviews before it was time to go and see Nora. He was also waiting for the details of Sandhamn residents who had a hunting license, which should come through pretty soon.

Members of the public had been calling in all week. Unfortunately most of their information had been gleaned from the press or the Internet—nothing useful.

His cell phone rang. In a fit of nostalgia for his teenage years he had downloaded a Deep Purple track as his ringtone, and the sound of “Smoke on the Water” echoed through the room.

Margit didn’t bother introducing herself or even saying hello.

“The National Forensics Lab called; they finished the DNA analysis.”

“Is it Lina?”

“Yes, it’s confirmed.”

That was fast, Thomas thought. They must have prioritized the case because of the girl’s age and the circumstances.

As soon as he hung up with Margit, his phone rang again.

“Hi, it’s me.”

No name—there was no need.

“Hi.” He couldn’t help smiling.

“Thanks for your text.”

“Oh, you got it?”

“Mmm. It was great to see you, too.”

He couldn’t decide whether Pernilla was serious, or whether she was teasing him.

“You didn’t mind me saying that?” He had to ask.

A quiet laugh. “Is that what you think?”

Thomas became aware of his own reflection in a glass frame on the wall opposite. He was wearing a foolish grin.

“Not really, no.”

“Maybe we could meet up again?”

He wanted nothing more, the sooner the better, but he had promised Nora he’d come for dinner. Besides, the last ferry had already left.

“How about tomorrow?” he said.

“I don’t have any plans; I could make us dinner at home.”

At home?

He realized he did still think of their old apartment as home. His current place in Gustavsberg was just somewhere to sleep.

He would love to have dinner at home.

“Why not?” he said, being careful not to sound too excited.

“I can make a stir-fry—you used to like that. And how about toast skagen to start?”

“Maybe even sticky chocolate cake for dessert?” he joked.

“If you’re lucky.”

The foolish grin was still there. She knew exactly what he liked. He hadn’t cooked real food for a very long time; he usually threw something frozen in the microwave.

“But you’re helping. I have no intention of doing all the work myself, just so you know. Don’t think that you can crash in front of the TV.”

His smile was now so wide that the image in the glass was totally embarrassing.

“At least I know where I stand.”

“Shall we say six o’clock? I assume you still know the code for the main door—it hasn’t changed.”

“I haven’t forgotten.”





CHAPTER 44

Nora was in the kitchen chopping vegetables when the phone rang.

“Can someone get that?” she yelled over the TV in the next room. A few seconds later, she heard Adam’s voice.

“Mom,” he shouted. “Grandma wants to talk to you.”

“Hang on, just let me wipe my hands.” She grabbed a rag as he appeared with the receiver.

“Hi.”

“Hi, darling, it’s Mom.”

The previous evening when they got home from the restaurant, Nora had called her mom to ask if she knew who Thorwald was. She was fascinated by Karolina’s unhappy love story, and curious about what had happened. However, she hadn’t had a chance to go over to the Brand villa to see if there were any more diaries; every time she’d been about to go, something had come up.

“You asked me about a boy called Thorwald?”

“Yes.” Nora tucked the phone between her chin and shoulder and kept cooking; Thomas would be here soon.

“I spoke to Ingalill Andersson—you remember her?”

“Sure.”

Ingalill lived near Mangelbacken; she was almost eighty and sharp as a tack. She was born on the island just like Susanne, and had lived here all her life.

“She told me what happened to both Thorwald and Karolina . . .”

It was already evening as Thomas walked by the harbor on his way to Nora’s. A woman bundled up in several layers of clothing nodded to him; he nodded back even though he didn’t have a clue who she was. That was the way things were in the archipelago, especially in the winter; it was common practice to greet the few people you encountered.

His phone rang again: Erik Blom, sounding pretty excited.

“We’ve got something on Jakob Sandgren.”

“Talk to me.”

“He doesn’t have a criminal record; he was perfectly clean when we checked. But then I took a look at the database of suspected crimes.”

Well done, Eric! Thomas thought. That database contained cases where no charges had been brought. The prosecution included details of their investigation and records of interviews.

“So—when Sandgren was seventeen, he was reported for assaulting a girl the same age. He beat her up pretty bad when he was drunk. Allegedly.”

Erik paused for effect.

“What happened?” Thomas asked obligingly.

“He denied everything, and his parents gave him an alibi. They swore he’d been at home with them all evening.”

“And the case was dropped.”

“Exactly. The girl started to wobble; she’d been drunk, too, and there was no clear forensic evidence. The prosecutor decided they couldn’t prove that a crime had been committed.”

“And so, young Jakob was able to apply to the illustrious School of Economics without any trouble.”

“Sorry?”

“Nothing.” Thomas considered the significance of Erik’s discovery. It seemed likely that Jakob Sandgren had indeed abused Lina, just as Louise had said. Judging by what they knew so far, Jakob was a young man with dangerously violent tendencies.

He tried to gather his thoughts; he was stuck on Sandhamn tonight, no matter what.

“We’ll bring him back in tomorrow morning. And his parents.” He was struck by a thought. “And Erik—see if his father has a hunting license.”

Bowls of finely chopped cucumber and tomatoes, green salad, and grated cheese had been set out on the kitchen table. A big plate of tortillas was next to a pan full of fried ground beef, giving off the aroma of Mexican spices. Each person’s glass sported a red-and-white-checked napkin, giving the whole occasion a festive atmosphere. A bottle of Rioja and one of Coke completed the picture.

Nora contemplated the fruit of her labors with satisfaction. The meal looked delicious and inviting. For dessert there was chocolate mousse with whipped cream and sliced banana. Not terribly imaginative, but the kids loved it.

She went into the living room where Thomas was playing cards with the boys. She remembered playing exactly the same game with her friends night after night when they were teenagers.

The sight of her best friend with her sons, totally absorbed in what they were doing, made her feel like crying again. It should have been Henrik sitting there, enjoying a pleasant evening while the snow began to fall outside and the tiled stove warmed the house.

She didn’t want to think about what he might be doing right now, but she was so grateful that Thomas had agreed to stay over. If she’d had to spend another evening brooding alone, she would have gone crazy.

“OK, dinner’s ready!”

She took off her apron. It was pale blue and covered in tiny sailboats; terribly kitschy but perfect for the archipelago. At least that’s what she had thought when she bought it many years ago in Waxholm.

“Can’t we finish our game first?” Simon begged.

She looked at the little group on the sofa, and a wave of tenderness swept over her. At least she had the boys and Thomas, no matter what happened.

Adam was about to join in, but Thomas put down his cards and got to his feet.

“We’ll come back after dinner,” he said. “The cards aren’t going anywhere.” He winked at Simon. “And I’m going to win, young man—just so you know.”

“We get to decide whether or not you get dessert,” Adam warned him with a fierce frown.
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They were sitting on the black iron anchor in the middle of the harbor outside the Strindbergsgården café. In the eighteenth century, enormous anchors had been embedded in the ground all around the harbor; they were fifteen feet long and several feet tall—the big sailing ships had used them as moorings.

Nowadays, small children scrambled all over them, but it was also possible to sit down and rest for a while, as Thorwald and Arvid had done.

He saw her right away, coming down the lane past the inn. She was wearing a pale-blue dress with a white border. She had a basket over her arm, and she was walking quickly and purposefully, her brown braids swinging.

It was only a few seconds before she spotted him. Her body jerked slightly, as if she wanted to turn and run, but she pulled herself together, straightened her back, and kept on walking.

She was the most beautiful sight Thorwald had ever seen.

“Good morning, Karolina,” Arvid said politely. “Going shopping?”

Thorwald didn’t say a word. He looked down and poked at the sand with a stick. Karolina stiffened but replied to Arvid.

“Mom sent me to buy flour. And thread.”

Arvid continued chatting, while Thorwald miserably poked around with his stick, stubbornly refusing to look at Karolina.

“I have to go,” she said. “Mom will be wondering where I am.”

She lingered a second or two, trying to catch Thorwald’s eye. Then she turned away with an almost inaudible sigh and headed for the store, which was in the same building as the inn.

Thorwald didn’t say a word. He watched her go as the pain of loss tore at his heart. It was so agonizing that surely everyone could see how much he wanted to be with her.

“Why do you act so weird when she’s around?” Arvid demanded. “Can’t you see she likes you? I thought Karolina was the love of your life?”

An inarticulate grunt was the best Thorwald could manage. Tears weren’t far away, and he didn’t want to risk his friend hearing how thick his voice was.

Arvid shrugged.

“Karolina Brand won’t wait for you forever, you know,” he said. “There are plenty of boys who’d like to be with her.”

“Leave me alone!” Thorwald yelled as he leaped to his feet and ran away.

He made his way to the Mermaid’s Grotto, to the west of the school. It was a huge hollow dating from the Ice Age, and in the old days there were rumors of a sea spirit who had sought refuge there. Moss grew on the edge of the rocks, and water trickled down the crevices.

Thorwald crept inside and wrapped his arms around his legs. His throat was aching so much he could barely swallow. Karolina had looked so sad when she walked away, like an abandoned puppy dumped by the roadside. He’d had to grip the anchor as tightly as he could to prevent himself from jumping up and grabbing her hand to keep her there.

All he wanted to do was comfort her, make everything OK again. Go back to the way things had been before midsummer, when she had looked at him with love rather than sorrow and disappointment.

But then he wouldn’t be able to leave the island.

In his mind’s eye he saw Gottfrid’s silent fury as he methodically beat his son with his belt, religious fervor burning in his eyes.

He had to get away, and soon. There was no other way.





CHAPTER 45

The candles had almost burned down in the brass holders on the coffee table. Brass didn’t fare too well in the island cold; there were patches here and there that wouldn’t come off, but these candlesticks had been in the house as long as Nora could remember, and she wouldn’t dream of replacing them with shiny new ones.

“How are you holding up?” Thomas asked. He was half lying on the sofa; it was too short for his long legs, but he had managed to get reasonably comfortable. The boys were in bed, and Thomas and Nora had retired to the living room with the last of the Rioja. The fire in the stove was dying slowly, crackling faintly from time to time.

“So-so.” Nora was curled up at the other end of the sofa with a blanket over her legs. The wine had made her pleasantly drowsy, and she was grateful Thomas was there.

“Monica called.” She couldn’t suppress a weary sigh. “She said Henrik would get both the house and the children if I insisted on a divorce. That kind of thing just doesn’t happen in the Linde family. She threatened to tell the court I’m mentally unstable.”

The final sentence came out as a whisper. She’d intended to keep her tone light, but the impact of Monica’s words suddenly crashed over her.

“What a bitch,” Thomas snapped. “Don’t pay any attention to what she says. You’ll split the house and have joint custody of the boys, just like everyone else who gets divorced.”

Nora pulled the blanket a little higher. Thomas was right, of course, at least as far as Simon and Adam were concerned. However, she couldn’t shake off the feeling of impotence, and she hated it.

“The house in Saltsjöbaden belongs to him, so she’s right about that, but he’s not taking my sons. I will never let that happen.”

Her voice was shaking. Even though she knew the courts almost always ruled in favor of joint custody, she was terrified. What if Monica used all her powerful contacts and convinced the authorities that Nora was an unfit mother? How could she fight back? Her parents didn’t have a ton of money, and Nora had no high-flying acquaintances who could help her.

“Henrik might be a total jerk sometimes, but I can’t imagine he’d really take the kids away from you,” Thomas said. “Ignore Monica—she doesn’t know what she’s talking about.”

“I couldn’t survive if I lost them.”

The tears began to flow; she couldn’t help it.

“Calm down, Nora. Everything will be fine.”

“But how?”

Thomas moved over and put his arms around her, and Nora sobbed like a child, letting out all the fury and disappointment that had built up over the past week.

