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  ONE


  The note was waiting for him, pinned to the door of the houseboat, when he came home that Wednesday night.


  
    You’re a clumsy man, Vos.


    You miss things.

  


  Two lines out of a printer, the page folded over then stuck to the rotting wooden frame with a drawing pin. Sometimes it seemed most of Amsterdam knew a solitary police brigadier lived in the
  run-down black-painted barge by the Berenstraat bridge. Sometimes that meant the odd act of vandalism. More often people knocking on his door asking for help. Or, worse, following him into the Drie
  Vaten bar across the road and trying to bend his ear when all he wanted was some peace and quiet away from the occasional tumult of the job.


  ‘These things happen, Sam,’ he told the white and tan fox terrier seated patiently on the grubby planks, watching him with keen, bright eyes. The dog didn’t disagree.


  Just after eight. Night was falling over the quiet stretch of the Prinsengracht where Vos lived. He’d slunk out of the medal ceremony at the police headquarters in Marnixstraat at the top
  of the street, tired, hungry, eager for a beer. Jillian Chandra, the new station commissaris, a stern woman recently arrived from national headquarters in Zoetermeer, hadn’t much appreciated
  having a dog in the station garden for the presentation.


  Vos wasn’t sure Chandra appreciated much about him either, his attitude, his scruffy clothes, the long dark hair in need of a barber, something Vos was aware of and would get round to
  soon. But the event was to hand out long-service medals to a number of officers, among them Dirk Van der Berg, one of Vos’s oldest colleagues, a firm friend of Sam’s. The terrier had to
  be there.


  Commissaris Chandra, faced with a curious message like this, would doubtless have reached for some disposable gloves and popped it into a plastic evidence bag just in case. She was a manager,
  not a front-line officer. Straight from the bureaucrat hive in the south where people looked at computer screens more than they did people, she didn’t appreciate Amsterdam was different, a
  mutable, living metropolis where there was always something to catch the eye of the curious. What mattered was choosing your moments then picking at the threads that merited attention.


  Two cryptic lines of text didn’t. Vos tore the paper from the door, left the pin stuck there to make sure it came nowhere near Sam, then balled up the page and tossed it into the waste bin
  by the gangplank.


  The lights of the Drie Vaten beckoned. It was getting dark. Just one person sitting at the little tables outside, a man in a long coat, fast asleep beneath a wide-brimmed hat.


  Beer.


  Jillian Chandra didn’t approve of alcohol on police premises. They’d been offered coffee and soft drinks instead, and if she’d noticed the look of horror on Van der
  Berg’s face she didn’t show it.


  ‘Let’s have supper with your friend Sofia tonight, shall we?’ Vos said, and the dog was tugging at the end of the lead before he’d finished the sentence.


  At the door his heart sank. A sudden sharp bark from inside the brown bar stopped them in their tracks. In an instant Sam was yelping wildly, pulling hard on his lead. Like most of his breed, he
  was firmly convinced he was more human than animal. Other dogs he usually didn’t like. The one that was yapping a desperate falsetto just then, a muscular black and white mongrel belonging to
  a large and equally vocal widow from a terraced house round the corner, he loathed in particular, as the mutt hated him.


  With Vos struggling to hold Sam back, the pair set up a to-and-fro cacophony of angry, explosive barks. Four customers at the counter covered their ears, the widow among them, fixing Vos with a
  furious stare that said: We were here first.


  True, he thought. He was still hungry and in need of female company. The rippled reflection of a three-quarter moon was already visible in the still black waters of the Prinsengracht by the
  gentle humpback bridge. But it wasn’t cold and Sofia had Leon, her second-in-command, helping out behind the counter. He could get some beer, some bread, liver sausage and cheese, then the
  two of them would sit outside with Sam for a while, enjoying the evening.


  ‘Can I help?’ asked a voice by the door as Vos hesitated there. ‘I’m good with animals.’


  It was the man in the long coat. The broad hat was still over his face but he was awake enough and didn’t sound drunk or stoned. His hand was raised, ready to take the lead.


  Sam looked at him and to Vos’s amazement stopped barking.


  ‘Thanks. Won’t be a moment.’


