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People always leave traces.
No person is without a shadow.

You forget what you want to
remember
and remember what you would prefer
to forget.

—Graffiti on buildings in New York
City
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Prologue

The story begins with a sudden fit
of rage.

The cause of it was a report that
had been submitted the previous
evening, which the prime minister
was now reading at his poorly lit
desk. But shortly before that, the
stillness of morning held sway in
the Swedish government offices.

It was 1983, an early spring day
in Stockholm, with a damp fog
hovering over the city and trees
that had not yet come into leaf.



When Prime Minister Olof Palme
finished reading the last page, he
stood up and walked over to a
window. Seagulls were wheeling
around outside.

The report was about the
submarines. The accursed
submarines that in the fall of 1982
were presumed to have violated
Swedish territorial waters. In the
middle of it all there was a general
election in Sweden, and Olof Palme
had been asked by the Speaker to
form a new government since the
non-socialist parties had lost
several seats and no longer had a
parliamentary majority. The first



thing the new government did was
to set up a commission to
investigate the incident with the
submarines, which had never been
forced to surface. Former defense
minister Sven Andersson was
chairman of the commission. Olof
Palme had now read his report and
was none the wiser. The
conclusions were
incomprehensible. He was furious.

But it should be noted that this was
not the first time Palme had gotten
worked up about Sven Andersson.
His aversion really dated back to



the day in June 1963, just before
Midsummer, when an elegantly
dressed gray-haired fifty-seven-
year-old man was arrested on
Riksbron in the center of
Stockholm. It was done so
discreetly that nobody in the
vicinity noticed anything unusual.
The man arrested was Stig
Wennerstrom, a colonel in the
Swedish air force who had been
exposed as a spy for the Soviet
Union.

When he was arrested, the prime
minister at the time, Tage
Erlander, was on his way home
from a trip abroad, one of his few



vacations, to one of Reso’s resorts
in Riva del Sole. When Erlander
stepped off the airplane and was
mobbed by a large crowd of
journalists, not only was he totally
unprepared, he also knew next to
nothing about the incident. Nobody
had told him about the arrest, and
he had heard nothing about a
suspicious Colonel Wennerstrom. It
is possible that the name and the
suspicions had been mentioned in
passing when the minister of
defense held one of his infrequent
information sessions with the
prime minister, but not in
connection with anything serious,



anything specificc There were
always rumors circulating about
suspected Russian spies in the
murky waters that constituted the
so-called Cold War. And so
Erlander’s response was less than
illuminating. The man who had
been prime minister without a
break for what seemed like an
eternity—twenty-three years, to be
exact—stood there openmouthed
and had no idea what to say since
neither Defense Minister Andersson
nor anybody else involved had
informed him of what was going
on. During the last part of his
journey home, from Copenhagen to



Stockholm, which barely took an
hour, he could have been filled in
and thus been prepared to say
something to the excited
journalists; but nobody had met
him at Kastrup Airport and
accompanied him on the last leg of
the flight.

During the days that followed,
Erlander came very close to
resigning as prime minister and
leader of the Social Democrats.
Never before had he been so
disappointed in his colleagues in
government. And Olof Palme, who
had already emerged as Erlander’s
chosen successor, naturally shared



his mentor’s anger at the
nonchalance that had resulted in
Erlander’s  humiliation. = Palme
watched over his master like a
savage bloodhound, as they used to
say in circles close to the
government.

He could never forgive Sven
Andersson for what he had done to
Tage Erlander.

Subsequently, a lot of people
wondered why Palme included
Andersson in his governments.
However, it was not particularly
difficult to understand why. Of
course Palme could have refused;
but in practice it simply wasn’t



possible. Andersson had a lot of
power and a lot of influence
among the grass roots of the party.
He was the son of a laborer, unlike
Palme, who had direct links to
Baltic nobility, had officers in his
family—indeed, he was a reserve
officer himself—and had come
from the well-to-do Swedish upper
class. He had no grassroots support
in the party. Olof Palme was a
defector who was no doubt serious
about his political allegiance to the
Social Democrats, but nevertheless,
he was an outsider, a political
pilgrim who had wandered into the

party.



Now Palme could no longer
contain his fury. He turned to face
Sven Andersson, who was sitting
hunched up on the gray sofa in the
prime minister’s office. Palme was
bright red in the face, and his arms
were twitching in the strange way
they did when he lost his temper.

“There is no proof,” he roared.
“Only claims, insinuations, nods
and winks from disloyal navy
officers. This investigation has shed
light on nothing at all. On the
contrary, it has left us wallowing
in political swamps.”



A couple of years before, in the
early hours of October 28, 1981, a
Soviet submarine had run aground
in Gasefjarden Bay off Karlskrona.
The bay was not only Swedish
territorial water, but also a
military  restricted area. The
submarine was labeled U-137, and
the captain on board, Anatoli
Michailovitch Gushchin,
maintained that his craft had gone
off course because of an unknown
defect in its gyrocompass. Swedish
naval officers and local fishermen
were convinced that only an
extremely drunk captain could
have managed to penetrate that far



into the archipelago without
running aground earlier.

On November 6, U-137 was
towed out into international waters
and disappeared. But on that
occasion there had been no doubt
at all that it was a Russian
submarine in Swedish territorial
waters. However, it was never
established if it had been an
intentional violation of Swedish
sovereignty or a case of
drunkenness at sea. No respectable
navy would admit, of course, that
their commanding officer had been
drunk while on duty.

So their denial was regarded as



proof that he had been. But where
was the proof now?

No one knows what former
minister of defense Andersson had
to say in his own defense and that
of his investigation. He made no
notes, and Olof Palme was
assassinated a year or so
afterward; he left no witness
accounts either.

So it all began with a fit of rage.
This story about the realities of
politics, this journey into the
swamps where truth and lies are
indistinguishable and nothing is



clear.



PART 1

Invasion of the Swamps



The year Kurt Wallander celebrated
his fifty-fifth birthday, he fulfilled a
long-held dream. Ever since his
divorce from Mona fifteen years
earlier, he had intended to leave
his apartment in Mariagatan,
where so many unpleasant
memories were etched into the
walls, and move out to the country.
Every time he came home in the
evening after a stressful and
depressing workday, he was
reminded that once upon a time he
had lived there with a family. Now



the furniture stared at him as if
accusing him of desertion.

He could never reconcile himself to
living there until he became so old
that he might not be able to look
after himself anymore. Although he
had not yet reached the age of
sixty, he reminded himself over and
over again of his father’s lonely old
age, and he knew he had no desire
to follow in his footsteps. He
needed only to look into the
bathroom mirror in the morning
when he was shaving to see that he
was growing more and more like



his father. When he was young, his
face had resembled his mother’s.
But now it seemed as if his father
was taking him over—like a runner
who has been lagging a long way
behind but is slowly catching up
the closer he gets to the invisible
finish line.