“I hate him,” she mumbled into Thomas’s sweater. “I wish he was dead. It would be easier if he was dead, because then I’d never have to see him again.”

“It’s OK,” Thomas murmured in an attempt to console her.

“How am I going to manage?” she whispered. “What’s going to happen to me and the boys?”

“Everything will be fine,” he said again, stroking her hair. “Try not to worry.”

Nora wished she could stay in Thomas’s arms and never have to think about anything ever again. She had thought she was unhappy the previous summer when she and Henrik had fought about the sale of the Brand villa, but this was much, much worse. She felt like she was falling apart.

By the time she ran out of tears, the candles were flickering out. Nora took a deep breath, sat up straight, and looked at Thomas, her eyes swollen. She felt completely drained.

“You need to sleep,” she said, managing a shaky smile. “You must be worn out.”

“I’m fine.”

“I’ve already made up your bed in the guest room. I’m just going to sit here for a little while longer.”

He got to his feet.

“Thomas?” Nora said. “You’re one of the good guys, you know? You’re my best friend.”

“You’re pretty great yourself,” he said, stroking her hair. “You and your fantastic sons.”

Nora started to fold up the blanket. “Good night,” she said in a subdued voice.

Nora sat up in bed. She had been on the point of dropping off; talking to Thomas had done her good. Somehow she would create a new life for herself and the boys. But just as she was about to fall asleep, something had occurred to her. Something unthinkable.

Now she was wide awake.

The conversation with her mother had been buzzing away in the background of her thoughts. Susanne had told her about Thorwald and his family, and about what had happened between him and Karolina. Apparently his fate had been discussed at length in the village—Ingalill Andersson still remembered the gossip.

Could there possibly be a link between Thorwald and Lina Rosén? It was crazy, but Nora couldn’t shake off the idea.

She lay back and stared at the ceiling. Could a grudge harbored for so many years really have caused Lina’s death? Did the answer to the mystery lie in the past, overlooked by everyone?

She had to tell Thomas. Or was her imagination running wild? Surely no one would kill a young girl just because his parents had been wronged so long ago? That kind of thing only happened on TV.

Wearily she plumped up her pillow and turned over. She shouldn’t say anything to Thomas. He’d think she was crazy. She had to get some sleep; it was almost one thirty.
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Thorwald had been saving money for weeks. He used any spare time he could find to run errands for the summer visitors and earn a few öre. He had fetched water, carried luggage—whatever was needed.

He had done his best to avoid both Gottfrid and Karolina.

Every time he was given a coin he put it in a little leather pouch that he kept hidden away in the boathouse, tucked into a corner so no one would find it. Before he fell asleep each night, he worked out how much he had made that day, how much longer it would take.

It had been a warm, sunny summer, and the steamboat had brought many tourists. They were happy to accept the help of a young boy who politely took off his cap and offered his services. As the weeks went by, the pouch grew heavier, but fall was coming, and the last of the visitors were starting to pack their bags. Soon he wouldn’t be able to earn any more money.

As often as he could, he went down to the steamboat jetty, where the Sandhamn Express was moored between trips. He carefully observed how the crew passed their time, when the gangway was manned, and how often there was someone on deck.

After many visits he concluded that the best time to sneak on board was late afternoon, an hour or so before departure. The crew was usually dozing in the sun after their lunch; there was no one watching the gangway, which was simply cordoned off with a rope.

His plan was to travel across to Stockholm, then enlist on a seagoing vessel. Through Karolina’s brother he knew that he would need a medical certificate in order to obtain a seaman’s discharge book. André had told him that there was a doctor at a place called Kornhamnstorg in the middle of the city who issued the relevant documents, and Thorwald thought he must have enough money by now to pay the doctor.

A fine rain fell as he closed the front door behind him. It was Sunday afternoon, and just over an hour before the ferry was due to leave. Thorwald lingered for a moment on the step. He was leaving his childhood home without a qualm, but he was worried about Vendela.

What would Gottfrid do when he realized that his son had run away? Thorwald was afraid he would blame Vendela, and punish her accordingly. That was why he hadn’t said a word to her. It was better if she knew nothing about his plan—then Gottfrid couldn’t force any secrets out of her with slaps and punches.

Thorwald had watched her closely the previous evening when they were sitting at the table. He wanted to imprint everything about her in his mind: her face, the way she moved, her gestures and expressions.

It was important to squirrel away as many memories as possible, because he didn’t know if he would ever see her again. His mother had never been much for talking, but she had a special way of looking at him that expressed her love, a way that united the two of them and separated him from his sister.

He knew he was more like his mother than his father. The blond hair and the slender nose came from her, along with the freckles that appeared in the summer sun. They were cut from the same cloth.

With one last look at the house, he set off for the harbor. He had packed a few slices of bread and a small piece of meat in his knapsack; he hadn’t dared take any more.

Keeping his eyes on the ground and his cap pulled down low, he headed for the jetty. The drizzle meant there was hardly anyone around, which suited him perfectly.

As he approached the jetty he glanced around furtively. No sign of any summer visitors, and no crew on deck.

He slipped under the rope and boarded the ferry. As he crept along the outer deck he heard voices coming closer; he pressed himself against the bulkhead with his heart pounding. There was nowhere to hide, and he was seized by despair; he was going to be discovered before the ship had even set sail.

But the voices were coming from the upper deck. They passed above his head, then faded away.

Thorwald edged a few yards farther along until he saw a door standing ajar. He slipped through the narrow opening and spotted a white ladder leading to a quarterdeck. He scurried down and found himself in the hold, where sacks and barrels were piled up. A perfect place to hide until they arrived in Stockholm.

In a corner he spotted a pile of jute sacks stamped with black writing. He crawled in behind them, and dragged a barrel across for extra cover. The place stank of mold, but he didn’t care.

His eyelids were growing heavy. He was exhausted from a combination of tension and lack of sleep. He had lain awake all night, going over his plan again and again. He could hardly believe he had gotten this far.

Thoughts of Karolina came into his mind, but he pushed them aside.

The next moment, he was asleep.


Thorwald was woken by a bucket of cold water being emptied over his head. Instinctively he raised an arm to protect himself, then he heard a man’s voice.

The ship was moving, and he could hear the engine’s throb. He blinked in the light of the kerosene lamp that was being swung in front of his eyes and managed to make out a deckhand standing over him, next to a man in his fifties dressed in a dark-blue uniform with gold epaulettes.

“So, what have we here? A stowaway, unless I’m very much mistaken,” the first mate said.

The deckhand leaned closer so that the light was shining directly on Thorwald’s face.

“I found him behind the sacks,” he said. “He must have sneaked on board in Sandhamn.”

“What’s your name, boy?” the first mate said.

For a moment Thorwald considered keeping quiet, refusing to answer so that they wouldn’t be able to send him back. Then he realized that would be pointless; they could find out who he was in seconds. Everyone on the island knew him.

Reluctantly he mumbled his name.

“And how old are you?”

“Fourteen.”

“Have you run away from home?”

Thorwald’s throat constricted; he nodded.

“Do your parents live on Sandhamn?”

“Yes,” he said quietly.

The first mate frowned and looked at his watch.

“We’ll have to turn around; we have no choice. Good thing we didn’t get any farther.”

The deckhand hauled Thorwald to his feet.

“The captain won’t be very pleased, nor will the passengers,” the first mate went on. “Lock him in the aft cabin for now.”

Thorwald was terrified. He didn’t dare to think about what would happen when Gottfrid found out. He dropped to his knees in front of the two men.

“Please don’t send me back, sir,” he begged. “I’ll do anything, just please don’t send me home.”

The first mate gazed at him with an almost kindly expression; he looked as if he felt sorry for Thorwald.

“I know there must be a good reason why you left your family, young man, but there’s nothing I can do. We have to take you back to Sandhamn. You’re underage, and therefore your father’s legal property.”

He turned and began to climb the ladder. The deckhand grabbed Thorwald’s arm and pushed him toward a door a few yards away. He opened it and shoved Thorwald roughly into the empty cabin.

“Stay there and behave yourself!”





CHAPTER 46

Saturday, March 3, 2007

By the time Thomas came downstairs, it was almost eight thirty in the morning. A quick glance into the living room revealed two small figures in front of the TV, still in their pajamas. They were totally absorbed in watching Japanese anime.

There was a wonderful smell coming from the kitchen: a plate of freshly baked scones. Butter, cheese, and marmalade had also been set out.

Nora smiled as he ducked to avoid the low beam over the doorway; he had banged his head on it countless times, as did anyone over six feet tall. The kitchen was the oldest part of the house, and had completely different proportions and angles from the rest. So far Thomas hadn’t managed to get through a summer without at least one bump.

There was no sign of yesterday’s tears. Nora’s freshly washed hair was still damp, and she looked rested.

“I hope you slept well,” she said. “Tea?”

“Please.”

Thomas had had an excellent night’s sleep. He almost always did in the archipelago, he thought. It was so peaceful out here; no cars honking outside the window, almost no noise at all. And he’d been extremely tired.

He sat down, helped himself to a scone, and slathered on a generous amount of butter and marmalade. He suddenly realized how hungry he was. The first scone disappeared in seconds, and he reached for another.

Nora poured tea into a pale-blue mug, then sat down opposite him. She ran her finger around the rim of her own mug.

“Listen, thanks for yesterday,” she said quietly. “I’m sorry I fell apart like that.” She looked down at the table, clearly embarrassed. Her hair fell forward, hiding her face.

“You don’t need to apologize.”

“I feel much better today, actually. I promise to stop crying my eyes out from now on.” She glanced up with an apologetic smile. “I’ve cried all over you much too often in recent years. You must be seriously sick of it!”

Thomas shook his head. Nora had had some tough times, and they’d been friends for a long time. He was happy to provide a shoulder to cry on when necessary.

But tears didn’t solve anything—he knew that from bitter experience. He wanted to see the fighter in her; she needed to get mad and stand up for herself.

“Just as long as you don’t give up. You can’t let Henrik and his mother walk all over you.”

“I know.” Her expression was serious and determined. “I promise I’ll pull myself together.”

“Good. Delicious scones, by the way. How early did you have to get up to make them?”

“Oh, they’re just from a mix. What are your plans for today?”

“I’m going back on the first ferry; I need to get to the station as soon as possible.”

“Do you think Ingrid Österman was murdered, too?”

Thomas shook his head. “All signs point to her taking her own life. The bedside table was full of pills. Enough to kill a horse, according to the forensic tech.”

Nora sighed. “Poor Ingrid. And poor Bengt. I actually saw them at the restaurant the day before yesterday. They were fighting—or to be more accurate, he was being vile to her. I wonder if that was the straw that broke the camel’s back?”

“He mentioned something about that.”

“He yelled at her, told her to stop whining. She seemed really unhappy. It’s terrible to think that she went home and took an overdose that night.”

“Margit spoke to her the other day; she said Ingrid had been suffering from severe depression.”

Outside the window the snow had begun to fall once more, big, fat flakes blowing against the glass in flurries. An old birch tree in the neighbor’s garden swayed in the wind, and the magpie’s nest on one of the branches ended up at a worrying angle.

Thomas took yet another scone. With one hand he swept up the crumbs scattered across the table, making it wobble alarmingly.

“Might be time to buy a new kitchen table,” he said.

Nora smiled. “One of the legs is a bit loose; Henrik tightened the screws last summer, but they must need it again. I’ll do it later.”

Thomas finished the last of his scone and got to his feet.

“If you find me a screwdriver I’ll do it now.”

He had just finished the job when his phone rang. He recognized the number and the voice: it was Sachsen from the forensic lab in Solna. The pathologist got straight to the point.

“I’ve made a discovery. I don’t know if it’s important, but I wanted to give you a heads-up.”