  The stranger put out a long arm and led Sam beneath the table. Vos walked in, ordered a beer, some food, then tried to catch Sofia’s attention. It wasn’t easy. There was a big party
  at the back. He hadn’t seen them from the door, or realized how busy the Drie Vaten was at that moment.


  She came with the drinks and the liver sausage he’d ordered.


  ‘We could sit outside if you like . . .’ he began.


  Sofia Albers was thirty-five. She’d rented the bar a few years earlier, just before he moved into the ramshackle boat outside the door. A brief marriage lay somewhere in the past, and a
  few boyfriends along the way. The Jordaan was her home and always had been. It was second nature to be generous to the motley band of customers who wandered through the Drie Vaten’s worn
  wooden interior, young and old, rich and poor, decent and occasionally crooked. With a cheerful, inquisitive face, sun-tanned all year round and framed by a head of straight dark hair, she
  attracted plenty of admirers too, none of whom seemed to stay long.


  The widow’s dog started up again. Sofia shot it a savage glance. Sam was as much hers now, given how often she looked after him when Vos was working.


  ‘Can’t, Pieter,’ she said briskly. ‘Too busy.’


  The mongrel stopped barking as suddenly as it had started.


  ‘Can’t Leon . . . ?’


  ‘Another night.’ She winced and he knew he wouldn’t press her. ‘Oh . . . one of your colleagues came down from Marnixstraat half an hour ago. He was trying to find you.
  His name was . . .’


  She riffled through a set of scribbled notes next to the beer pumps.


  ‘Ruud Jonker . . .’


  ‘A police officer? I don’t recall anyone called that. What did he look like?’


  Still, he knew the name from somewhere.


  ‘I didn’t really notice. He had police ID. Hasn’t he phoned?’


  ‘No.’


  A pair of British tourists interrupted, pushing their way to the bar, demanding a couple of beers then asking if she minded them smoking dope. They always put an imaginary joint to their lips
  with that question. Vos had seen it so often and still didn’t understand why.


  Sofia poured two Heinekens and told them to take it outside. There was a guilty look on her face at that moment, as if she’d realized she’d made a mistake.


  ‘I’m sorry. He showed me a card and said he needed to talk to you. He’d lost your phone number.’ She tugged at a lock of brown hair. ‘I think it was a police ID. It
  had a photograph on it. I was trying to serve someone.’


  ‘Don’t worry . . .’


  ‘But I gave him your number. I shouldn’t have done that.’ She smiled, nervous. ‘Rushed off my feet for once. He sounded like one of yours. Still . . . At least the dogs
  have quietened down a bit.’


  Vos glanced at the mongrel. It was curled up beneath the widow’s sturdy legs, seemingly fast asleep. This seemed odd. The arguments never ended so easily.


  A sudden flash of guilty panic struck him. He strode out through the Drie Vaten’s battered wood and glass doors. The tables were empty apart from the two tourists giggling over weed.


  Heart thumping, he walked onto the cobbled street by the boat, stood at the corner of Elandsgracht and Prinsengracht, close to the bridge, calling the terrier’s name.


  No answer.


  No sign of a man in an overcoat and hat.


  No Sam.


  Something trembled against his chest. Then the trill of the phone reached him.


  A new text there, from a number he didn’t recognize.


  Like I said, Vos. You miss things.


  He dialled back straight away and got voicemail.


  The phone trembled and sounded again. The second message was nothing more than a cryptic set of numbers.


  52.366258, 4.896299.


  The man put the phone on the passenger seat and pulled out into the night traffic on Marnixstraat, trams and buses, the bustle of the city.


  The dog was a gift he hadn’t expected. It had scraped its claws against the black Prinsengracht cobbles as he dragged it to the van, not barking, too proud and grumpily puzzled for
  that.


  He’d meant what he said. He was good with animals. It was just people that got to him.


  A red light came up on the way to Leidseplein so he checked his watch. Eight twenty-seven. It was important to manage every second. This was a kind of game after all. Hide and seek. Catch me if
  you can. Ninety minutes or less from hooking his quarry outside his houseboat on the Prinsengracht to the end of the first act.


  He drove with the window down. The late September evening was unusually hot, close to cloying. The long coat lay on the passenger seat, a hat beside it.


  An odour rose from the back, one he didn’t much like.


  Not a dog smell either.