Wallander’s  worldview  was
fairly simple. He did not want to
become a bitter hermit growing old
in isolation, being visited only by
his daughter and perhaps now and
then by a former colleague who
had suddenly remembered that
Wallander was still alive. He had
no religious hopes of there being



something in store for him on the
other side of the black River Styx.
There would be nothing but the
same darkness that he had once
emerged from. Until his fiftieth
birthday, he had harbored a vague
fear of death, something that had
become his own personal mantra—
that he would be dead for such a
long time. He had seen far too
many dead bodies in his life. There
was nothing in their expressionless
faces to suggest that their souls had
been absorbed into some kind of
heaven. Like so many other police
officers, he had experienced every
possible variation of death. Just



after his fiftieth birthday had been
celebrated with a party and cake at
the police station, marked by a
speech full of empty phrases by the
former chief of police, Liza
Holgersson, he had bought a new
notebook and tried to record his
memories of all the dead people he
had come across. It had been a
macabre exercise and he had no
idea why he had been tempted to
pursue it. When he got as far as the
tenth suicide, a man in his forties,
a drug addict with more or less
every problem it was possible to
imagine, he gave up. The man had
hanged himself in the attic of the



condemned apartment building
where he lived, hanging in such a
way that he was guaranteed to
break his neck and hence avoid
being slowly choked to death. His
name was Welin. The pathologist
had told Wallander that the man
had been successful—he had
proved to be a skillful executioner.
At that point Wallander had
abandoned his suicide cases and
instead stupidly devoted several
hours in an attempt to recall the
young people or children he had
found dead. But he soon gave that
up as well. It was too repugnant.
Then he felt ashamed of what he



had been trying to do and burned
the notebook, as if his efforts were
both perverted and illegal. In fact,
he was basically a cheerful person
—it was just that he had allowed
another side of his personality to
take over.

Death had been his constant
companion. He had killed people
in the line of duty—but after the
obligatory investigation he had
never been accused of unnecessary
violence.

Having Kkilled two people was
the cross he had to bear. If he
rarely laughed, it was because of
what he had been forced to endure.



But one day he made a critical
decision. He had been out near
Loderup, not far from the house
where his father used to live, to
talk to a farmer who had been the
target of a very nasty robbery. On
the way back to Ystad he noticed a
real estate agent’s sign picturing a
little dirt road where there was a
house for sale. He reacted
automatically, stopped the car,
turned around, and found his way
to the address. Even before he got
out of the car it was obvious to him
that the property was in need of
repair. It had originally been a U-
shaped building, the bottom half



clad in wood. But now one of the
wings was missing—perhaps it had
burned down. He walked around
the house. It was a day in early
fall. He could still remember seeing
a skein of geese migrating south,
flying directly above his head. He
peered in through the windows and
soon established that only the roof
badly needed to be fixed. The view
was enchanting; he could just make
out the sea in the far distance, and
possibly even one of the ferries on
the way to Ystad from Poland. That
afternoon in September 2003
marked the beginning of a love
story with this remote house.



He drove straight to the real
estate agent’s office in the center of
Ystad. The asking price was low
enough that he would be able to
manage the mortgage payments.
The very next day he returned to
negotiate with the agent, a young
man who spoke at breakneck speed
and gave the impression of living
in a parallel universe. The previous
owners were a young couple who
had moved to Skane from
Stockholm but almost immediately,
before they even had time to buy
furniture, decided to split up. Yet
there was nothing hidden in the
walls of the empty house that



scared him. And the most
important thing was crystal clear:
he would be able to move in
without delay. The roof would last
for another year or two; all he
needed to do was to redecorate
some of the rooms, perhaps install
a new bath and maybe acquire a
new stove. But the boiler was less
than fifteen years old, and all the
plumbing and electrical fittings no
older.

Before leaving, Wallander asked
if there were any other potential
buyers. There was one, said the
agent, looking distinctly worried,
as if he really wanted Wallander to



get the house but at the same time
implying that he had better make
his mind up fast. But Wallander
had no intention of rushing in
blindly. He spoke to one of his
colleagues whose brother was a
home inspector and managed to
arrange for the expert to inspect
the house the very next day. He
found nothing wrong apart from
what Wallander had already
noticed. That same day Wallander
spoke to his bank manager and
was informed that he could rely on
a mortgage big enough to buy the
house. During all his years in
Ystad, Wallander had saved up a



lot of money without ever thinking
much about it. Enough for the
down payment.

That evening he sat at his
kitchen table and made detailed
financial calculations. He found the
occasion solemn and significant. By
midnight he had made up his mind:
he would buy the house, which had
the dramatic-sounding name of
Black Heights. Despite the late
hour, he called his daughter, Linda,
who lived in a new development
just off the main road to Malmo.
She was still awake.

“You must come over,” said
Wallander excitedly. “I've got news



for you.”

“What? In the middle of the
night?”

“I know it’s your day off
tomorrow.”

It had been a complete surprise to
him a few years earlier when,
during a walk along the beach at
Mossby Strand, Linda told him she
had decided to follow in his
footsteps and join the police force.
It cheered him up instantly. In a
way it was as if she was giving
new meaning to all the years he
had been a police officer. When she



finished her training, she was
assigned to the Ystad force. The
first few months, she lived with
him in the apartment in
Mariagatan. It was not an ideal
arrangement; he was set in his
ways, and he also found it hard to
accept that she was grown up now.
But their relationship was saved
when she managed to find an
apartment of her own.

When she arrived in the early
hours, he told her what he was
planning to do. The next day she
accompanied him to the house and



said immediately that it was
perfect. No other house would do,
only this one at the end of a dirt
road at the top of a gentle slope
down to the sea.

“Granddad will haunt you,” she
said. “But you don’t need to be
afraid. He’ll be a sort of guardian
angel.”

It was a significant and happy
moment in Wallander’s life when
he signed the contract of sale and
suddenly found himself standing
there with a bunch of keys in his
hand. He moved in on November
first, having redecorated two rooms
but having refrained from buying a



new stove. He left Mariagatan
without the slightest doubt that he
was doing the right thing. A
southeasterly gale was blowing the
day he moved in.

That first evening, with the
storm raging, he lost electricity.
Wallander sat in his new home in
pitch darkness. There was groaning
and creaking coming from the
rafters, and he discovered a leak in
the ceiling. But he had no regrets.
This was where he was going to
live.