“What is it?”

“Well, I’ve carried out a number of tests since we last spoke, and it seems as if Lina Rosén’s arm has been frozen more than once.”

“I don’t understand.”

“The cryogenic state was interrupted,” Sachsen explained. “If my observations are correct, the arm was deep frozen, then returned to room temperature—literally thawed out—then frozen again.”

“OK . . .”

“It’s kind of like taking chicken thighs out of the freezer, thawing them out, then putting back what you don’t use,” Sachsen added.

“Do you have any idea what this might mean?” Thomas asked, shaking off the unfortunate comparison.

“No, that’s your job. I guess you could check with the Met Office, get a detailed breakdown of the fall and rise of the outdoor temperature over the past few months. That might help you work out when the arm was actually buried.” Sachsen cleared his throat. “I don’t suppose any further remains have come to light yet?”

“I’m afraid not.”

“Bummer.”

Thomas recalled his conversation with Staffan Nilsson, standing by the hole in the forest where the arm had been found.

If they could establish when the first deep frost had occurred, it might give them an idea of when the body part, or parts, had been buried. Which in turn should enable them to narrow down the time of death.

Thomas wondered in passing whether Jakob Sandgren had been on Sandhamn in late November or December; he would ask when they spoke to him later. A terrible question was still going around in his head: Had Lina Rosén been killed on the night she disappeared, or had she remained alive for some time? Could they have found her alive if they hadn’t given up so easily?

“The cold weather arrived late,” he said slowly. “Since then, the temperature has stayed below freezing, I think. Or did we have a thaw for a few days? I can’t remember—we need to check. Before Christmas we only had the odd cold night; would that be enough for the arm to freeze, then thaw again?”

“Hard to say, given that it was buried. How quickly does the frost penetrate the ground? I’m guessing it could still be above freezing down there, even if the air temperature is below. Then again, it also depends how deep the arm was buried.”

“Not very deep,” Thomas said. “That’s why the predators were able to get at it.”

Sachsen sighed. “Well, I’m no weather expert; you need to speak to a meteorologist or geologist if you want to be sure. Anyway, that’s what I wanted to tell you; let me know if you find any more remains.”

“Will do.”

“By the way, I’m going to take a look at that woman—Ingrid Österman—this afternoon, even though it’s the weekend, so you won’t have to wait too long.”

Nora had cleared away the breakfast dishes while Thomas was on the phone.

“The forensic pathologist,” he said.

“So I gathered. I hope it was OK for me to listen in.”

Thomas waved his hand. “It’s fine, but you know how it is—just keep whatever you heard to yourself.”





Sandhamn 1928

As they approached the steamboat jetty, Gottfrid was waiting. The sight of that tall figure in a black coat made Thorwald’s stomach turn over.

He looked around in a last desperate attempt to find a way out. If the deckhand hadn’t been holding his arm so firmly, he would have thrown himself into the sea. But it seemed the sailor had read his mind; he tightened his grip and pushed Thorwald along in front of him.

Another deckhand dropped the gangway, and Thorwald watched as the first mate went ashore and walked over to Gottfrid. They exchanged a few words, then the first mate gestured in Thorwald’s direction. He stumbled down the gangway, and Gottfrid’s hand grasped the back of his neck.

“It was probably just a boyish prank,” the first mate said. “I expect he wanted to see the world. It’s a good thing we found him before we reached Stavsnäs.”

Gottfrid gave a curt nod. “Thank you for sending me a wire.”

The first mate went back on board. Three short blasts of the horn, and the ship slowly slipped away from the jetty.

Gottfrid led the way, heading toward the boathouses, with Thorwald half running to keep up with him. It was late, and the drizzle had turned into heavy rain. It found its way inside Thorwald’s clothes, and soon he was soaking wet and frozen.

By the time they reached the marina, it was dark. The jetties were deserted; there wasn’t a soul in sight. He can do whatever he wants to me, Thorwald thought hopelessly. But it didn’t matter anymore; nothing mattered anymore. He had given up Karolina for nothing. He had failed in his attempt to escape, and now there was no way out.

He looked his father up and down. They were almost the same height, but Gottfrid was a grown man, while Thorwald still had the body of a child. He wouldn’t be able to put up any real resistance, no matter how hard he tried.

Besides, the thought of standing up to his father was impossible. He had feared the man his whole life; he would never find the courage to openly defy him.

They passed the boathouse where Kristina had crept up on him the day before Midsummer’s Eve. He had just finished the little wooden cat then, and he’d been so happy, so full of anticipation.

Then Kristina had ruined everything.

Gottfrid kept on going. He led Thorwald to the churchyard, opened the gate, and stopped behind a small white building just inside the fence.

He faced Thorwald, his voice low and cold as ice.

“Haven’t I provided you with food and a roof over your head all your life? You have been able to go to school and study. You haven’t had to get up in the middle of the night and go to sea in order to put food on the table for your family.”

Thorwald closed his eyes. He just wanted to get the punishment over and done with. There was no hope left; it was better to take the blows and endure the pain. He had no idea what he would do afterward.

He had lost Karolina and let Vendela down.

Gottfrid’s pupils were huge and black. He blinked and stared at Thorwald as if he were something totally alien.

You are not my son, those eyes said. You are ungrateful, you are a failure, and I want nothing more to do with you. You have only yourself to blame.

Thorwald stood as straight as he could. He didn’t understand why they were in the churchyard, but he was ready for Gottfrid to remove his belt and set to work.

Gottfrid reached into his pocket and took out a bible. He held it out, so close to Thorwald’s face that it almost touched him. Then he lowered the book with a deep sigh, and opened it.

“I have prayed to the Lord for guidance, and he has answered me.” He looked down at the tiny text, then up at Thorwald once more. “You crept away like a thief in the night.”

The world contracted.

Thorwald was aware of nothing but his father’s heavy breathing and the waves crashing against the distant shore. The black sky merged into the pine forest.

He remembered the apples he had stolen from Dr. Widerström’s garden all those years ago. His father had whispered in his ear: “If you ever defy me again . . .”

Gottfrid bent down and opened a hatch in a bank of earth that Thorwald hadn’t noticed until now. It seemed to lead to a rectangular storage space, and smelled like an old earth cellar. Before Thorwald knew what was happening, Gottfrid gave him a hard shove and he was down on his knees in the narrow space.

The hatch slammed down, and Thorwald clearly heard the sound of the hasp being fastened. A few moments later, the churchyard gate squeaked.

He started screaming.

“Don’t leave me here, Father! I’m sorry, Father, please forgive me!”

He screamed until he had no voice left, tears and snot streaming down his face.

Then he fell back, utterly exhausted. It was pitch dark, and he groped around to try and get an idea of how big his prison was. His fingers met nothing but damp earth. The ground beneath him was cold and hard, and he was already shivering in his wet clothes.

The cellar couldn’t be more than six feet or so in length, and it was impossible to stand upright. Thorwald curled up and wrapped his arms around his legs. He couldn’t make anything out in the blackness. He still had his money pouch tucked inside his jacket; at least his father hadn’t found it. But his knapsack was gone.

His stomach growled, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten anything—or drunk anything—for a long time. His lips were dry; he moistened them repeatedly with his tongue, but it didn’t really help. He knew from experience that the hunger would pass after a while; thirst was harder to bear.

He listened but couldn’t hear a sound from outside. He was all alone. Panic seized him once more, and he hammered on the hatch with both hands. It didn’t move at all, and the only result was that his knuckles began to ache. His voice was no more than a croak, but he tried calling out anyway.

How long did his father intend to keep him locked up?

Everything started to flicker before his eyes, and he squeezed them tight shut to make it stop. His breathing grew faster and faster, and then he didn’t remember any more.

When Thorwald woke up, light was seeping in through the narrow gaps in the hatch. It took a few seconds before he remembered where he was: still locked in the earth cellar in the churchyard. A new day had dawned, so he must have slept for a few hours.

His father had never left him this long before. Sometimes he’d been punished by being shut in the boathouse, but usually just for a few hours. He’d never spent a whole night in there.

He hoped his father would come back soon. He was desperately hungry and thirsty; his stomach had contracted into an aching ball. Once again he looked around in the faint light. He had been right in his estimation of the cellar’s size, and he was surrounded by packed earth and sand.

Tears blinded him; he clenched his fists in an attempt to control himself, but immediately opened them again. His knuckles were sore from banging on the hatch last night, and now both hands were throbbing.

He let his head drop onto his knees.

Father would be here soon. He had to be. Thorwald would beg him for forgiveness and promise to make up for what he had done. He would never, ever run away again.

He would promise anything, just as long as his father let him out.

A little voice inside whispered that no one could save him, that Gottfrid would never come. Vendela might still think he was gone, that he was far away.

Surely Father couldn’t leave him locked up forever?





CHAPTER 47

Thomas glanced at his watch; high time he set off. The first ferry was due to leave in half an hour.

Nora cleared her throat.

“I wanted to ask you a question . . .”

“Yes?”

“Don’t laugh, but something occurred to me when I heard you on the phone.”

“OK.”

Thomas settled back onto his chair and waited.

“What if . . .” Nora broke off, looking embarrassed. “What if the arm thawed out because the body parts were transferred between different places on the island?”

Thomas was paying close attention. Nora had good instincts, and had made helpful observations several times in the past. It was partly her legal training, he thought. She had been taught to think logically, analytically, like police detectives were. It was no coincidence that a law degree was required for the highest ranks on the force.

“What do you mean?”

Nora ran a finger over the candlestick in the middle of the table.

“I wondered if the killer might have hidden the body parts at home while he waited for everything to settle down.”

“But where would he have hidden them?”

“Well . . . in the freezer, maybe?”

“In the freezer?”

“It’s possible.” A faint flush appeared on her cheeks. “If you put the parts in plastic bags, you could stow them in a freezer and leave them there for a while.”

She stood up and pointed to the appliance in the corner of the kitchen.

“He needed a good hiding place, and a large freezer would be perfect. No one goes and looks in someone else’s freezer, and there’s no risk of the remains starting to decay and smell. It would be ease to pull out the bags at a later date and bury them in the forest.”

Thomas gazed at his childhood friend; there was no mistaking her conviction.

“The ground must not have been frozen when he moved them,” Nora went on, “since that would have made it impossible to dig. So the arm thawed out after it had been buried, then the temperature dropped and it froze again.”

The expression on Thomas’s face made it clear that he wasn’t convinced. “Yeah, but—”

Nora was having none of it.

“My theory also explains why the body was dismembered. You can’t store a body in a freezer unless you chop it up.” She was almost pleading with him: “You have to admit I could be right.”

Thomas remembered Mats Larsson’s words: There is a logic, however twisted, in the perpetrator’s actions. Evidence must be removed, and chopping up the body is the most rational way to go about it.

To the ordinary person, it came across as grotesque rather than rational.

“Don’t you remember that woman who kept her newborn baby in the freezer? That was in your district, wasn’t it?” Nora said.

Thomas nodded. The case of the mother in Gustavsberg who had killed her twin babies immediately after their birth, then kept one in the freezer, had been bizarre. She was arrested after the body of the other baby was found in the forest.

“There you go. If you can hide a baby, you can hide a dismembered body. Most people out here have great big freezers, especially if they hunt or fish.”

Thomas linked his hands behind his head and thought for a moment.

“Funnily enough, I saw a huge freezer yesterday. At the Östermans’.”

Nora took a sharp breath.

“Bengt and Ingrid?”

“Yes.”

“Thomas, I need to show you something.”

She went into the living room and returned with several black notebooks. Thomas raised his eyebrows. “What’s this?”

“I found them in Aunt Signe’s desk. They’re diaries, written by Karolina Brand, Signe’s aunt, when she was a young girl.”