  Laura Bakker was still at the reception when Vos called, listening to the last of the speeches, the sound of the event coming down the crackly line like the buzz of surly bees.
  Late twenties, a tall and striking young woman with long red hair, an unusual taste in clothes and a loud, sometimes confrontational voice, she worked as a detective in Vos’s team.


  ‘You might have waited till the end . . .’ she scolded him. Bakker had dressed for the occasion: a black flared trouser suit and white shirt. Conservative for her. ‘Commissaris
  Chandra expected that.’


  ‘I didn’t know half those people. Why should I?’ He looked up and down the Prinsengracht again. ‘I think someone’s stolen Sam.’


  ‘Oh my God. Why?’


  A ridiculous question in the circumstances. Not that he was going to say it. Vos forwarded her the mysterious text.


  ‘Someone came into the Drie Vaten to get my phone number. Sofia barely saw who he was. He walked off with Sam and sent this message. It means nothing to me.’


  He could hear Jillian Chandra’s booming voice diminish as Bakker walked away from the ceremony. Then a beep as his text turned up.


  ‘Numbers,’ she said.


  ‘I know that. But—’


  ‘I’m thinking.’


  There was a short pause then she said, ‘Looks like decimal degrees.’


  ‘What?’


  ‘They use them for computer maps. Instead of latitude and longitude. You know what a map app is?’


  ‘I suppose . . .’


  He barely used the phone for anything but messages and calls. Why would he need a map? Amsterdam was where he’d lived and worked all his life. He knew just about every street and alley and
  canal.


  ‘It’s for a place. You put those numbers into the app and it takes you there.’


  ‘I don’t know how.’


  He could hear her breathing, picture her nimble fingers tapping at the phone.


  ‘Doesn’t matter. I’ve got it. Rembrandtplein. The tram stop going west. If you . . .’


  A dog barked. The mongrel was at the door of the Drie Vaten, staring out into the dark, looking for something to yap at.


  ‘I’m on my way,’ Bakker said as Vos looked to hail a cab.


  The Albert Cuyp market had been Bert Schrijver’s life for as long as he could remember. At the age of eight he’d started working for his father, shifting boxes of
  flowers and bulbs around the warehouse on Govert Flinckstraat, selling what they could through the stall one block away. The building ran all the way from Flinckstraat to the market, a sprawling
  terraced mansion in its day with a courtyard, storerooms, apartments, a shopfront and a flourishing wholesale trade. The ‘castle’, the family called it, home to the Schrijvers for more
  than sixty years since his grandfather started the business just after the war. Not that the old man would recognize the area now.


  While Flinckstraat stayed quiet and allowed his solitary van to make the delivery rounds, the Albert Cuyp filled each morning, with tourists mostly, meandering around the stalls looking for
  cheap clothes, home-made cookies and pastries, all kinds of cheese, all manner of fish, fresh and cooked to order. Fancy restaurants offering expensive burgers and exotic food were springing up
  everywhere, along with cafes that sold kinds of coffee Bert Schrijver didn’t even recognize. The quarter was coming to be occupied by a new, international crowd who’d decided De Pijp
  was the next corner of Amsterdam to patronize, to fill with trendy cocktail bars and organic bistros and pizzerias, to pillage for housing until the prices for working-class locals went through the
  roof.


  Flowers they bought too, but not as many as before, nor were the commercial customers as easy to find as they used to be. Since the divorce Schrijver’s meagre income had been stretched
  close to breaking point. As usual of an evening he was totting up a long day’s paltry takings surrounded by the heady scent of tulips, lilies and roses, many of them wilting, unsold and
  unsaleable around him.


  On his deathbed his father had delivered a damning verdict on his son: he was good at giving people what they wanted. The trouble was, as any born retailer understood, most of the time Joe
  Public simply stood there scratching its head, never knowing what it was looking for.


  His son could haul around crates of blooms and bulbs all day long with his strong and tireless arms. But he could never spot that moment of hesitation in a customer’s eyes then dash to
  fill it: buy this, try that. So they walked on, to settle for a crummy T-shirt from the foreigner down the way or throw silly money across the counter for a bag of cookies twice the price of the
  baker’s round the corner.