There was a dog kennel outside
the house. Ever since he was a little
boy Wallander had dreamed of



having a dog. By the time he was
thirteen he had given up hope, but
out of the blue he got one as a
present from his parents. He loved
that dog more than anything else
in the world. Looking back, it felt
like the dog, Saga, had taught him
what love could be. When she was
three years old, she was run over
by a truck. The shock and sorrow
were worse than anything he had
experienced in his young life. More
than forty years later, Wallander
had no difficulty recalling all those
chaotic emotions. Death strikes, he
sometimes thought. It has a
powerful and unforgiving fist.



Two weeks later he acquired a
dog, a black Labrador puppy. He
wasn’t quite a purebred, but he was
nevertheless described by the
owner as top class. Wallander had
decided in advance that the dog
would be called Jussi, after the
world-famous Swedish tenor who
was one of Wallander’s greatest
heroes.

Nearly four years after he bought
the house, on January 12, 2007,
Wallander’s whole life changed in
an instant.

As he stepped out into the hall a



few paces behind  Kristina
Magnusson, whom he liked
viewing from behind when nobody
was looking, the phone rang in his
office. He considered ignoring it,
but instead he turned and went
back in. It was Linda. She had a
few days off, having worked on
New Year’s Eve, during which
Ystad had been unusually lively,
with lots of cases of domestic
violence and assaults.

“Do you have a minute?”

“Not really. We’re on the verge
of identifying some crooks in a big
case.”

“I need to see you.”



Wallander thought she sounded
tense. He started to worry, as he
always did, that something might
have happened to her.

“Is it anything serious?”

“Not at all.”

“I can meet you at one o’clock.”

“Mossby Strand beach?”

Wallander thought she was
joking.

“Should I bring my bathing suit?”

“I’'m serious. Mossby Strand. But
no bathing suit.”

“Why do we have to go out there
in the cold with this icy wind
blowing?”

“I'll be there at one o’clock. So



will you.”

She hung up before he could ask
anything else. What did she want?
He stood there, trying in vain to
think of an answer. Then he went
to the conference room with the
best television set and sat for two
hours going through CCTV camera
footage for the case he was
working on, the brutal attack and
robbery of an elderly arms dealer
and his wife. As twelve-thirty
approached, they were still only
halfway through. Wallander stood
up and announced that they could
review the rest of the tapes after
two o’clock. Martinsson, one of the



officers Wallander had worked
with longest in Ystad, looked at
him in surprise.

“You mean we should stop now?
With so much still to do? You don’t
usually break for lunch.”

“I'm not going to eat. I have an
appointment.”

He left the room, thinking that
his tone of voice had been
unnecessarily sharp. He and
Martinsson ~ were  not  only
colleagues, they were also friends.
When  Wallander  threw  his
housewarming party out at
Loderup it was of course
Martinsson who gave a speech in



praise of him, the dog, and the
house. We are like an old
hardworking couple, he thought as
he left the police station. An old
couple who are always bickering,
mainly to keep each other on our
toes.

He went to his car, a Peugeot
he’d had for the last four years, and
drove off. How many times have I
driven along this road? How many
more times will I drive along it? As
he waited for a red light to change,
he remembered something his
father had told him about a cousin
Wallander had never met. His
cousin used to be captain of a ferry



plying between several islands in
the Stockholm archipelago—short
trips, no more than five minutes at
a time, but year in, year out, the
same crossings. One afternoon in
October something snapped inside
him. The ferry had a full load, but
he suddenly changed course and
headed straight out to sea. He said
later that he knew there was
enough diesel in the tank to take
him as far as one of the Baltic
states. But that was all he said,
after he was overpowered by angry
passengers and the coast guard
raced out to put the ferry back on
course. He never explained why he



did what he did.

But in a vague sort of way,
Wallander thought he understood
him.

As he drove west along the coast
road he could see dark
thunderclouds building up on the
horizon. The radio had warned that
there was a risk of more snow in
the evening. Shortly before he
passed the side road to
Marsvinsholm he was overtaken by
a motorcycle. The rider waved at
him and made Wallander think of
something that frightened him
more than anything else: that one
of these days Linda would have a



motorcycle accident. He had been
totally unprepared when, several
years earlier, she turned up outside
his apartment on her newly bought
bike, a Harley-Davidson covered in
glittering chrome. His first question
when she took off her crash helmet
was whether she had lost her mind.

“You don’t know about all my
dreams,” she had said with a broad,
happy grin. “Just as I'm sure I
don’t know all yours.”

“I don’t dream about a
motorbike, that’s for sure.”

“Too bad. We could have gone
for rides together.”

He had gone so far as to promise



to buy her a car and pay for all her
gas if she got rid of the motorcycle.
But she refused, and he knew that
the battle was lost. She had
inherited his stubbornness, and he
would never be able to take the
motorcycle away from her, no
matter what temptations he could
offer.

When he turned into the parking
lot at Mossby Strand, which was
deserted and windswept, she had
taken off her helmet and was
standing on top of a sand dune, her
hair fluttering in the wind.
Wallander switched off the engine
and sat looking at her, his daughter



in the dark leather outfit and the
expensive boots from a factory in
California that she had paid nearly
a month’s wages for. Once upon a
time she was a little girl sitting on
my knee, Wallander thought, and I
was the biggest hero in her life.
Now she is thirty-six, a police
officer just like me, with a brain of
her own and a big smile. What
more could I ask for?

He stepped out into the wind and
plowed his way through the soft
sand until he was standing by her
side. She smiled at him.

“Something happened here,” she
said. “Do you remember what?”



“You told me that you were
going to become a police officer.
On this very spot.”

“I’m thinking of something else.”

Wallander realized what she was
getting at.

“A rubber dinghy drifted ashore
here, with two dead men inside it,”
he said. “So many years ago that I
can’t remember exactly when. An
incident from a different world,
you might say.”

“Tell me about that world.”

“That couldn’t possibly be why
you made me come here.”

“Tell me anyway!”

Wallander stretched out his hand



toward the water.

“We didn’t know much about the
countries on the other side of the
sea. We sometimes pretended the
Baltic states didn’t exist. We were
cut off from our nearest neighbors.
And they were cut off from us. But
then that rubber dinghy came
ashore, and the investigation took
me to Latvia, to Riga. I went
behind the iron curtain that no
longer exists. The world was
different then. Not worse, not
better, just different.”

“I’'m going to have a baby,” said
Linda. “I’m pregnant.”

Wallander held his breath, as if



he didn’t understand what she’d
said. Then he stared at her
stomach, hidden behind her leather
suit. She burst out laughing.

“There’s nothing to see. I'm only
in the second month.”