“OK, so?”

“She writes a lot about the Österman family. Karolina was very taken with a boy named Thorwald, who had a sister called Kristina. I asked Mom if she knew the story, and she told me that Thorwald was Bengt Österman’s father.”

Thomas had no idea where this was going.

“What’s that got to do with the case?”

“Thorwald and Kristina’s father, Gottfrid, seems to have been a nasty piece of work who abused both his wife and son, while his daughter could do no wrong. He also disinherited Thorwald and left everything to Kristina.”

“And?”

“I’m getting there,” Nora said stubbornly. “Mom said the two sides of the family broke off all contact after that. Bengt and Marianne have nothing to do with each other, even though they’re cousins.”

Thomas was the very personification of a question mark.

“What did you say?”

Nora looked at him in surprise. “You do know that Bengt Österman and Marianne Rosén are cousins?”

Thomas shook his head. “I had no idea. It’s odd that no one’s mentioned it.”

“Maybe not.” Nora rested her chin on her hands. “They hate each other, so I guess there’s nothing much to say. According to Mom, there’s always been a lot of bitterness in that family. She remembers Kristina from when she was a girl; she says she acted like she didn’t even have a brother.”

Thomas picked up the top notebook and flipped through it.

“But all this happened a very long time ago?”

“Yes, but Mom says the resentment is still there. Thorwald had a wretched life—those were her exact words.”

“Like his son,” Thomas murmured, picturing Bengt Österman, the pitiful alcoholic.

Nora took a deep breath and spoke slowly and with great precision: “I lay awake last night wondering whether the Östermans might be involved in Lina’s disappearance in some way. Because of the feud.”

She kept her eyes fixed on Thomas’s face. The sound of the TV could be heard in the background. A sudden shout of laughter from Simon made them both jump.

The image of Ingrid Österman’s dead body on the bed came into Thomas’s mind. Her husband, sitting on the stained sofa and trying to answer their questions. The photograph of Sebastian in the living room.

He remembered something else.

“Louise Hammarsten told us that Lina felt guilty about Sebastian Österman,” he said. “Apparently it was Lina who persuaded Sebastian to drive the boat, and she always blamed herself for his death.”

“Did Bengt and Ingrid know?”

“I don’t think so. Louise said Lina hadn’t told anyone else about it.”

“What if they found out somehow?” Nora’s voice was both eager and concerned.

Thomas ran a hand through his hair, thinking fast.

Was it possible that Bengt and Ingrid blamed Lina Rosén for their son’s death? Maybe Ingrid had killed the girl, alone or with her husband’s help, and then taken her own life when she could no longer bear the guilt?

Or Bengt had murdered Lina, then killed his wife when she threatened to expose him.

A person who loses a child is capable of just about anything, Thomas thought. When the barriers that hold us back come crashing down, there are suddenly no inhibitions.

He was overwhelmed by a feeling of shame.

He had held Pernilla responsible for their daughter’s death, in spite of the fact that, deep down, he always knew it wasn’t true. He didn’t want to contemplate what he might have been capable of if Emily had died under different circumstances, and he had known for sure who was to blame.

Focus.

He reached for the teapot and refilled his mug, then leaned back in the white kitchen chair and stared out the window. It was snowing so heavily now that it was only just possible to make out the fir trees.

Bengt and Ingrid Österman lived on Sandhamn year-round. Bengt was probably a hunter, like so many in the archipelago. He should call Erik, check if either of them had a license. He also needed to speak to Margit, who had interviewed Ingrid just days before her death. He wondered whether she thought Ingrid would have been capable of murdering Lina Rosén. Was Nora’s theory just a shot in the dark?

“But what happened to trigger the attack on Lina in October?” he said after a minute or so.

“Maybe that was when they found out what actually happened when Sebastian died. The old grudge against Lina and her family was stirred up, and when they saw her in Sandhamn that weekend, they decided . . .”

Nora didn’t need to finish the sentence. Thomas made a decision.

“I’ll call the psychologist who’s working with us, see what he thinks about your hypothesis.”

Mats Larsson had mentioned alcohol abuse, which could be a significant factor in the context. And Thomas had seen Bengt Österman’s relationship with booze.

If Nora was right, then Jakob Sandgren was just a violent, spoiled rich kid who needed a serious talking to about respecting women before something really bad happened.

And the motive for the murder of Lina Rosén lay much further in the past than any of them could have suspected.





CHAPTER 48

Mats Larsson answered on the fifth ring. He sounded like he was in a school gymnasium; Thomas could hear children’s voices and a whistle in the background.

He briefly ran through the conversation he had just had with Nora, and explained about the family feud and Thorwald being cut out of his father’s will.

“Is it possible that someone could still feel so bitter they’d decide to take their revenge like this?”

“You said the Östermans’ son died a couple of years ago?”

“Yes, he drowned in a boating accident. He got trapped under the hull when the boat flipped over.”

Thomas could still remember the ghostly silence after the collision with the RIB in the middle of the night, followed by the panic-stricken screams of the kids struggling in the water.

“And now the son’s second cousin has been murdered. Did she have any siblings?”

“No, she was an only child.”

“So both cousins have been left childless within a few years.”

“That’s right,” Thomas said.

There was silence as Mats Larsson thought things over.

Thomas paced up and down in the kitchen. Nora’s theory seemed kind of far-fetched, but too many things made sense for him to dismiss it out of hand.

Once again he pictured the dead woman in the bedroom, the unkempt man who stank of booze. The rough hands grasping the bottle of vodka.

Had his wife killed herself because she could no longer live with the truth, or had those pills been forced down her throat?

The line crackled as Larsson began to speak.

“It’s difficult to comment without having met the individuals in question, of course, but from a purely theoretical point of view, your friend could be on to something. It sounds as if a kind of balance, however absurd that sounds, has been achieved between the two warring branches of the family.”

Thomas listened, almost holding his breath.

“The combination of an old grudge, overwhelming grief, and large quantities of alcohol can certainly trigger the rage of a presumptive killer. That’s all I can say without more information, but I think you should follow up. It’s definitely worth a closer look.”

“Thanks,” Thomas said. “That’s exactly what I needed to know.”

Nora looked around warily as she approached the Östermans’ house. The place was in darkness, and there was no sign of neighbors. A four-wheeler with a snowplow attached was parked next door, but it looked like no one was home. The area was deserted, except for several birds chirping away in the trees—a faint reminder that the year was turning, that the darkness was diminishing and the spring equinox was on its way.

Without hesitating, she opened the gate and quickly walked up the path. The snow was crisscrossed with footprints, and she tried to avoid leaving any fresh ones.

Where was Bengt Österman? It was just after eleven; he might still be passed out drunk in bed.

Nora had no wish to be confronted by an angry Bengt Österman wondering what the hell she was doing. It was bad enough that she’d crept away while Thomas was on the phone. She had mumbled something about buying milk, and slipped out of the house. It couldn’t do any harm, she told herself. Just a quick look.

She pulled up her hood, and, once more, she scanned the area: nothing. The shed Thomas had mentioned wasn’t locked; she pushed open the door and slipped inside.

The freezer glowed white in the half-light. It was an older model, an Elektrohelios, large and rectangular. There was a padlock through the hasp, but it was open. Nora unhooked it and lifted the heavy lid.

Empty.

She shone the beam of her flashlight around inside to see if she could find anything: traces of blood, strands of hair, anything to indicate that the earthly remains of Lina Rosén had been kept in here.

But it appeared to be spotless. Slowly Nora lowered the lid and switched off her flashlight. As she turned away, she was struck by a thought.

Why would anyone put a padlock on the lid of an empty freezer?

It was a little thing, but it added fuel to the fire of her speculation. The padlock could have been used when something other than fish or meat had been stored inside, something the Östermans didn’t want anyone to see. Perhaps the freezer was empty now because it had been filled with large black plastic bags.

A sudden noise outside made her shrink back into the shadows; it sounded like a door closing nearby. She peered through the little window and saw Bengt making his way down the steps. Nora glanced around; there was nowhere to hide except in the freezer. The idea made her feel claustrophobic, and she dismissed it immediately.

Instead she pressed herself against the wall so that she would be hidden by the door if it opened. This meant she couldn’t see out of the window; she listened for Bengt’s footsteps, her nerves jangling.

She held her breath as the seconds passed; was he on his way?

Luck was on her side. She heard a thud followed by a stream of curses, and when she risked looking out, she saw Bengt lurch to his feet, then shamble off in the direction of the village.

Nora waited a few minutes, then hurried away. But the question pounded in her brain: Why did the Östermans have a padlock on their freezer?





Sandhamn 1928

“Thorwald! Are you there?”

The voice woke him. He thought maybe he was dreaming, but then he heard it again.

“Thorwald, are you in there?”

He tried to answer but managed only a hoarse croak. His throat was so dry that no words would come. His tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth.

“Thorwald?”

He tried again, with the same result. He was so tired, so utterly exhausted, so thirsty.

He had no idea how many times he had fallen asleep and woken up, no idea how much time had passed. So far he had waited in vain, but now someone was calling his name. The voice was familiar.

Arvid. Arvid had found him.

He had to make a noise to stop his friend from walking away. Laboriously he crawled over to the hatch and tried to bang on it, but he was too weak. His hand refused to obey, so he grabbed his wrist with the other hand to try to increase the impact. Still no good. He slumped to the floor.

Arvid mustn’t walk away.

He made a huge effort and kicked the hatch instead. It moved only a fraction, but it was enough.

“Are you in there, Thorwald? It’s me, Arvid.”

The relief was indescribable. Arvid had heard him.

“It’s padlocked—I need to go get some tools. I’ll be back soon.”

Don’t go, Thorwald wanted to yell. Don’t leave me here. Instead he curled up in a ball, closed his eyes, and gave himself up to the darkness.

The light struck him like a blow. He blinked repeatedly, shying away like an injured animal.

After a moment he focused on Arvid’s ashen, horrified face. His friend leaned forward and grabbed Thorwald.

“What happened?” he said, pulling Thorwald’s arms. “Who did this?”

Thorwald could barely form the word: “Father.”

There was no mistaking the skepticism in Arvid’s eyes, but he didn’t argue.

“Come on, let’s get you out of here.”

Thorwald pulled away.

“Not home,” he croaked. “Not to Father. Need to hide.”

Arvid nodded to show that he understood, then helped his friend to crawl out into the pale evening sunshine. He closed the hatch; there was no point in advertising the escape.

Thorwald’s legs refused to cooperate, so Arvid had to drag him out of the churchyard, his useless feet leaving drag marks in the sand.

“Shed,” Thorwald mumbled, pointing to a dilapidated building a few hundred yards away, not far from the butcher’s barn. Arvid’s family used it to store their tools and wood, and when Thorwald and Arvid were little they often used to play there.

Inside, Thorwald collapsed on the floor.

“Water, “he whispered to Arvid, who was standing on the threshold looking anxious. “Water.”

When Arvid came back, Thorwald had passed out, but Arvid gently woke him and held a mug to his lips.

Thorwald drank slowly; Arvid realized that he was too exhausted to do anything else. He refilled the mug and Thorwald emptied it again, then leaned back against the wall. Arvid held out a piece of bread. Thorwald took it with trembling fingers and ate it. He lay down on the rough wooden floor.

“Need to rest,” he murmured, closing his eyes with a sigh.

Arvid didn’t know what to do. Something terrible had happened to his friend, but he found it hard to believe Gottfrid could do this to his own son.

The villagers had searched the whole island for Thorwald. People said he must’ve run away, and Arvid was disappointed that he hadn’t confided in him.