  As their income fell, Schrijver had been forced to butcher the castle piece by piece, sold off like a precious carcass over the years. When Schrijver was young they’d owned everything, all
  five floors on both sides, Flinckstraat and Albert Cuyp, top to bottom. The attics had gone a decade before. Now the upper floors were private apartments, most not even occupied by their owners at
  all but rented out, often by the day to tourists.


  After the divorce he’d been forced to sell the family flat where three generations had grown up, then move a single bed into the ground-floor office. His daughter, Annie, the flower girl
  as all the locals called her, had the larger, smarter studio at the front across the small, dark courtyard. And still he teetered on the verge of bankruptcy each month, fending off creditors,
  begging early payment from the many who owed him.


  That constant air of uncertainty affected his daughter. She craved escape from the grim, cramped warehouse where they lived cheek-by-jowl. Even if it was just for a night or two with a friend
  somewhere or on the couch at her mother’s housing association apartment facing the open green space of Sarphatipark.


  Bert Schrijver was forty-six, Annie twenty four years younger. He didn’t mix much with the other market men any more. Couldn’t afford the bar bills. And he missed her whenever she
  vanished. There was nothing left then except the accusatory bookkeeping, the dying flowers, the cloying scent of failure. He was typing the last line of the day’s takings into their ancient
  laptop when the doorbell went. Schrijver was up in an instant. Sometimes she forgot her spare set of keys and had to be let in.


  But it was Nina, her mother, who stood there clutching a cheap black jacket around her, looking the way she always did when she was forced to see him: miserable and disappointed. She was still
  the woman he’d fallen for as a teenager when she was selling kibbeling, raw herring and fried mussels on one of the market stalls. He’d long ago given up any hope she’d
  take him back.


  ‘I can’t find Annie,’ she said, not looking at him. ‘Haven’t seen her since Monday.’


  He tried to clear his head of numbers and the constant battle to juggle dates for paying bills.


  ‘Come in.’


  She peered round him into the dark interior, past the buckets of drooping flowers.


  ‘I don’t need to come in.’


  ‘She said . . .’ He was a slow man and knew it. ‘She told me she was staying round your place last night. Today’s her day off anyway. I thought maybe the two of you had
  gone shopping. Had to do the deliveries myself before I opened the stall. Jordi called in sick.’


  Nina scowled at the mention of Schrijver’s old bar mate, the only part-time help he could afford.


  ‘Jordi Hoogland. I can’t believe you’re still throwing money at that bum.’


  ‘Not much. Less than anyone else would take. Annie said she was at your—’


  ‘She wasn’t staying with me last night. How many times do I have to say it?’


  The look he knew. It said: You’re being stupid again.


  ‘That’s what she told me.’


  ‘I’ve been calling her all afternoon.’


  The phone came out of her pocket. She dialled. A cheery young voice came out of the tinny speaker and said, ‘Hi, it’s me. Just leave a message for the flower girl. She’ll get
  back to you real quick.’


  Schrijver got a familiar cold feeling in his stomach.


  ‘She’s not been hanging round with that bastard Sanders again, has she?’


  Nina glared at him.


  ‘Right. Blame Rob. She’s twenty-two. Not your little girl any more. You’ve got to stop hating any man she—’


  ‘He was bad for her.’


  ‘And what do you know about that?’


  Her voice had grown loud and high and shrill.


  ‘I know Rob Sanders made her miserable.’


  He brought this anger out in her. It was a talent he’d never wanted.


  ‘I can’t find her, Bert. I haven’t seen her for two days. Two days.’


  He had to think.


  ‘She was here when I went out yesterday. When she said she was going to your place. Gone when I got back. Just Jordi round then.’


  Nina stood by the green warehouse door. Schrijver went inside and found his jacket, wallet, phone and keys. When he returned she had her phone out again.


  ‘I’m calling the police.’


  ‘Do that.’


  ‘Where are you going? Don’t you want to be here?’


  There were so many bars the young frequented in De Pijp. Annie knew every one of them, and plenty beyond too, in the Jordaan, the centre.


  He’d start in the nearby places, the tavern in the square down the road, the beer cafe along the way, then, if he got nowhere, the streets around the park. Someone had to know. She was the
  flower girl of the Albert Cuyp.


  ‘I’ll find her.’