Looking back, Wallander
remembered every detail of that
meeting with Linda, when she told
him her staggering news. They
walked down to the beach, leaning
into the howling wind. She
answered his questions. When he
arrived back at the police station
an hour late, he had almost
forgotten all about the
investigation he was in charge of.



Shortly before the end of that
day, just as it was beginning to
snow again, they finally found
pictures of the two men who had
probably been involved in the arms
theft and brutal murder. Wallander
summed up what they all knew:
that they had taken a big step
toward solving this case.

When the meeting ended and
everybody was gathering together
their papers, Wallander felt an
almost irresistible urge to tell them
about the great joy he had just
been gifted with.

But he said nothing, of course.

He wouldn’t allow his colleagues



to come that close to his private
life, not ever.



On August 30, 2007, shortly after
two in the afternoon, Linda gave
birth to a daughter, Kurt
Wallander’s first grandchild, at
Ystad Hospital. The delivery was
normal, and also punctual—on the
exact day predicted by her
midwife. Wallander had taken the
precaution of being on vacation at
the time, and he spent the day
trying to mix a bucket of cement in
order to repair cracks under the
porch roof next to the front door. It
wasn’t all that successful, but at



least it kept him occupied. When
the phone rang and he was
informed that from now on he was
entitled to call himself Granddad,
he started crying. The feeling took
him by surprise, and for a while he
was utterly defenseless.

It wasn’t Linda who called, but
the baby’s father, financier Hans
von Enke. Wallander didn’t want
to reveal how emotional he was, so
he merely thanked von Enke for
the news, sent his greetings to
Linda, and hung up.

Then he went for a long walk
with  Jussi. Skane was still
luxuriating in the heat of late



summer. There had been
thunderstorms during the night,
and now, after the rain, the air was
fresh and easy to breathe. At last
Wallander was able to admit to
himself that he had often wondered
why Linda had never before
expressed a desire to have children.
Now she was thirty-seven years
old, in Wallander’s opinion far too
late in life for a woman to be a
mother. Mona had been much
younger when Linda was born. He
had kept an eye on Linda’s
relationships from a discreet
distance; he had preferred some
boyfriends to others. Occasionally



he had been convinced that she had
finally found the right man—but
then it was suddenly all over, and
she never told him why. Even
though Wallander and Linda were
very close, there were certain
things they never discussed. One of
the taboo subjects was having
children.

That day on the windswept
beach at Mossby Strand was the
first he had heard about the man
she was going to have a child with.
It was a complete surprise to
Wallander, who had thought his
daughter wasn’t even in a steady
relationship at the time.



Linda had met Hans von Enke
through  mutual friends in
Copenhagen, at a dinner to
celebrate an engagement. Hans
was from Stockholm, but had been
living in Copenhagen for the last
couple of years, working for a
finance company that specialized
in setting up hedge funds. Linda
had found him somewhat self-
important, and had been annoyed
by him. She informed him, rather
fiercely, that she was a simple
police officer, badly paid, and had
no idea what a hedge fund was. It
ended up with them going for a
long evening stroll through the



streets of Copenhagen, and
deciding to meet again. Hans von
Enke was two years younger than
Linda, and didn’t have any children
either. Both of them had decided
from the very start, without saying
as much but nevertheless being
quite clear about it, that they were
going to try and have children
together.

Two days after the revelation,
Linda came in the evening to
Wallander’s house with the man
she had decided to live with. Hans
von Enke was tall and thin,
balding, with piercing bright blue
eyes. Wallander immediately felt



uncomfortable in his presence,
found his way of expressing himself
off-putting, and wondered what on
earth had inspired Linda to take a
shine to him. When she had told
him that Hans’s salary was three
times as big as her father’s, and
that in addition he received a
bonus every year that could be as
much as a million kronor,
Wallander had concluded
depressingly that it must be the
money that attracted her. That
thought annoyed him so much that
the next time he saw Linda he
asked her outright. They were
sitting in a café in the middle of



Ystad. Linda had been so angry
that she had thrown a roll at him
and stormed out. He had hurried
after her and apologized. No, it had
nothing to do with the money, she
explained. It was genuine and all-
consuming love, something she had
never experienced before.
Wallander made up his mind to
try hard to view his future son-in-
law more sympathetically. Via the
Internet and with the aid of the
bank manager who handled his
modest affairs in Ystad, Wallander
found out as much as he could
about the finance company Hans
worked for. He discovered what



hedge funds were, and many more
details alleged to be the basis of a
modern finance company’s
activities. Hans von Enke invited
him to Copenhagen and took him
on a tour of his opulent offices at
Rundetarn. Afterward, Hans
invited him to lunch, and when
Wallander returned to Ystad he no
longer had the feeling of inferiority
that had affected him at their first
meeting. He called Linda from the
car and told her that he had begun
to appreciate the man she had
chosen.

“He has one fault,” said Linda.
“He doesn’t have enough hair.



Otherwise he’s okay.”

“I'm looking forward to the day
when I can show him my office.”

“I’'ve already shown him. Last
week when he was here visiting.
Didn’t anybody tell you?”

Needless to say, nobody had said
a word about it to Wallander. That
evening he sat at his kitchen table,
pencil in hand, and worked out
Hans von Enke’s annual salary. He
was astonished when he saw the
final figure. Once again he had a
vague feeling of unease. After all
his years in the police force, his
own salary was barely 40,000
kronor per month. He regarded



that as a high wage. But he wasn’t
the one getting married. The
money might or might not be what
would make Linda happy. It was
none of his business.

In March Linda and Hans moved
in together in a big house outside
Rydsgard that the young financier
had bought. He started commuting
to Copenhagen, and Linda carried
on working in Ystad. Once they
had settled in, Linda invited Kurt to
dinner at their place the following
Saturday. Hans’s parents would be
there, and obviously they would
like to meet Linda’s father.

“I’ve spoken to Mom,” she said.



“Is she coming too?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

Linda shrugged.

“I think she’s unwell.”

“What’s the matter with her?”

Linda looked long and hard at
him before answering.

“Too much booze. I think she’s
drinking more than ever now.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know.”

Wallander accepted the invitation
to dinner to meet Hans von Enke’s
parents. The father, Hakan von



Enke, was a former commander in
the Swedish navy and had been in
command of both submarines and
surface vessels that specialized in
hunting down submarines. Linda
wasn’t sure, but she thought that at
one time he had been a member of
a team that decided when military
units were allowed to open fire on
an enemy. Hans von Enke’s mother
was named Louise and had been a
language teacher. Hans was an
only child.

“I’'m not used to mixing with the
nobility,” Wallander said somberly
when Linda finished speaking.

“They’re just like everybody else.



I think you’ll find you have a lot to
talk about.”

“Such as?”