He had seen the bruises on Thorwald’s body with his own eyes when they went swimming, as well as the scars from the belt. Thorwald had been in bed for a week around midsummer, and from the fear on Vendela’s face, Arvid had realized it was serious.

There were plenty of rumors in the small community about Brother Gottfrid’s approach to disciplining his family. On more than one occasion Arvid had heard his mother quietly discussing with the other women what went on in Thorwald’s home. They always stopped talking if they caught him listening.

He knew that Gottfrid sometimes locked his son in the boathouse, but when he had checked this time, the place had been empty. He still didn’t want to believe that Thorwald had run away without telling him.

By pure chance a school friend mentioned that he’d seen Gottfrid leading Thorwald toward the churchyard on the evening when Thorwald was supposed to have run off. That’s when Arvid had started searching for his friend.

He fetched a blanket and tucked it around Thorwald, who was fast asleep in spite of the hard wooden floor. His face and clothes were filthy, and one arm was badly scratched.

Arvid trusted Thorwald; they had been best friends ever since they’d started school. No matter how crazy it sounded, he couldn’t believe Thorwald would lie about his own father.

He shook his head. No. If there was anyone in that family who was a stranger to the truth, it was Kristina.

Thorwald let out a whimper and turned over. Arvid adjusted the blanket and sat down beside him.

How long had Gottfrid intended to punish Thorwald by keeping him in that dark hole without food or water?

Arvid wasn’t sure who to turn to. Vendela? No. That was too dangerous. Gottfrid might be able to force her to tell him whatever she knew, and there was a considerable risk that he would track Thorwald down. And do something even worse to him next time.

Gottfrid’s legal power over his son was absolute. Until Thorwald came of age, no one could intervene.

Arvid didn’t dare tell his own parents what had happened; they would simply insist that Thorwald must go home and accept the consequences. Arvid couldn’t begin to imagine what those consequences might be.

As Thorwald slept, Arvid concluded that he had to help his friend to leave the island for good.

There was no other way.





CHAPTER 49

It had taken almost four hours to get a dog team over to Sandhamn.

Nora had run back home and told Thomas about the empty freezer and the padlock. She did her best to convince him that the situation warranted further investigation.

Thomas knew that police dogs could track with eerie precision even things that the most experienced CSI technician couldn’t. They were trained to pick up the scent of dead bodies and the fluids secreted by a corpse, and could sniff out astonishingly small traces. If they found anything in the Östermans’ freezer, it would provide strong evidence. He had watched the dogs at work, and was impressed all over again with each successful discovery.

It was Saturday, so he couldn’t contact the dog-handling unit directly, but after some negotiation he managed to convince the duty officer that he really did need a human-remains-detection canine, or what the tabloids carelessly referred to as a cadaver dog. Then he got a search warrant for the Österman house; that also took some doing, but finally everything was in place.

He couldn’t shake the idea that Bengt and his wife might have lost control one rainy November night.

The interview with Jakob Sandgren would have to wait.

On the helipad outside the Sandhamn Inn, it was almost three in the afternoon. Dusk hadn’t yet begun to fall, but the light was growing weaker, unable to offer any real resistance to the gray sky. It had stopped snowing, and the trees were framed in white by the flakes that had settled on their sprawling branches.

Thomas waited impatiently. The bitter cold crawled under his skin, and he shivered. It was always damp on the islands; it was impossible to keep out the chill, no matter how warmly you dressed.

As he waited for confirmation that the dog team was on the way, he went through Nora’s theory over and over again in his head, and kept coming to the same conclusion.

If the dog signaled a find in the Östermans’ freezer, Nora was on the right track. In which case they would have to call in the CSI team and turn the whole place upside down. Bring Bengt Österman in and push him hard. If not, they had Jakob Sandgren; he was still a prime suspect.

As the helicopter blades stopped spinning, a beautiful Alsatian emerged along with her handler, Sofia Granit. Sofia was around sixty years old, and had helped the Nacka police on a number of occasions. She shook hands with Thomas and introduced Raja, a highly experienced eight-year-old who was trained exclusively to search for dead bodies.

Margit clambered down behind them; Thomas waved and she smiled at him.

When he had called to tell her about Nora’s idea, she had listened attentively. She doubted that Ingrid Österman was capable of murder but agreed it was worth bringing over a dog team.

“For the Roséns’ sake, if nothing else,” she’d said. “We can talk to Jakob Sandgren tomorrow; he’s not going to disappear in the next twenty-four hours.”

As they headed for the Österman house, Thomas brought Sofia Granit up to speed.

The snow was several inches deep in the lanes, but the main road had been plowed, so they didn’t sink up to their ankles in the thick white blanket.

The dog trotted along obediently as they passed Adolf Square where the midsummer pole was erected for the celebrations in June. The Östermans didn’t live far; they were there in less than ten minutes.

“You think he’s home?” Margit said. She walked around the outside of the house while Thomas knocked on the front door. No answer. After a couple of minutes he shrugged.

“Let’s go,” he said. “The freezer’s in the back shed.”

They went over to the red wooden building Nora had snuck into that morning. The door was still unlocked; he opened it and they went inside.

Still wearing his gloves, Thomas slowly opened the lid of the freezer as wide as it would go.

“Find,” Sofia said.

Raja knew exactly what was expected of her. It was clear she had done this many times before, and concentration was evident in every fiber of her muscular body—ears pricked up, tail wagging.

“Find.”

Thomas followed the dog’s movements closely. The black nose was constantly moving as Raja sniffed her way around the little shed. Without hesitation she stopped by the freezer and signaled.

“Bloody hell,” Margit said quietly.

Thomas let out a long breath.

“Happy?” Sofia glanced at Thomas before bending down and patting Raja on the head. “Good girl, you’re such a good girl.” She gave the dog a biscuit, then straightened up, her expression serious.

“I presume you know what this means. There have been human remains here; Raja wouldn’t have signaled otherwise. She’s one of our best.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Thomas replied. He felt no sense of triumph, merely an oppressive realization of the pain this would cause Lina Rosén’s parents.

Margit already had her cell phone out, ready to call the CSI team.

“It’s almost three forty-five,” she said. “How long do you think it will be before they get here?”

“Hard to say—several hours by boat. It’s quicker by helicopter, of course, but it depends where it went after dropping you off. Do your best to speed things up.”

Thomas went outside; it was almost sunset.

“Where’s Bengt Österman, that’s the question,” he said to himself, gazing around. He became aware of the silhouette of a woman, looking curiously at him through the window of the house opposite. She must be the neighbor he had spoken to the previous day.

“Back in a minute,” he called out to Margit, then he went over and knocked on the door.

“Sorry to bother you again,” he said when the woman appeared in a floral apron. “I’m looking for Bengt Österman; I don’t suppose you happen to know where he might be?”

She shook her head. “No idea; you never know with Bengt these days.” She pursed her lips, just like the previous day. “He’s got problems with alcohol, as you know.”

“Thanks anyway.” Thomas turned away.

“You could try the bar, of course. Or he might be at his boathouse; he spends a lot of time down there.”

Thomas stopped.

“Where’s the boathouse?”

“By the old marina,” she said, closing the door to keep out the cold air.

Thomas returned to his colleagues.

“I’m going to look for Österman,” he informed Margit.

“I’ll come with you.”

“No—someone needs to stay here in case he comes home. You can wait inside the house if it gets too cold; I doubt it’s locked.”

Margit looked like she was already half frozen. She stamped her feet to keep warm.

“OK. We’ll keep in touch by phone.”





CHAPTER 50

There was a knock on the front door.

“Simon, can you get that?” Nora called from the kitchen. She was baking cinnamon buns, and her hands were covered in flour.

Thomas had gone off to meet the helicopter, and she was full of energy. He took her theory about the feud seriously, and for the first time in what seemed like an eternity she felt sharp and clearheaded rather than dumb and easily fooled. Out of sheer relief she had decided to bake something delicious that she and the boys could have as an afternoon treat.

“Some guy wants to talk to you.” Simon had appeared in the doorway.

“OK, I’m coming.”

Nora gave her hands a quick wipe, but there was still a fair amount of flour in evidence as she walked into the hallway to find Pelle Forsberg standing there with a long scarf wound around his neck. He looked delighted to see her, and held out a white paper bag. Judging by the aroma, it contained something edible.

“Oh, it’s you,” she said. “Hi.”

What was he doing here? She felt uncomfortable with the man after her conversation with Johanna Granlund, and she really didn’t want him in her home.

“I thought maybe we could have a cup of coffee, if you have time?”

It was hard to say no in the face of his expectant expression, and Nora capitulated. It seemed like he wasn’t going to give up; he had suggested a coffee more than once, and she didn’t want to be rude.

“Sure, come on in. But I have to warn you, I’m in the middle of baking, so the kitchen is a mess!”

“You should see my place,” he said cheerfully. “It looks like a bomb went off!”

He took off his jacket and hung it up before following her. Nora pointed to a chair and removed a baking tray from the table.

“Sit down and I’ll put the kettle on. I hope you’re OK with instant; I never drink anything else out here.”

“Me neither.”

They chatted while Nora rolled out the dough and shaped the buns before setting them aside to rise. Pelle Forsberg avoided the subject of the police investigation, and Nora decided that having a visitor wasn’t such a bad thing after all. He even made her laugh a few times.

“Are you feeling better now?” he asked after a while. “You looked so unhappy when I saw you on the ferry the other day; I was really worried.”

Nora considered the question. Yes, she was feeling better. Last night she had cried it all out on Thomas’s shoulder, and now her heart was lighter.

She got out two cups and poured the coffee. Inside the bag Pelle had brought, she discovered three Danish pastries, which she arranged on a plate. She sat down and took a big bite from the one with the biggest golden yellow center. Definitely sinful, but she promised herself that she would be extra careful with her insulin later.

“Mmm, that’s delicious,” she said with her mouth full of pastry.

Pelle laughed.

“Glad to hear it. Listen, I have a confession.”

A shiver ran down Nora’s spine. What was he going to say? There was something shady about him, she had known it all along. Her smile froze on her lips, and she looked at him warily.

“I came and knocked on your door the other night. I saw the light was on, and I wanted to offer you a glass of Scotch.”

Nora sat up straight.

“I was terrified!” she exclaimed. “I thought someone was trying to break in!”

“I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you. I didn’t realize how late it was until after I knocked. When no one answered I assumed you’d gone to bed.” He shook his head. “It was such a dumb thing to do, but I swear I had the best intentions.”

He looked so upset that Nora couldn’t help smiling.

“It’s OK, but don’t do anything like that again.” She hesitated, then made up her mind. “I need to ask you about something else. Why did you say you’d had dinner at the Granlunds’ the other day?”

Pelle looked surprised.

“Because I did.”

Nora frowned.

“I bumped into Johanna in the grocery store, and she told me they only arrived yesterday.”

She stared at him, daring him to lie again.

Pelle smiled.

“That’s right—Johanna and the kids came over yesterday, but Hasse’s been here all week, working on their bathroom. Ask him yourself if you don’t believe me.”

Nora blushed. Good God, I’ll be seeing things before you know it, she thought. To hide her embarrassment she bent over her coffee cup, then took another big bite of her pastry.

She had imagined all kinds of nonsense. There were perfectly simple explanations for all of it. The man on the shore had probably been an islander out for a walk. She was an idiot for getting so scared.

Pelle’s expression was sympathetic.

“It’s fine, Nora. And really, feel free to talk to Hasse if you like.”

Nora shook her head. “There’s no need.” She mustered the courage for one final question. She had already made a fool of herself; it could hardly get any worse.

“So it’s not you who’s been standing staring at the Rosén house late at night?”

A confused look gave her the answer.

“No—why the hell would I do that?”

He smiled disarmingly and took a sip of his coffee. Nora was still embarrassed, but the smile made her feel better.