  ‘Don’t you go near Rob. I talked to him already. He’s not seen her in days. They finished. Remember?’


  Schrijver scowled at her and dragged on his jacket.


  ‘And he always tells the truth, doesn’t he?’


  Then he slid the green door shut, put on the padlock, and looked up and down the half-deserted market street. Trash and scavenging birds. A bunch of young out for the night, happy, as if the
  Albert Cuyp belonged to them. This had been his world once. Local families, growing up together. A sense this was a place people shared and cared for, a village that just happened to be set on the
  edge of the city. It was a community still, he thought. Just not his.


  Rembrandtplein looked much as it did most summer evenings. Full of tourists brimming with drink or woozy from weed. The air was heavy with the smell of dope, the square
  littered with spent frites cones and beer cans. Vos’s cab couldn’t get close because of the crowds so he got out at the perimeter and headed for the westbound stop. Where the road gave
  way to pedestrians Laura Bakker was walking down the metal tram rails in the street, a tall figure, red hair loose down her back.


  They reached the glass and metal shelter almost together, Bakker scanning the interior, looking for a piece of paper the moment she turned up.


  Ruud Jonker.


  The name kept nagging him.


  ‘Pieter? How did it happen?’


  ‘Outside the Drie Vaten. I asked someone to hold his lead. Went in to get a beer. Wasn’t thinking. Next thing . . .’


  There was a loud blast of rock from a band in one of the bars. A bunch of young men were stripping off their shirts and beating their bare chests.


  ‘Maybe it’s a horrible joke. They’re just trying to scare you.’


  ‘Some joke.’


  There was no obvious piece of paper stuck inside or outside the tram stop.


  ‘Does the name Ruud Jonker mean anything?’ he asked. ‘Is there someone called that in Marnixstraat?’


  ‘Not that I know.’


  An ambulance cruised along the pedestrianized square, headed for a bunch of men in the corner. A drunk was rolling round, throwing up violently amidst the trash on the ground. His mates seemed
  to think it was funny. Then a marked police car followed. She watched it and said, ‘Stealing a dog’s a crime. We could call in . . .’


  He just looked at her.


  ‘I’ll do it,’ she promised. ‘If you won’t.’


  Vos didn’t answer. He was staring at the advert next to the route map and timetable inside the stop. It was for a brand of jeans he’d never heard of before. One called
  ‘Ruud’.


  A handsome kid in too-tight denims stood in front of a boat in a harbour on a perfect sunny day in Spain or somewhere. He grinned with perfect white teeth and thrust out his muscled, tanned
  chest.


  The only word printed there was the brand name. But beneath it someone had scrawled in thick black felt tip, ‘Jonker’.


  Then, in a balloon coming out of his mouth, ‘Remember me, Pieter? If you don’t, you will.’


  In smaller letters below . . . 52.366466, 4.917661.


  ‘There,’ Vos said, pointing at the numbers.


  Bakker yanked out her phone and started stabbing at the keys.


  ‘Who the hell is he?’ Bakker asked as she began to tap in the numbers.


  Someone little, he thought. Someone he’d forgotten about altogether. Investigations were like that. The only live ones were the cases in front of you. The past was past. Dead and meant to
  stay that way.


  ‘I think he was supposed to be a monster,’ Vos murmured. ‘Not that I ever really knew.’


  He was grateful she wasn’t listening.


  ‘There,’ Bakker said and presented him with the phone.


  The place was close to the Artis zoo in Plantage. Vos liked trams. He used them all the time and knew every line in the city. Two services running through Rembrandtplein went close to there, the
  nine and the fourteen.


  ‘Thanks.’


  Bakker’s fists went straight to her hips. He got what he now thought of as the trademark glare.


  ‘What the hell is this about?’


  There was the clang of a bell. A number nine rounded the corner.


  ‘Me, I think,’ Vos said, watching the blue and white carriage approach. ‘Go back to Marnixstraat. Tell the night team I may call.’


  She held out her phone.


  ‘From the zoo?’


  The tram came to a noisy halt in front of them. The doors opened with a familiar hiss and a gaggle of girls in short skirts and skimpy tees stumbled onto the Rembrandtplein cobbles.


  ‘I very much doubt that,’ he said and stepped inside.