“You’ll find out. Don’t be so
negative.”

“'m not being negative! I just
wonder ...”

“We’ll be eating at six o’clock.
Don’t be late. And don’t bring
Jussi. He’ll just make a nuisance of
himself.”

“Jussi’s a very obedient dog.
How old are they, Hans’s parents?”

“Hakan will be seventy-five
shortly; Louise is a year or two
younger. And Jussi never takes any
notice of what you tell him to do—



you should know that, since you've
failed to train him properly. Thank
God you did better with me.”

She left the room before
Wallander had time to reply. For a
moment or two he tried to get
annoyed by the fact that she
always had to have the last word,
but he couldn’t manage it and
returned to his papers.

It was drizzling unseasonably
over Skane on Saturday when he
set off from Ystad to meet Hans
von Enke’s parents. He had been
sitting in his office since early
morning, yet again, for who knows
how many times, going through the



most important parts of the
investigation material concerning
the death of the arms dealer and
the stolen revolvers. They thought
they had identified the thieves, but
they still had no proof. I'm not
looking for a key, he thought. I'm
hunting for the slightest sound of a
distant tinkling from a bunch of
keys. He had worked his way
through about half of the
voluminous  documentation by
three o’clock. He decided to go
home, sleep for an hour or two,
then get dressed for dinner. Linda
had said Hans’s parents were
sometimes a bit formal for her



taste, but given that, she suggested
her father wear his best suit.

“I only have the one I wear at
funerals,” said Wallander. “But
perhaps I shouldn’t put on a white
tie?”

“You don’t need to come at all if
you think it’s going to be so awful.”

“I was only trying to make a
joke.”

“You failed. You have at least
three blue ties. Pick one of those.”

As Wallander sat in a taxi on the
way back to Loderup at about
midnight, he decided that the
evening had turned out to be much
more pleasant than he had



expected. He had found it easy to
talk to both the retired commander
and his wife. He was always on his
guard when he met people he
didn’t know, thinking they would
regard the fact that he was a police
officer with barely concealed
contempt. But he hadn’t detected
any such tendency in either of
them. On the contrary, they had
displayed what he considered to be
genuine interest in his work.
Moreover, Hakan von Enke had
views about how the Swedish
police were organized and about
various shortcomings in several
well-known criminal investigations



that Wallander tended to agree
with. And he in turn had an
opportunity to ask questions about
submarines, the Swedish navy, and
the current downsizing of the
Swedish defense facilities, to which
he received knowledgeable and
entertaining answers. Louise von
Enke hardly spoke but sat there for
most of the time with a friendly
smile on her face, listening to the
others talking.

After he had called a cab, Linda
accompanied him as far as the
gate. She held on to his arm and
leaned her head on his shoulder.
She did that only when she was



pleased with him.

“So I did okay?” asked
Wallander.

“You were better than ever. You
can if you make an effort.”

“I can what?”

“Behave yourself. You can even
ask intelligent questions about
things that have nothing to do with
police work.”

“I liked them. But I didn’t get to
know her very well.”

“Louise? That’s the way she is.
She doesn’t say much. But she
listens better than all the rest of us
put together.”

“She seemed a bit mysterious.”



They had come out onto the road
and stood under a tree to avoid the
drizzle, which had continued to fall
all evening.

“I don’t know anyone as
secretive as you,” said Linda. “For
years I thought you had something
to hide. But I've learned that only a
few mysterious people are in fact
hiding something.”

“And I’'m not one of them?”

“I don’t think so. Am I right?”

“I suppose. But maybe people
sometimes hide secrets they don’t
even know they have.”

The taxi headlights cut though
the darkness. It was one of those



bus-like vehicles becoming more
and more common with cab
companies.

“l hate those buses,” said
Wallander.

“Don’t start getting worked up
now! I’ll bring your car tomorrow.”

“I’ll be at the police station from
ten o’clock on. Go in now and find
out what they thought of me. I'll
expect a report tomorrow.”

She delivered his car the
following day, shortly before
eleven.

“Good,” she said as she entered
his office, as wusual without
knocking.



“What do you mean, ‘Good’?”

“They liked you. Hakan had a
funny way of putting it. He said:
‘Your dad is an excellent
acquisition for the family.” ”

“I don’t even know what that
means.”

She put the car keys on his desk.
She was in a hurry since she and
Hans had planned an outing with
his parents. Wallander glanced out
the window. The clouds were
beginning to open up.

“Are you going to get married?”
he asked before she disappeared
through the door.

“They very much want us to,”



she said. “I'd be grateful if you
didn’t start nagging us too. We
want to see if we’re compatible.”

“But you’re going to have a
baby?”

“That will be fine. But being able
to put up with each other for the
rest of our lives is a different
matter.”

She disappeared. @ Wallander
listened to her rapid footsteps, the
heels of her boots clicking against
the floor. I don’t know my
daughter, he thought. There was a
time when I thought I did, but now
I can see that she’s more and more
of a stranger to me.



He stood by the window and
gazed out at the old water tower,
the pigeons, the trees, the blue sky
emerging through the dispersing
clouds. He felt deeply uneasy, an
aura of desolation all around him.
Or maybe it was actually inside
him? As if he were turning into an
hourglass with the sand silently
running out. He  continued
watching the pigeons and the trees
until the feeling drifted away. Then
he went back to his desk and
continued doggedly reading
through the reports piled high in
front of him.



Wallander spent Christmas with
Linda’s family. He observed his
granddaughter, who still hadn’t
been given a name, with
admiration and restrained joy.
Linda insisted that the girl looked
like him, especially her eyes, but
Wallander couldn’t see any
similarities, no matter how hard he
tried.

“The girl should have a name,”
he said as they sat drinking wine
on Christmas Eve.

“All in good time,” said Linda.

“We think the name will
announce itself one of these days,”
said Hans.



“Why am I named Linda?” she
asked out of the blue. “Where does
that come from?”

“You can blame me,” said
Wallander. “Mona wanted to name
you something different; I can’t
remember what. But as far as I was
concerned, you were Linda from
the very beginning. Your granddad
thought you should be called
Venus.”

“Venus?”

“As you know, he wasn’t always
all there. Don’t you like your
name?”

“I’'ve got a good name,” she said.
“And you don’t need to worry. If



we get married, I'm not going to
change my surname. I’ll never be
Linda von Enke.”

“Perhaps I should become a
Wallander,” said Hans. “But I don’t
think my parents would like that.”

Over the next few days,
Wallander spent his time
organizing all the paperwork that
had accumulated during the past
year. It was a routine he had
instigated  years ago—before
ringing out the old year, make
room for all the junk that would
build up during the one to come.