The timer rang, and she got up to brush the buns with egg wash before putting them in the oven. If it wasn’t Pelle Forsberg she’d seen, then who was it? She tried to picture the figure more clearly.

Could it have been poor Ingrid Österman, standing there like an apparition and wishing she could turn back time and prevent what had happened?

Nora opened the oven and slid the baking tray inside.

It might have been Ingrid, but it no longer mattered. She was dead now, and soon a cadaver dog would tell them whether Lina Rosén’s dismembered body had been stored in her home or not.

Pelle cleared his throat. “This is really nice. Maybe you’d like to come over to my place for coffee sometime?”

Nora turned to him; his openness was touching.

“Why not?”





CHAPTER 51

The gray twilight had enveloped the countryside. The snow muffled every sound, and the landscape lost its definition as the sharp corners of the buildings blurred into their surroundings.

Thomas was on his way to Bengt Österman’s boathouse. He had stopped by the bar; the place was packed, but no one had seen Bengt.

The old marina was right next to Kvarnberget, to the east of the steep rock face in a sheltered location. This was where the residents used to moor their skiffs and rowboats. But thanks to postglacial rebound, which caused the land to rise, the water was now shallow enough to wade in. The huge iron rings that had been fixed to the rock for the ropes were now far too high up to fulfill their purpose.

As he walked along, Thomas considered the man who had probably taken Lina Rosén’s life and then brutally dismembered her body. The more he thought about it, the more convinced he was that Ingrid hadn’t been involved. Sachsen, the forensic pathologist, had said it was unlikely a woman would be capable of carrying and chopping up the body, but Bengt could have done it. He might be a drunk, but he was still a strong guy.

Mats Larsson’s words still echoed in his mind: There is a logic, however twisted, in the perpetrator’s actions.

Had Bengt been struck by a sudden impulse he was unable to resist? Or was his father’s bitterness so deeply embedded within him that he had simply been biding his time? He might even believe that what he had done was justified.

It started snowing again, and visibility worsened. Thomas sped up.

When he reached the marina, there was no one in sight. The place seemed totally deserted, but then he noticed footprints leading to the jetties and then veering off toward the boathouses down by the water.

He looked all around and listened for the sound of human activity, but all he could hear was his own breathing and the whistling of the wind. The rocks were slippery, and he edged forward with care. If the snow gave way, it’d be a nasty fall.

Suddenly he smelled smoke; he squinted through the falling snow and saw the glow of a cigarette.

Bengt Österman was standing on the thick ice next to one of the jetties. He looked at Thomas as if he had been expecting him. As if he had decided to weather the bitter cold until someone came to find him.

“I have some questions about Lina Rosén, your cousin’s daughter,” Thomas began.

Bengt took a drag on his cigarette, and for a moment the glow illuminated his harrowed features. A muscle was twitching at one corner of his mouth.

Thomas moved a little closer.

“Where were you on the night she disappeared?”

The man on the ice still hadn’t said a word.

“I think you met Lina on her way home from Trouville, Bengt. I think you lost control.”

Bengt Österman opened his mouth.

“I strangled her,” he said. The knowledge that he had reached the end of the road was clearly visible in his eyes.

Thomas moved even closer, very slowly, so that he wouldn’t frighten the lone figure. He slipped and almost fell, but regained his balance at the last minute.

“She was biking down the Trouville road,” Bengt went on in a monotone. “It was late, dark and stormy. I was just taking the dog out for a few minutes, but I’d had a lot to drink. Too much.”

“What happened?”

“She got off her bike and started going on about Sebastian. She said it was all her fault; if she hadn’t asked him to drive the boat, he would still be alive. She was crying, begging me to forgive her.”

Bengt took a deep drag on his cigarette; flakes of ash drifted through the air. The snow was falling even harder now.

“I don’t know how it happened. It was her fault, just like she said.” The bloodless lips curved into a mirthless smile. “She had to pay. Why should she live, when my son was dead?”

He spoke as if in a trance, his gaze fixed on some unknown point in the distance.

“I raised my hands, and I didn’t let go until she stopped moving. It felt good—can you understand that?”

Thomas didn’t say a word.

“Her mother and her grandmother took everything from my father. Everything. He died without a penny to his name. My mother struggled to raise me; we were dirt poor. Kristina and her children lived in their fine big house, while we barely had running water.”

He spat on the ground.

“They even took my son away from me; he was the only good thing in my life. Do you have any idea what things have been like for Ingrid and me since he died? We haven’t been alive, we’ve been existing.”

He ran a hand over his chin in a gesture of resignation.

“Why should she live when Sebastian was dead?” he said again. “Why should that fucking family escape when we were in so much pain?”

The silhouette of the windbreak was just visible behind him, the bare wooden poles resembling an old-fashioned pillory. It looked as if they were swaying, although in fact they were firmly embedded in the concrete jetty.

Thomas realized that Bengt was inaccessible, lost in a world of his own. The burning passion in his eyes when he talked about what he had done was evidence of an incomprehensible madness. In Bengt’s mind, he had been perfectly justified in taking the life of his cousin’s child.

An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.

“Then what?”

Bengt waved his hand. “I had to get rid of the body. Couldn’t just leave her there in the middle of the road, so I thought I’d take her home.”

“Take her home?”

“I had to hide the body, put it in the freezer. But it wouldn’t fit.”

“So you cut her up.”

“Yes.”

Just for a second, something like fear passed across his face.

“I hunt, so I know how to deal with a carcass.”

“Where did you do it?”

“I broke into the Grönbergs’ woodshed.”

“It was you who set the fire.”

Bengt nodded. “Cover the traces. Then I put the bags in the freezer at home.”

Thomas pictured him carrying the sacks home in the middle of the night and packing them into the freezer. An involuntary shudder ran though him.

“Weren’t you worried that Ingrid might suspect something?”

“No. She didn’t ever go in the shed, but I put a padlock on the freezer just in case.”

“And then you moved the body parts?”

Bengt nodded again.

“After a month or so; I buried them in different places all over the island. I couldn’t have them at home anymore; didn’t feel right.”

Thomas asked a question that had been bothering him from the start.

“Why did you go to the trouble of burying them? Why didn’t you just take them out to sea and throw them overboard?”

Bengt took a final drag on his cigarette, then threw it down.

“This was where it all started. On Sandhamn. Ashes to ashes, dust to dust . . . I returned her to where she came from.”

Thomas shuddered again. The man in front of him wasn’t in his right mind.

“Did you murder your wife, too?” he asked, stepping forward until there was no more than six feet between them.

Bengt shook his head, and for the first time he betrayed something that looked like sorrow.

“I don’t think she could go on any longer. She probably suspected. Found my bloodstained clothes from that night, put two and two together. But we never talked about it. Never.”

A hint of pride crept into his voice.

“I think she knew I had to avenge Sebastian. Maybe she thought I did the right thing.”

To be on the safe side, Thomas slowly drew his service revolver, keeping it hidden behind his back.

“As I’m sure you realize, you have to come with me,” he said. “You’ll also have to show us where you buried the other parts of Lina’s body.”

A bark of laughter. “For the sake of her poor parents, you mean? To ease their suffering? Never. They can suffer. Dig up the whole island—you’ll get no help from me.”

Another mirthless laugh, and Thomas recoiled.

“It was Lina’s own fault. And the fault of her fucking mother and grandmother. They started the whole thing; I just finished it. Kristina and her family have only themselves to blame.”

He spat again. “It’s not my fault things turned out this way. I am not to blame.”

Bengt Österman raised his clenched fist toward Thomas’s face.

“I am not to blame.”

Before Thomas had time to react, Bengt turned and ran westward across the ice.





Sandhamn 1928

It was almost midnight, and in the bright moonlight the jetties stood out against the shoreline like black ink drawings.

Arvid opened the door a fraction and stuck his head out. When he was sure there was no one around, he beckoned Thorwald out of the shed. Keeping their heads down, they scurried across to one of the smallest jetties where an old skiff was moored.

Arvid bent down and started to undo the rope.

“I’ll tell Mom and Dad it must have broken free.”

Thorwald was going to protest, but thought better of it.

He had spent the last twenty-four hours hiding in the shed; Arvid had brought food and drink to help him regain his strength. They talked and talked, but could see no other solution: Thorwald had to leave the island before Gottfrid found him.

He was carrying a bundle of supplies, and the leather pouch of money was safely tucked inside his waistband. Arvid had given him his best sweater so he wouldn’t freeze on the long trip to the capital, and also got hold of a maritime chart. It would be a disaster if Thorwald got lost, rowing through the archipelago.

The moonlight was a blessing. It made the journey seem more manageable, and gave Thorwald consolation. Something was finally going his way.

“Get in,” Arvid whispered. “You have to go before anyone sees us.”

Thorwald clambered into the skiff and grabbed the oars. The words stuck in his throat as he tried to work out how to say good-bye.

Arvid had saved his life, he was certain of it. If his friend hadn’t kept on searching for him, Thorwald would have died in that churchyard. It might have been months before anyone found his body.

It was impossible to express how grateful he was.

“Thanks,” he said eventually, his voice thick with emotion. He wanted to ask Arvid to say something to Karolina, but the thought of even uttering her name was too painful.

Arvid pushed the skiff out as hard as he could to give Thorwald a good start. It seemed like he didn’t know what to say either. Thorwald was almost out of earshot when Arvid managed to speak.

“Take care,” he called quietly across the water. “You take care of yourself.”

It looked as if he was raising a hand in farewell, but Thorwald couldn’t be sure.

He glanced back at Sandhamn for the last time. Diagonally to the left, high up on Kvarnberget, he could see the Brand villa, where Karolina lay sleeping. He knew exactly which window was hers; he had committed it to memory long ago.

He pictured her cheek resting on the pillow, her brown hair spread all around. Missan lying on top of the covers at her feet.

Karolina.

A thousand images of her lovely face flooded his mind. Karolina picking flowers. Karolina playing with Missan in the garden. Karolina’s smile when he said something funny down on the shore.

He would probably never see her again. Or his mother.

A sob rose in his throat, but he suppressed it with a fierce pull on the oars. All this was Gottfrid’s fault. The terror that had filled his life was replaced by a deep, implacable hatred.

“I hate you, Father,” he whispered into the September night. “One day I will have my revenge.”

After a few more powerful strokes he allowed the oars to rest on his lap. The boat slipped through the still water, shimmering in the cold, white moonlight. He was in the middle of the channel, and had already passed Västerudd, the western headland, which was lost in shadow.

Sandhamn lay behind him now.

“I will have my revenge, Father,” he whispered once more. “I swear it.”





CHAPTER 52

The ice had long since formed in the bay off Fläskberget, between Västerudd and the old shipyard.

Thomas hesitated for no more than a second before taking off after Bengt Österman. Leaning on a bollard for support, he scrambled down from the jetty and ran after the fleeing man.

“Come back here!” Thomas roared as loud as he could in the biting wind. His lungs ached in the ice-cold air, and he clenched his fists to distract him from the pain in his chest.

His cell phone began to ring in his inside pocket, but he couldn’t risk stopping and losing sight of Österman. Stress cracks appeared here and there in the ice, and he had to watch where he put his feet.

They were level with the bathing beach when Österman suddenly changed direction and started to run away from the land. He wasn’t far from the shipping lane used by the Waxholm ferries, and Thomas realized they’d soon reach open water. He could already see ice floes drifting in the dark, menacing channel. It looked like smoke rising from the water: icy mist drifting above the surface of the sea.

Thomas was not prepared for this. He had no ice claws with him, and his heavy boots would drag him down in seconds if he went through. But he had no intention of giving up the chase. He gritted his teeth and forced himself to go on.