  The reception in the Marnixstraat garden was drawing to a close. Vos had slid out without anyone spotting. Bakker seemed to have copied the same trick, there one moment, gone
  the next. Dirk Van der Berg envied them both. But Commissaris Chandra had told him to hang around until the end so he did, clutching a plastic cup of cold coffee, nibbling at soft, stale biscuits
  and bad sandwiches.


  Twenty-five years he’d spent in the police. A tall, heavy, worn man with a melancholic grey and pockmarked face, he had the paunch, the scars, the inner and outer wounds to prove it. All
  of them told him: getting ordered to wait behind like this wasn’t good.


  The new commissaris didn’t look much like anyone else in Amsterdam police headquarters. Just turned forty, always smartly dressed, she had the sturdy build of an athlete and wore a
  permanently unconvincing smile. Her father came from Jakarta and had worked as a cook in an Indonesian restaurant. Her mother was Rotterdam born and bred, a civilian executive in Zoetermeer police
  headquarters for a while, though Chandra was quick to emphasize this was not how she came to enter the service.


  She was, as far as anyone knew, not so much unattached as aloof from everyone around her. When she wasn’t working she seemed to spend most of her free hours in the gym, a habit she
  recommended at every possible occasion. Van der Berg had joked once that his fitness regime largely consisted of cycling to any of a number of the preferred bars he knew in the city. Her smile had
  remained frozen throughout but he’d got the message.


  A single woman with few friends in Amsterdam would usually have attracted some sympathy. People might have tried to show her around, invite the new boss for dinner, offer to introduce her to a
  few places outsiders rarely saw. But no one had yet plucked up the courage or the enthusiasm. Jillian Chandra came across as polite, intelligent, and deeply committed to the job. She wrote
  morale-building memos that included every buzzword of modern policing. Eight weeks into her posting, she still seemed a stranger to most around her.


  ‘So . . .’ she said in her low southern voice after she guided him to the edge of the dwindling crowd.


  Van der Berg tried to stop himself staring at her immaculate uniform with its too-shiny buttons.


  ‘So?’


  ‘Twenty-five years. If you had it all again what would you do differently?’


  ‘Nothing.’


  She laughed and wasn’t amused.


  ‘Surely . . .’


  ‘Not a thing. I’ve made some mistakes. Who hasn’t? But I’ve got a good wife. A nice home. Colleagues who happen to be friends. No complaints.’


  Her green eyes flickered at that last.


  ‘Vos,’ she said, and nothing more.


  ‘Among them.’


  ‘I suppose I should be grateful to him. Vos is why I’m here, isn’t he?’


  Not exactly, Van der Berg thought.


  ‘If there’s anything I can do to help, Commissaris. This isn’t Zoetermeer.’


  ‘Same country.’


  ‘Different place. Amsterdam’s not black and white. It can turn prickly if you think that.’


  She had a pleasant face, broad, with high, full cheeks, flawless olive skin, shrewd and interested eyes. He found it hard to work out how much sincerity was there but then you didn’t step
  onto the management up escalator by being too open with your feelings.


  ‘Vos was out of the service altogether for a while,’ Chandra said. ‘For more than two years. He’d still be in that grubby houseboat of his, smoking himself stupid, if it
  weren’t for Frank de Groot. And how did he repay that?’


  He’d half-expected this. Chandra’s predecessor was still at home waiting to hear whether he’d face a criminal trial for covering up evidence in a sex scandal in Volendam. The
  grapevine said he’d get away with a caution and the loss of a big chunk of his pension. People were pulling strings, but a long and largely praiseworthy police career was over in
  disgrace.


  ‘You can’t blame anyone but Frank for that. Besides . . .’ He so wished he was in the Drie Vaten clutching a decent glass of tripel, not a half-full plastic cup of
  weak coffee. ‘What were we supposed to do? Turn a blind eye?’


  ‘No blind eyes on my watch. If this place was being run properly De Groot would never have tried a stunt like that. It’s a sign of laxity. Carelessness. Insufficient discipline. No
  rigour. From now on we do things by the book.’


  ‘Which book is that, Commissaris?’


  She smiled more broadly, pleased by the question.


  ‘Mine, of course. All this time and you’re still at the foot of the ladder.’


  He nodded.