The evening the verdicts in the
arms theft trial were made public,



Wallander decided to stay at home
and watch a movie. He had
invested in a satellite dish and now
had access to lots of film channels.
He took his service pistol home
with him, intending to clean it. He
was behind in his shooting practice
and knew he would need to submit
to a test by the beginning of
February at the latest. His desk
wasn’t cleared, but he had no
pressing business. I'd better make
the most of the opportunity, he
thought. I can watch a movie
tonight; tomorrow might be too
late.

But after he got home and took



Jussi out for a walk, he started to
feel restless. He sometimes felt
abandoned in his house out in the
wilds, surrounded by empty fields.
Like a wrecked ship, he sometimes
thought. I’ve run aground in the
middle of all these brown muddy
fields. This restlessness usually
passed quickly, but tonight it
persisted. He sat in the kitchen,
spread out an old newspaper, and
cleaned his gun. By the time he’d
finished it was still only eight
o’clock. He had no idea what
inspired him, but he made up his
mind, changed his clothes, and
drove back into Ystad. The town



was always more or less deserted,
especially on weekday evenings.
No more than two or three
restaurants or bars would be open.
Wallander parked his car and went
to a restaurant in the square. It
was almost empty. He sat at a
corner table, then ordered an
appetizer and a bottle of wine.
While he was waiting for the food,
he gulped down a few glasses. He
told himself he was swilling the
alcohol in order to put his mind at
rest. By the time the food arrived,
he was already drunk.

“The place is dead,” said
Wallander. “Where is everybody?”



The waiter shrugged.

“Not here, that’s for sure,” he
said. “Enjoy your meal.”

Wallander only picked at the
food. He dug out his cell phone and
scrolled through the numbers in his
address book. He wanted to talk to
someone. But who? He put the
phone down since he didn’t want
anyone to know that he was drunk.
The wine bottle was empty, and he
had already had more than enough.
But even so, he ordered a cup of
coffee and a glass of cognac when
the waiter came to tell him the
place was about to close. He
stumbled when he got to his feet.



The waiter gave him a tired look.

“Taxi,” said Wallander.

The waiter called from the
telephone attached to the wall next
to the bar. Wallander could feel
himself swaying from side to side.
The waiter replaced the receiver,
and nodded.

The wind was icy cold when
Wallander came out into the street.
He sat in the backseat of the taxi
and was almost asleep by the time
it turned into his driveway. He left
his clothes in a pile on the floor,
and passed out the moment he lay
down.



Half an hour after Wallander fell
asleep, a man hurried into the
police station. He was agitated,
and asked to speak to the night
duty officer. It happened to be
Martinsson.

The man explained that he was a
waiter. Then he put a plastic bag
on the table in front of Martinsson.
In it was a gun, similar to the one
Martinsson had.

The waiter even knew the name
of the customer, since Wallander
was well known in town.

Martinsson filled out a criminal



offense form, then sat there for a
long time staring at the revolver.

How on earth could Wallander
have forgotten his service weapon?
And why had he taken it to the
restaurant?

Martinsson checked the clock:
just after midnight. He really
should have called Wallander, but
he didn’t.

That conversation could wait
until tomorrow. He wasn’t looking
forward to it.



When Wallander arrived at the
police station the following day,
there was a message waiting for
him at the front desk, from
Martinsson.  Wallander  swore
under his breath. He was hungover
and felt awful. If Martinsson
wanted to speak to him the
moment he arrived, it could mean
only that something had happened
that required Wallander’s
immediate presence. If only it
could have waited for a couple of
days, he thought. Or at least a few



hours. Right now all he wanted to
do was to close the door to his
office, unplug his phone, and try to
get some sleep with his feet on his
desk. He took off his jacket,
emptied an open bottle of mineral
water, then went to see
Martinsson, who now had the
office that used to be Wallander’s.
He knocked on the door and
went in. The moment he saw
Martinsson’s face he realized it was
serious. Wallander could always
read his mood, which was
important since Martinsson swung
constantly  between  energetic
exhilaration and glum dejection.



Wallander sat down in the guest
chair.

“What happened? You only write
me notes like that if something
important has come up.”

Martinsson stared at him in
surprise.

“You mean you have no idea
what I want to talk to you about?”

“No. Should 1?”

Martinsson didn’t reply. He
merely continued looking at
Wallander, who began to feel even
worse than he had before.

“'m not going to sit here
guessing,” he said in the end.
“What is it you want?”



“You still have no idea why I
want to talk to you?”

“No.”

“That makes things harder.”

Martinsson opened a drawer,
took out Wallander’s service pistol,
and put it on the desk in front of
him.

“I take it you know what I'm
talking about now?”

Wallander stared at the revolver.
A shudder ran down his spine, and
almost succeeded in banishing his
hangover. He recalled having
cleaned his gun the previous
evening—but then what happened?
He groped around in his memory.



The gun had migrated from his
kitchen table to Martinsson’s desk.
But how it had gotten there, what
had happened in between, he had
no idea. He had no explanations,
no excuses.

“You went to a restaurant last
night,” said Martinsson. “Why did
you take your gun with you?”

Wallander shook his head
incredulously. He still couldn’t
remember. Had he put it in his
jacket pocket when he drove into
Ystad? No matter how unlikely that
seemed, apparently he must have.

“I don’t know,” Wallander
admitted. “My mind’s a blank. Tell
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me.

“A waiter came here around
midnight,” said Martinsson. “He
was agitated because he had found
the gun on the bench you had been
sitting on.”

Vague fragments of memory
were racing around in Wallander’s
mind. Maybe he had taken the gun
out of his jacket when he’d used his
cell phone? But how could he
possibly have forgotten it?

“I have no idea what happened,”
he said. “But I suppose I must have
put the gun in my pocket when I
went out.”

Martinsson stood up and opened



the door.

“Would you like a coffee?”

Wallander shook his head.
Martinsson disappeared into the
hall. Wallander reached for the gun
and saw that it was loaded. He
broke into a sweat. The thought of
shooting himself flashed through
his mind. He moved the gun so that
the barrel was pointing at the
window. Martinsson came back.

“Can you help me?” Wallander
asked.

“I’'m afraid not this time. The
waiter recognized you. You’ll have
to go from here straight to the
boss.”



“Have you already spoken to
him?”

“It would have been dereliction
of duty if I hadn’t.”

Wallander had nothing more to
say. They sat there in silence.
Wallander tried to find an escape
route that he knew didn’t exist.

“What will happen now?” he
asked eventually.

“I’ve been trying to read up on it
in the rule book. There will be an
internal investigation, of course.
There’s also a risk that the waiter—
Ture Saage is his name,
incidentally, if you didn’t know
that already—might leak



information to the press. Nowadays
you can earn a few kronor if you
have the right kind of information
to sell. Careless, drunken
policemen could well sell a few
extra copies.”