Österman was now moving west, dangerously close to the channel. All at once he stopped dead. He stood perfectly still for a few seconds, then his body swayed. As he began to move backward, the ice literally cracked beneath his feet.

He looked like he was dancing. He turned this way and that, trying to get back the way he’d come, but the ice couldn’t bear his weight.

Thomas watched as Österman flung out his hands to save himself, but it was too late. Arms flailing, he disappeared into the black depths.

Thomas was almost there. He lay down on his stomach and began to crawl the last few feet toward the edge. Österman’s head popped up.

“Grab my hand!” Thomas yelled. He wasn’t quite close enough, so he wriggled a little further. Then there was an alarming cracking noise beneath him, and he could see the Waxholm ferry approaching in the distance.

His stomach contracted. This was a worst-case scenario. The swell created by the ships produced huge waves that rocked both wooden jetties and small boats. He didn’t want to think about what they would do to ice that had already started breaking up.

His cell phone rang again, but he had to get Österman out right now, before the ship got any closer; otherwise they would both go under.

Thomas shuffled forward as far as he dared. He stretched out his arm until it felt as if it might fall off, and with the last of his strength he managed to seize Österman’s wrist. The man was hardly moving; his sodden clothes made him almost impossible to maneuver.

Desperately Thomas wondered how he was going to pull him out. Österman must weigh well over two hundred pounds—even more in wet clothes.

The ship was getting closer; Thomas could hear the roaring engines.

He pulled as hard as he could, but every time Österman’s upper body emerged from the water, the ice broke again.

“I can’t do this,” Thomas muttered; he was exhausted. “I can’t do this.”

If only he had something to brace against, he might have been able to haul the man out. Something he could drive into the ice. Otherwise it was a hopeless task.

The sound of the engines was almost upon them. With his free hand Thomas groped for his gun and managed to fire it.

Please let someone hear the shot, he thought. It was their only chance.





CHAPTER 53

Loud banging on the front door reverberated through the whole house. The boys looked at Nora in horror; she leaped out of her armchair and ran to the hall.

The look on Margit’s face told her something was wrong.

“Is Thomas here?”

Nora shook her head. “I haven’t seen him since he went off to meet you and the dog handler.”

“He’s not answering his phone,” Margit said. “That’s not like him. He left me an hour ago to see if he could find Bengt Österman, and now I can’t get hold of him.”

“Do you think something happened?”

“Do you know where Österman’s boathouse is?”

“Yes, down by the old marina.”

“I’ll go and check it out.”

Nora reached for her jacket. “I’m coming with you. Stay here, boys,” she called over her shoulder. “Adam, watch out for your brother. And stay indoors—promise me!”

“OK, Mom.”

The expression in Margit’s eyes was scaring her. If she was afraid something had happened to Thomas, then it was serious. She knew from what Thomas had said about his colleague that she didn’t worry for no reason.

They ran down to the jetties. The lone streetlamp didn’t do much, but it was possible to see that someone had left footprints in the ice and snow.

“Österman is crazy. I shouldn’t have let Thomas go off alone,” Margit said.

Nora wasn’t sure if Margit was talking to herself.

“Did you hear that?” Margit yelled all of a sudden.

Nora nodded. A shot in the distance; it sounded as if it came from the west. Margit was already in motion.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she shouted as she ran.





CHAPTER 54

The Waxholm ferry was almost parallel with them, and Thomas knew the swell would follow within seconds. The bow was speeding through the water, the steel-covered hull cleaving the sea in two.

The first shudder passed through the ice, a faint movement that made the surface rise. Immediately it began to crack beneath Thomas’s body. He could no longer hold on to Österman, who slipped inexorably from his grasp.

Österman was wearing a strange smile; the cold was already affecting his faculties.

“They’re waiting for me,” he murmured as he disappeared below the surface. The dark waters closed over him.

“No!” Thomas yelled, his fingers grasping at nothing. He had failed to save the son, and now the father was dying right in front of him. He couldn’t bear it.

At that moment there was a cracking sound like nothing he had ever heard before. It was ominous and earsplitting, and he instinctively knew that it could be nothing but a harbinger of death.

He tried to crawl backward, but the ice just kept on giving way. He had to get out of there; otherwise he, too, would drown.

Too late.

With a deep boom the ice split and Thomas went down. The shock was so great that he didn’t feel the cold at first; it was as if a gigantic hand had seized him and was squeezing as hard as it could.

It was impossible to orient himself; he had no idea what was up or down, and he fumbled helplessly for something to hold on to.

Then he floated upward and hit his head on the edge of the ice.

Air, he had to get some air.

His fingers scrabbled at the ice and suddenly he could breathe again; his head was above water. He tried to grip the slippery surface so that he could heave himself out, but every time he slid back. He couldn’t gain purchase no matter what he did.

The fear of death sliced through his body like a knife.

Not now, not like this, he thought, seeing Pernilla’s face before him. The sky was pitch black, and he had never felt so small and so alone.

The cold was unbearable now. He knew he wouldn’t last much longer. His arms were starting to grow numb; clinging to the ice was such hard work.

“Pernilla,” he murmured to stop himself from giving up. “Pernilla.”

How much time had passed? He had no feeling in his legs, and his lungs were no longer able to supply oxygen to his whole body. Fragments of information drifted through his brain. He could survive for fifteen minutes in freezing cold water. Or was it five minutes?

The temptation to let go was growing; he was so cold. He had read somewhere that drowning was supposed to be a pleasant death. What was the point of fighting it?

“Help me,” he whispered. “Help me, Pernilla.”

Suddenly, through the fog in his brain, he remembered the screwdriver he had used to fix the leg of Nora’s table. He had put it in the back pocket of his jeans when Sachsen called; was it still there?

He let go of the ice with his right hand and pulled off his glove with his teeth. If he was going to die anyway, it didn’t matter if he got frostbite on his fingers. They were so stiff they would hardly move, but he somehow managed to push his hand into his pocket. His fingertips touched metal.

“Please, God, let it hold,” he said as he drove the screwdriver into the ice. Against all the odds he managed to heave himself out of the water. Breathing was agonizing, and his clothes froze in seconds. The distance to the shore seemed immeasurable. He tried to drag himself closer, away from the open water that was still only inches away. His progress was slow, painfully slow.

Then he just couldn’t do it anymore.





CHAPTER 55

Margit and Nora were standing by the old shipyard, which was now a leisure complex housed in a building the size of a barn. Fläskberget lay in front of them, along with the inlet where Nora and her family sunbathed and swam in the summer.

Margit kept looking around, as if she could make Thomas appear through sheer willpower.

“Do you see anything?” she asked Nora for the third time.

“Nothing,” Nora gasped. She had a cramp from running and was finding it hard to speak.

The darkness was thick, visibility poor. Fear brought tears to her eyes. Where the hell was Thomas? Why didn’t he materialize and laugh away their anxiety?

A glance at Margit’s serious face made her focus. Something was moving out there in the bay. Or was it just her imagination?

She could see the lights of the Waxholm ferry, on its way to Sandhamn through the ice channel. It was moving unusually slowly, and then it stopped.

Something must have happened out there.

A floodlight was switched on, and its powerful beam swept across the water. Nora could just make out some kind of bundle on the ice, not far from the edge.

“Margit.” She touched the other woman’s shoulder. “Look over there, in the light.”

Margit stiffened, then broke into a run.

“Be careful!” Nora shouted as she took off after her.

Something was being lowered from the ferry, probably a lifeboat. The floodlight was now focused on the bundle, which was still motionless. The open water was worryingly close, and the waves from the ship’s maneuvers were making the ice bob up and down.

Margit was moving too fast. Nora stumbled and fell, but got up again as quickly as she could. The distance between them was now around thirty feet.

It could be Thomas lying out there.

Adrenaline gave her the strength to keep going, even though the wind was slicing right through her and the whirling snow struck her face like a hail of tiny arrows as she ran.

She was worn out by the time she got there. The crew was already dragging the person closer to the shore, where the ice was thicker. They turned him over.

Thomas lay motionless before them.

It was as if he had been covered with ice from head to toe. He was gray, his cheeks horribly sunken, his blond hair dark with water. Nora couldn’t tell if he was alive. She was so winded she couldn’t utter a word; she pressed her hands against her ribs and tried to pull herself together.

She realized that Margit was talking agitatedly into her cell phone. Nora caught word helicopter through the howling wind.

Thomas was so still.

“Is he alive?” she whispered at last. It was as if the cold swallowed up the words before they came out, but Margit seemed to have understood her question. She looked at Nora and nodded.

Nora dropped to her knees and took his hand. He was wearing only one glove, and she rubbed his bare fingers between her hands in an attempt to transfer a little warmth. They were so cold, so lifeless, that she could only just hold them.

Gently she blew on them, hoping to breathe life into the frozen flesh. In the beam of the floodlight she could see that the nails were unnaturally blue.

“The helicopter will be here in a few minutes,” Margit said. “We have to get him to the hospital right away. But he’s alive, that’s the main thing.”

She gave Nora a shaky smile. “They’ll get him thawed out quick, you’ll see. Everything will be OK.”





Sandhamn 1962

The woman in the doorway had short hair that curled around her face. She hadn’t taken off her coat, simply undone the top buttons. She looked good, even though she was in her forties. Her hair was still blond, but not quite as fair as he remembered.

She was visibly shocked at the sight of his emaciated body, the skin stretched taut over his skull, the yellowish tinge—all evidence of his sickness and his decline.

“My grandfather died when he was the same age as I am now,” Thorwald said quietly. “Although that wasn’t cancer; he had tuberculosis.”

His visitor nodded and came forward. Thorwald pointed to a chair; she hesitated briefly, then sat down.

They hadn’t spoken to each other since they were children—except on one occasion, when he returned to Sandhamn after his father’s death. That was when Thorwald learned that Kristina was the sole heir to his parents’ estate. There was nothing for him, nothing at all.

Vendela had passed away in 1944; her heart had simply given up. Her obese body had put it under considerable strain for a long time, and toward the end, she could hardly move without getting winded. It had been quick, he was told. She had gone to sleep one night and never woken up.

Gottfrid contracted a severe case of pneumonia four years later. He’d refused to see a doctor, and by the time he was admitted to the hospital it was too late. He died at the age of sixty.

Before that, however, Gottfrid’s fortunes had taken a turn for the better.

After the Royal Customs Service layoffs, he’d started to import and export goods himself. After all those years as a customs officer, he knew exactly what was in demand. The business had steadily grown, and by the time of his death, he was a wealthy man.

They had moved out of the old cottage and into a house in the middle of the village—a white, two-story property with a glassed-in veranda. Gottfrid had also purchased land on the islands of Runmarö and Harö, and the old skiff had been replaced by a stylish new boat.

But everything went to Kristina.

When Thorwald returned to Sandhamn with his wife, Anna, and his son, it was all over. The chances of securing his share were nonexistent. He had very little in the way of savings after his years at sea; his health was compromised, and he longed to come back home. But how could he stake his claim against his sister?

Eventually Kristina agreed to give him their old home, which still had an outside toilet and was in dire need of repair. She kept the rest, and they hadn’t spoken since.

“I’m dying,” he said.

She nodded, but didn’t speak. The air in the tiny room grew thick.

“My son.”

Thorwald pointed to Bengt, who was sitting on a chair in the corner. He had named him after their great-uncle Olle, whose middle name was Bengt. The boy was fifteen, but looked younger. He was like Thorwald, skinny and shy. His performance in school was nothing to write home about either.

“I asked you to come here to discuss my son.”

Kristina nodded again, but still didn’t say a word.

“You have to help him. I have nothing to leave to him apart from this cottage. Anna’s parents are dead—”

The sentence was interrupted by a violent coughing fit. Bengt fetched a glass of water and Thorwald drank it, gasping for breath. The boy went back to the corner and sat down. Thorwald went on: “I know Father left a lot of money. Please will you help my son?”