  ‘Suits me. I like going out onto the street. Meeting people. Looking them in the eye. All this . . .’ He glanced at the building behind them, the windows dotted with computer screens
  everywhere. ‘It’s important. But if people don’t see us out there . . . you run a risk.’


  The smile diminished.


  ‘What risk?’


  ‘The risk they forget we exist.’


  Jillian Chandra thought for a second and said, ‘Good point. But the book . . .’


  ‘Your book, you mean?’


  ‘It’s what matters. I don’t think Vos appreciates that. He seems to feel he can carry on the way he did with De Groot. Doing whatever he wants and informing me of it
  afterwards. Turning up dressed like a bum. That damned dog with him.’


  Sam she’d tolerated in the office for a while until an unfortunate incident with a waiting-room sofa. Now he was banned and Vos forever on the end of sly comments about his scruffy
  jackets, the jeans, the unruly hair.


  ‘Pieter’s focused on what counts. Not the small things.’


  ‘I’d never have handed him his job back the way De Groot did. You walk out of these doors and that’s it. No second chances.’


  This he believed to be true.


  ‘In that case we would have been deprived of one of the smartest men I’ve ever worked with.’ He glanced at her uniform and didn’t care whether she noticed or not.
  ‘Perhaps not Zoetermeer smart. But Amsterdam smart. Which we still need, whatever the people down south may feel.’


  ‘Loyalty.’ Her hand came out to his arm. ‘A fine quality. Admirable. But only a fool wants to go down with the ship.’


  She came close and whispered in his ear.


  ‘We both know you’re no fool.’


  ‘At the risk of repeating myself, he’s the best officer—’


  ‘All the more reason for him to follow the book. All the more reason for you to tell me when he doesn’t. One way or another he will toe the line. Or I’ll have him back in that
  barge of his, staring at the walls, smoking weed. Have no doubts.’


  He didn’t. That had been coming all along.


  ‘Good.’ One last squeeze of his arm. ‘I’m glad we understand one another. Now you can go.’


  The van crossed the river by the ugly brown block of the Heineken brewery, kept to the busy road then, after a little way, bore right into De Pijp. He cruised slowly past the
  long straight street that, during the day, was given over to the Albert Cuyp market. The rubbish trucks had done their best. Most of the day’s trash was gone. A couple of workmen were hosing
  down the asphalt, watched by a pack of hungry herons, stiff and straight as soldiers, wondering if there were any scraps left in the waste from the fish stalls.


  Briefly the scent of flowers came to him: lilies and roses. Perhaps it was that odd perfume that summoned a sad, pathetic whine from behind. The van had no back windows and a cage-like mesh
  separating the front seats from the rear. It was important no one outside saw, and no one inside could move.


  ‘This isn’t about you,’ the man muttered. ‘You are . . .’


  The word briefly eluded him.


  ‘An innocent.’


  Though innocents died too.


  He’d never been quite clear how he could get Vos on the hook that night. Perhaps through the cruel bastard called fate. Or luck. Or coincidence. The note on the houseboat door was meant to
  be a start. After that a call. Another tantalizing breadcrumb, a message left at the bar, a place everyone knew the man frequented most nights.


  Then opportunity had presented itself. Vos had handed him the dog’s lead. Decision made.


  In the back the little animal whimpered again.


  He bore left and found the river. It was a circuitous route but a pleasant one.


  The dog let out a low crooning yowl.


  In a while the road called Amsteldijk would turn into a modest cobbled lane, not much more than a track beside the still, deep waters of the river that gave the city its name. There were places
  he could stop and leave the terrier. He could knock on the door of any number of houseboats, tether the lead to the railing and then flee.


  But that meant risk, all for the well-being of a creature too simple to understand anything of what was at stake.


  As the dog’s claws scuttled round the bare metal floor the man thought of what lay by the animal’s side. Bare flesh, warm and cold, and blood. He hadn’t expected he’d be
  putting something else in there.


  ‘Keep those sharp fangs to yourself,’ he ordered and wondered why. It was a dumb creature and surely couldn’t understand his words.


  Something did though.


  There was another sound from the back, a shuffling, mumbling moan.


  ‘What’s there’s mine. No one else’s,’ he said, to whom he didn’t know.