“I hope you told him to keep his
mouth shut?”

“Of course I did! I even told him
he could be arrested if he leaked
any details of a  police
investigation. But I think he saw
through me.”

“Should I talk to him?”

Martinsson leaned over his desk.
Wallander could see that he was
both tired and depressed. That



made him feel sad.

“How many years have we been
working together? Twenty? More?
At first you were the one who told
me what to do. You told me off, but
you also gave credit when it was
due. Now it’s my turn to tell you
what to do. Nothing. You could
only make things worse. Don’t
speak to the waiter; don’t speak to
anyone. Except for Lennart. And
you need to see him now. He’s
expecting you.”

Wallander nodded and stood up.

“We’ll try to make the best of
this,” said Martinsson.

Wallander could tell from his



tone of voice that he was not
particularly hopeful.

Wallander reached out for his
gun, but Martinsson shook his
head.

“That had better stay here,” he
said.

Wallander went out into the
hallway. Kristina Magnusson was
passing, a mug of coffee between
her hands. She nodded to him.
Wallander could tell that she knew.
He didn’t turn around to check her
out as he usually did. Instead he
went into a bathroom and locked
the door. The mirror over the sink
was cracked. Just like me,



Wallander thought. He rinsed his
face, dried it, and contemplated his
bloodshot eyes. The crack divided
his face in two.

Wallander sat down on the toilet
seat. There was another feeling
nagging at him, not just the shame
and the fear following what he had
done. Nothing like this had ever
happened before. He couldn’t recall
ever having handled his service
issue pistol in a way that broke the
rules. Whenever he took it home he
always locked it away in the
cabinet where he kept a licensed
shotgun that he used on the very
infrequent occasions he hunted



hares with his neighbors. But there
was something affecting him much
more deeply than having been
drunk. Another sort of forgetfulness
that he didn’t recognize. A darkness
in which he could find no lamps to
light.

When he finally stood up and
went to see the chief of police, he
had been sitting in the bathroom
for over twenty minutes. If
Martinsson called to say I was on
my way, they probably think I've
run off, he thought. But it’s not
quite as bad as that.

Following two female police
chiefs, Lennart Mattson had taken



up his post in Ystad the previous
year. He was young, barely forty,
and had risen surprisingly quickly
through the police bureaucracy,
which is where most senior officers
came from nowadays. Like most
active police officers, Wallander
regarded this type of recruitment
as ominous for the ability of the
police force to carry out its duties
properly. The worst part was that
Mattson came from Stockholm and
complained often that he had
difficulty understanding the Skane
dialect. Wallander was aware that
some of his colleagues made an
effort to speak as broadly as



possible whenever they had to talk
to  Mattson, but  Wallander
refrained from such malevolent
demonstrations. He had decided to
keep to himself and not get
involved in anything Mattson was
doing, as long as he didn’t interfere
too much in real police work. Since
Mattson also seemed to respect
him, Wallander had not had any
problems with his new boss so far.

But he realized that things had
now changed once and for all.

The door to Mattson’s office was
ajar. Wallander knocked and went
in when he heard Mattson’s high-
pitched, almost squeaky voice.



A patterned sofa and matching
armchairs had been squeezed into
the office with considerable
difficulty. Wallander sat down.
Mattson had developed a technique
of never opening a conversation if
it could possibly be avoided, even
if he was the one who had called
the meeting. There was a rumor
that a consultant from the National
Police Board had sat in silence with
Mattson for half an hour before
standing up, leaving the room
without a word having been
spoken, and flying back to
Stockholm.

Wallander toyed with the idea of



challenging Mattson by not saying
anything. But that would only have
made him feel worse—he needed to
clear the air as quickly as possible.

“I have no excuse for what
happened,” he began. “I accept
that it is indefensible, and that you
have to take whatever disciplinary
steps the regulations specify.”

Mattson seemed to  have
prepared his questions in advance,
since they came out like machine-
gun fire.

“Has it happened before?”

“That TI've left my gun in a
restaurant? Of course not!”

“Do you have an alcohol



problem?”

The question made Wallander
frown. What had given Mattson
that idea?

“'m a moderate drinker,”
Wallander said. “When I was
younger I suppose I drank a fair
amount on the weekend. But I
don’t do that anymore.”

“But nevertheless you went out
boozing on a weekday evening?”

“I didn’t go out boozing. 1 went
out for dinner.”

“A bottle of wine and a cognac
with your coffee?”

“If you already know what I
drank, why are you asking? But I



don’t call that boozing. I don’t
think any sane person in this
country would call it that. Boozing
is when you swill down schnapps
or vodka, probably straight from
the bottle, and drink in order to get
drunk, not for any other reason.”

Mattson thought for a moment
before his next question. Wallander
was annoyed by his squeaky voice
and wondered if the man sitting
opposite him had the slightest idea
of what police work in the field
entailed, what horrific experiences
it could involve.

“About twenty years ago you
were apprehended by some of your



colleagues for driving under the
influence. They hushed it up, and
nothing came of it. But you must
understand that I wonder if you do
in fact have an alcohol problem
that you have been keeping under
wraps, and which has now led to a
most unfortunate consequence.”
Wallander remembered that
occasion all too well. He had been
in Malmo and had dinner with
Mona. It was after their divorce, at
a time when he still imagined he
would be able to persuade her to
come back to him. They had ended
up arguing, and he had seen her
being picked up outside the



restaurant by a man he didn’t
recognize. He was so jealous and
upset that he took leave of his
senses and drove home, instead of
getting a hotel room or sleeping in
the car. His colleagues brought him
back to his apartment and parked
his car there, and he heard nothing
more about it. One of the officers
who had arrested him that night
was now dead; the other had
retired. But evidently rumors were
still buzzing around the station.
That surprised him.

“I’'m not denying that. But as you
said yourself, it was twenty years
ago. And I assure you, I don’t have



an alcohol problem. If I choose to
eat out one night in the middle of
the week, I can’t see why that
should be anybody’s business but
my own.”

“I will have to take the necessary
steps. Since you are due some
vacation time and are not involved
in a serious investigation at the
moment, I suggest you take a week
off. There will have to be an
internal investigation, of course.
That’s all I can say at the moment.”

Wallander stood up. Mattson
remained seated.

“Is there anything you’d like to
add?” he asked.



“No,” said Wallander. “I'll do
what you suggest. I'll take time off
and go home.”

“It would be best if you left your

gun here.”

“'m not an idiot,” said
Wallander. “Irrespective of what
you think.”