He looked pleadingly at his sister, then he was overcome by another burst of coughing. He wiped his mouth with a handkerchief, which came away covered in red.

Kristina lowered her eyes, fingering a loose thread on her jacket.

“We went over this already,” she said. “I wasn’t the one who decided what should happen. Father’s last wish was that everything should go to me. He no longer regarded you as his son. You abandoned us.”

Thirty-four years had passed since Thorwald rowed away on that September night.

The memory of those hours in the earth cellar still tormented him. He couldn’t say how often he had woken in a cold sweat in the small hours, unable to breathe, convinced that he was locked up again. He’d had a paralyzing fear of enclosed spaces ever since.

And he had never forgiven Gottfrid.

He didn’t take his eyes off his sister. Back then she had been a pretty little girl with blond curls. Now she was a middle-aged woman with two daughters, Annika and Marianne. Annika was the same age as Bengt, Marianne seven years younger. The hostility between the two sides was so intense that the families had no contact, in spite of the fact that they lived on the same small island.

“It’s not fair,” Thorwald said seriously. “You know what Father did to me.”

“You ran away.”

“I had no choice.”

“Mother never got over it. She mourned you for the rest of her life.”

“I had no choice,” he repeated quietly.

“I had to do everything at home. You disappeared and left me all alone with them.”

A whining note had crept into her voice, an echo of their childhood whenever Kristina didn’t get her way.

Thorwald sank back on the pillows, unable to believe what he was hearing. She was angry she’d had to help out more at home. He had feared for his life, and she was complaining about housework.

“I wouldn’t have survived if I’d stayed. You know that.”

Her expression was skeptical.

“You always exaggerate. Father was no worse than anyone else in those days. You’ve forgotten what a difficult child you could be; you were always causing trouble.”

The sense of injustice overwhelmed Thorwald, just as it had on so many occasions in their childhood. He had asked to see his sister in a final attempt at reconciliation. In spite of his bitterness, he had hoped it would be possible to bridge the distance between them. Not for his own sake—it was too late—but for the boy’s.

He lay awake at night worrying about what would become of his son. How Anna would manage to provide for them both when he was gone. Every time Thorwald passed the big house where Kristina lived with her family, he spat on the ground. But Sandhamn was his home, and he had nowhere else to go.

“Kristina,” he said, his voice hoarse with the effort. “You have so much; won’t you help Bengt and Anna?”

His strength was failing; his hands shook as they rested on the covers. In his peripheral vision he could see Bengt watching him anxiously. The boy shouldn’t be listening to this, but he wanted to spend what little time was left with his son.

Kristina stood up and began to button her coat. Her face was still beautiful, but her expression was stony.

“I can’t go against Father’s last wish, whatever I might think.”

Thorwald knew that Kristina had left the church, but she certainly hadn’t abandoned her religious beliefs. He made one final attempt.

“What do you think God would say about the way you’re treating your own brother?”

She sighed, as if she regretted ever having set foot in Thorwald’s sickroom, and intended to bury the memory as soon as she left.

“God has nothing to do with this. I feel sorry for you and your family, but it’s not my fault. You brought this upon yourself. You destroyed Mother and Father’s lives when you ran away.”

The hatred that welled up almost choked him. It had followed him through the years, kept him company on the travels that took him far away from Sandhamn. He had stayed away for twenty years, until his father was dead and buried, by which time it was too late to see Vendela and Karolina again.

He gazed at his sister and saw Gottfrid’s features in her face. They spoke with the same tongue, the same conviction of their own righteousness. For a moment it was as if Gottfrid was standing there before him, utterly merciless.

“You will not escape, Kristina. You and your family will not escape.” He sat up and shook his fist at her. “God will punish you, do you hear me?”

She spun on her heel and stalked out.

Thorwald’s breathing was labored. He had humiliated himself, and all for nothing.

“Dad?” Bengt was beside him. “Do you want some more water?”

He shook his head. He was finished.

He met his son’s gaze, and in his eyes he saw the same helpless rage and hatred with which he himself had lived for so many years.

“God will punish her,” he whispered. “He will give us redress. She and her family will suffer for this.”

He dropped back against the pillows, his voice barely audible.

“One day they will pay for this.”





CHAPTER 56

Sunday, March 4, 2007

The candles were burning brightly. Nora had already switched off all the lights and locked the front door; all she had to do now was blow out the candles and go to bed. It was already well after midnight.

Instead she sat down on the sofa, her eyes fixed on the hypnotic flames.

The minutes before the helicopter arrived had been the longest in her life. She counted the seconds until, at long last, it swept in across the shore and slowly came down with a deafening racket. When it landed in a cloud of swirling snow, she wept with relief.

The sight of Thomas’s unconscious body had left her rigid with fear, despairing over her own powerlessness. It was even worse when she realized she couldn’t go with him to the hospital, because she couldn’t leave the children alone.

She had tried to stammer out an explanation to Margit, but Margit had already assumed she was the one who would be accompanying Thomas. She assured Nora that everything was under control; the paramedics had all the necessary equipment in order to take care of Thomas until he arrived at Karolinska Hospital, where his body temperature would slowly be brought back to normal.

When Nora finally got home she had hugged the boys tight and sobbed, even though she realized she was scaring them. She just couldn’t do anything else. Eventually she calmed down enough to explain what had happened. Then she called Pernilla, who was at home waiting for Thomas. He had told Nora the previous day that he was having dinner with Pernilla on Saturday evening, and she had heard the longing in his voice.

Pernilla promised to go to the hospital right away; she would be in touch as soon as she was allowed to see him.

Anxiety seized Nora once more. Shouldn’t Pernilla have called by now? What if Thomas was seriously injured?

Pull yourself together, Nora. He’s in good hands.

She had watched as the paramedics quickly and efficiently transferred him onto a stretcher and into the helicopter. Within minutes they were on their way to Stockholm. Pernilla was probably just waiting until he was conscious and she had more information.

Nora was so grateful that Thomas had survived. And it gave her no pleasure to think that she had been right about Bengt Österman. Instead she felt horribly sad about the chain of events that seemed to have begun when Bengt’s father ran away from Sandhamn, leaving Karolina Brand forever.

According to Nora’s mother, Karolina had never married. She stayed on Sandhamn, where she died from a burst appendix during the last winter of World War II. The shipping lane was full of thick ice floes that slowed down the boat taking her to a waiting ambulance in Stavsnäs. By the time they arrived, it was too late. The official cause of death was peritonitis. Karolina was just thirty years old.

What had actually happened on that Midsummer’s Eve when Thorwald didn’t show up at the dance? Whatever it was, the consequences were horrific.

Nora contemplated the half-full wineglass on the table in front of her, then pushed it away. No more wine for a while; enough.

Tomorrow they were leaving Sandhamn and returning to the mainland, back to the house in Saltsjöbaden. It was time for Adam and Simon to go home. She thought about seeing Henrik again; she wasn’t looking forward to it, but she was no longer afraid to face him.

They had to sit down and talk about the separation. Assets, custody—all the practical issues must be resolved, whatever they thought of each other. School started on Monday; there was a lot to sort out.

Joint custody, living with each parent in turn—wasn’t that what most people did? It would do Henrik good to have sole responsibility for his sons for a week at a time, she thought with a faint smile. To be honest she had let him get away with it, but now it was his turn. Time for Henrik to make packed lunches, supervise homework, do the cooking.

She was actually looking forward to a life in which Henrik did his fair share.

And if Monica tried her tricks, Nora would deal with them. After all, she was a lawyer. She was done with her mother-in-law’s scare tactics; she had let herself be bullied for far too long.

It would serve Monica right if she was confronted with a new daughter-in-law; Henrik’s affair with a nurse was unlikely to be at the top of her wish list. She’d always wanted Henrik to marry into a distinguished family—nobility, if possible.

The thought made Nora smile once more. Everything would be fine; she could do this. She had her sons, she had a good job. And Sandhamn was hers; Henrik couldn’t take that away from her.

She leaned forward and blew out the candles.





CHAPTER 57

“Are you awake?”

The pleasant voice belonged to a doctor who looked to be about fifty. Her light-brown hair was caught up in a messy bun, and she wore her glasses on a chain around her neck.

Pernilla blinked. She must have nodded off on the sofa in the waiting room. She felt as if she had been at the hospital for an eternity, but when she looked at the clock on the wall she saw that only a few hours had passed.

It was almost two in the morning. Margit had kept her company for a while, but eventually accepted Pernilla’s assurances that she’d be fine on her own.

“Are you awake?” the doctor repeated. “My name is Harriet Ström; I’m the ER duty doctor.”

Pernilla sat up and ran her hands through her hair; she still felt a little disoriented.

“How is he?”

“If you’d like to come with me, we can have a chat. Would you like a cup of coffee?”

Pernilla nodded and picked up her purse. She followed the doctor down the hall to an alcove housing a coffee machine.

“Sugar?”

“Please.”

They went into a room containing a single desk. The doctor sat down, and Pernilla took the visitor’s chair opposite.

“So you’re Thomas Andreasson’s wife?”

Pernilla hesitated, then nodded. “How is he?” she asked again. The coffee cup was warm against her palms, but she still felt cold.

“Do you know anything about hypothermia?”

Pernilla shook her head.

“That’s what we call it when the body temperature drops dangerously low. In severe cases, the body can no longer return to its normal temperature without help.”

Harriet Ström cleared her throat and looked Pernilla directly in the eye.

“Your husband’s body temperature was very low indeed when he arrived here. His functions were weak, and his heartbeat was difficult to detect. In extreme cold the blood vessels contract and don’t allow blood to pass through; this is known as vascular constriction.” She paused. “Please tell me if there’s anything you don’t understand.”

“OK.”

Pernilla swallowed. When Nora had called to tell her what had happened, she had jumped in a cab right away. From what Nora had said, it sounded like Thomas was going to be all right. Now, though, the doctor’s grave expression suggested that might not be the case.

Harriet Ström took a sip of her coffee. Pernilla thought she could see something else in her eyes; was it sympathy or sorrow?

“The paramedics on the helicopter did everything right. He was given oxygen immediately, and they ran an ECG on board.”

Pernilla began to shiver. She heard the words, but they meant nothing. What was the doctor trying to say?

“The heart muscle showed signs of arrhythmia. Just before the helicopter arrived here he went into ventricular fibrillation, which means a serious disruption to the heart rhythm. This led to cardiac arrest.”

A heavy weight settled on Pernilla’s chest; every breath was agony. She wanted to ask the doctor to stop talking and at the same time she wanted to beg her to hurry up. Not knowing was unbearable, but hearing the news she feared would be even worse.

She kept on repeating Thomas’s name to herself.

Images of Emily’s tiny body in his arms whirled around in her head, the funeral, the tiny white casket, the priest who could say nothing to assuage their grief.

Not again, not Thomas, too.

Forgive me, I should have stayed with you. What will I do if you leave me now?

Dear God, I will do anything you ask, but please don’t take him away from me.

Harriet Ström went on: “The paramedics attempted to use a defibrillator to get his heart going, but this was complicated by the low body temperature.”

Pernilla could hardly breathe. She stared at the doctor.

“Is . . . is he alive?” she finally managed to stammer.

The words seemed to hover in the air.

Harriet Ström reached out and squeezed Pernilla’s hand. Her skin was dry and warm to the touch. Many years of night duty had left their mark on her face, but her voice was gentle and full of warmth.

“They managed to restart his heart, but he’s still unconscious.”

She looked sympathetically at Pernilla.

“I’m afraid we can’t rule out the possibility of brain damage. I’m so sorry.”
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