Wallander went back to his
office and fetched his jacket. Then
he left the police station via the
garage and drove home. It occurred
to him that he might still have
alcohol in his blood after
yesterday’s gallivanting, but since
things couldn’t get any worse than
they were, he kept on going. A



strong northeasterly wind had
blown up. Wallander shuddered as
he walked from the car to his front
door. Jussi was leaping around
inside his kennel, but Wallander
didn’t have the strength even to
think about taking him for a walk.
He undressed, lay down, and went
to sleep. By the time he woke up it
was twelve o’clock. He lay there
motionless, his eyes open, and
listened to the wind battering the
house walls.

The feeling that something
wasn’t as it should be had started
nagging at him again. A shadow
had descended over his existence.



How had he not even missed the
gun when he woke up? It was as if
somebody else had been acting in
his stead, and then had switched
off his memory so that he wouldn’t
know what had happened.

He got up, dressed, and tried to
eat, although he still felt sick. He
was very tempted to pour himself a
glass of wine, but he resisted. He
was doing the dishes when Linda
called.

“I'm on my way,” she said. “I'm
just checking that you’re at home.”

She hung up before he had
chance to say a single word. She
arrived twenty minutes later,



carrying her sleeping baby. Linda
sat down opposite her father on the
brown leather sofa he had bought
the year they moved to Ystad. The
baby was asleep on a chair next to
her. Kurt wanted to talk about her
but Linda shook her head. Later,
but not now; first things first.

“I heard what happened,” she
said. “But even so, I feel as if I
don’t know anything about it.”

“Did Martinsson call?”

“Yes, right after he spoke to you.
He was very unhappy about it all.”

“Not as unhappy as I am,” said
Wallander.

“Tell me what I don’t know.”



“If you've come here to
interrogate me you might as well
leave.”

“I just want to know. You're the
last person I'd ever have expected
to do something like this.”

“Nobody died,” said Wallander.
“Nobody even got hurt. Besides,
anyone can do anything. I've lived
long enough to know that.”

Then he told her the whole story,
from the restlessness that had
driven him out of the house in the
first place, to not knowing why he
had taken his gun with him. When
he had finished she said nothing for
a long time.



“I Dbelieve you,” she said
eventually. “Everything you're
telling me comes down to one
single fact, one single circumstance
in your life. That you are far too
lonely. You suddenly lose control,
and there’s nobody around to calm
you down, to stop you from
rushing off. But there’s still
something I wonder about.”

“What?”

“Have you told me everything?
Or is there something you’re not
saying?”

Wallander wondered for a
moment if he should tell her about
the strange feeling of a shadow



closing in on him. But he shook his
head; there was nothing more to
tell her.

“What do you think’s going to
happen?” she asked. “I can’t
remember what the rule book
says.”

“There’ll  be an internal
investigation. After that, I have no
idea.”

“Is there a chance they’ll fire
you?”

“I figure I’'m too old to be fired.
Besides, the offense isn’t all that
serious. But they might force me
into early retirement.”

“Wouldn’t that appeal to you?”



Wallander was chewing away at
an apple when she asked him that
question. He hurled the core at the
wall with all his strength.

“You've just said that my
problem is loneliness!” he roared.
“What would it be like if I was
forced to retire? I’d have nothing at
all left.”

Wallander’s bellowing woke the
baby up.

“I’'m sorry,” he said.

“You’re scared,” she said. “I can
understand that. I would be too. I
don’t think anybody should
apologize for being scared.”

Linda stayed until the evening,



made him dinner, and they spoke
no more about what had happened.
Kurt escorted her to the car through
the cold, gusting wind.
“Will you manage?” she asked.
“I’ll always get by. But thank you
for asking.”

The following day Wallander had a
call from Lennart Mattson, who
wanted to see him without delay.
When they met, he was introduced
to an internal affairs officer from
Malmé who had come to
interrogate him.

“Whenever it suits you,” said the



investigator, whose name was
Holmgren and who was about the
same age as Wallander.

“Now,” said Wallander. “Why
put it off?”

They shut themselves away in
one of the police station’s smallest
conference rooms. Wallander made
an effort to be precise, not to make
excuses, not to trivialize what had
happened. Holmgren took notes,
occasionally asked Wallander to
take a step backward, repeat an
answer, and then continue. It
seemed to Wallander that if the
roles had been reversed, the
interrogation would doubtless have



proceeded in exactly the same way.
It took slightly more than an hour.
Holmgren put down his pen and
looked at Wallander—not in the
way one would look at a criminal
who had just confessed, but as
somebody who had messed things
up. He seemed to be feeling sorry
for the trouble Wallander found
himself in.

“You didn’t fire a shot,” said
Holmgren. “You forgot your gun
when you drank too much at a
restaurant. That’s serious—there’s
no getting away from that—but
you haven’t actually committed a
crime. You haven’t assaulted



anyone; you haven’t taken bribes;
you haven’t harassed anyone.”

“So I'm not going to be fired, you
don’t think?”

“Hardly. But it’s not up to me.”

“But your guess would be ...?”

“'m not going to guess. You'll
have to wait and see.”

Holmgren began collecting his
papers and placing them carefully
in his briefcase. He suddenly
paused.

“It’s obviously an advantage if
this business doesn’t get into the
hands of the media,” he said.
“Things always take a turn for the
worse when we can’t hush up this



sort of thing and keep it inside the
police force.”

“I think we’ll be okay,”
Wallander said. “There’s been no
mention of it so far, so that’s an
indication that nothing has been
leaked.”

But Wallander was wrong. That
same day there was a knock on his
door. He had been lying down, but
he got up because he thought it was
one of his neighbors. When he
opened the door, a photographer
took a flash picture of Wallander’s
face. Standing next to the
cameraman was a reporter who
introduced herself as Lisa Halbing,



with a smile Wallander
immediately classified as fake.

“Can we talk?” she asked
aggressively.

“What about?” wondered
Wallander, who already had a pain
in his stomach.

“What do you think?”

“I don’t think anything.”

The cameraman took a whole
series of pictures. Wallander’s first
instinct was to punch him, but he
did no such thing, of course.
Instead he demanded that the
cameraman promise not to take
any photographs inside the house;
that was his private domain. When



both the cameraman and Lisa
Halbing promised to respect his
privacy, he let them in and invited
them to sit down at his kitchen
table. He served them coffee and
the remains of a sponge cake he’d
been presented with a few days
earlier by one of his neighbors who
was an avid baker.

“Which newspaper?” he asked
when he had finished serving
coffee. “I forgot to ask.”

“I should have said.” Lisa
Halbing was heavily made up and
was trying to conceal her excess
weight beneath a loose-fitting tunic
shirt. She was i