  Trying not to worry about the conversation with Chandra, Van der Berg wandered down Elandsgracht to the Drie Vaten. The bar was heaving with some kind of party, people
  he’d never seen in his life. Sofia Albers was too busy to talk. Vos’s houseboat was empty, all the lights off, which was odd.


  For a moment Van der Berg thought of calling him and got far enough to take out his phone. He didn’t like Jillian Chandra one bit, but then bosses of her ilk weren’t there to be
  liked. Their purpose in life was to manage, to control, to be seen to be in charge. Not investigate or put themselves in the way of harm. Commissaris Chandra simply wanted to shepherd the men and
  women beneath her into the paddocks and enclosures the distant bureaucrats of Zoetermeer demanded then turn around to her own bosses with a triumphant flourish and say: Look, job done.


  Vos was intelligent enough to know all this for himself. So Van der Berg stashed his phone, fought his way to the bar, got a beer out of a harassed Leon and found a rickety spare seat out by the
  pavement.


  Drinking by yourself wasn’t such fun. He avoided it normally, but not now because tonight, as summer gave way to autumn with one last burst of sweaty metropolitan heat, the city felt odd.
  It must have been Chandra’s thinly disguised threats that affected his mood. There could be no other reason.


  Van der Berg shifted his big legs beneath the table and his right foot found something soft. He reached down and picked it up.


  A man’s suede bush hat – Australian, he saw from the label inside the brim. The kind of thing a tourist wore he guessed, glancing back at the busy bar.


  There were two British men smoking themselves stupid a couple of tables away, taking no notice at all. This was a fine hat in search of an owner.


  Van der Berg tried it on and found the thing a decent fit.


  Finders keepers, he thought, placing it back on the table. If someone came to claim it, fine. If not . . .


  It took the tram four minutes to cross the Amstel, wind its way into the quiet residential quarter of Plantage, then work down the broad road by the side of Artis, the
  sprawling zoo that occupied much of the central area.


  The coordinates were for what looked like a building site next to the public car park. Vos vaguely remembered there’d been construction going on hereabouts for some time. By the gates
  stood a couple of diggers and a small crane parked next to a set of corrugated iron hoardings and a large sign that spoke of a new apartment complex coming the following year.


  The fencing was down at the front, revealing what must have been a yard for the builders, an expanse of concrete surrounded by low workers’ cabins. A party was going on outside them, one
  of the improvised and illegal events the city had to deal with from time to time. Rarely with great success. They came and went like mayflies and it was never easy to pin down an organizer to take
  to court.


  The long-established institution officially known as Natura Artis Magistra was as much a scientific body as a zoo for the curiosity and amusement of the public. It was obvious from the moment
  Vos pushed his way into the heaving midst ahead of him the event was designed to mirror the location.


  He couldn’t begin to guess how many people were there, chatting, drinking, eating, dancing to the deafening music coming out of a makeshift DJ desk set up on trestle tables in front of a
  cabin marked ‘Manager’s Office’. Every last one of them was in costume, with masks or faces painted for the occasion. Lions and zebras, giraffes, monkeys and apes, bizarre
  parrots, some beasts he couldn’t begin to name.


  The disguises made them anonymous in the hot and noisy night. Somewhere close by he heard a real animal noise. The squawk of a primate maybe, or a bird alarmed by the racket.


  There was no stray piece of paper here, no message on a wall. Vos knew he wasn’t searching for anyone now. Someone surely had to be looking for him.


  Laura Bakker sat in the office, face up to a computer screen. Rijnders was running the night team, bemused as to what he was supposed to do. Van der Berg she’d recalled
  to Marnixstraat just as he was ordering a second beer in the Drie Vaten.


  Both men had listened to her odd tale about Vos and the missing dog.


  ‘He loves that little animal more than anything,’ Rijnders observed. Bakker waited for more: it didn’t come.


  Jillian Chandra stuck her head through the door and called out a cheery goodnight. She’d changed out of her uniform and was wearing a shiny chocolate shirt and jeans. A pair of long and
  lurid green earrings glittered in the office lights. She beamed at Bakker and Van der Berg and asked, ‘Overtime?’


  ‘No,’ Van der Berg replied instantly, shuffling his new-found hat beneath the desk so she couldn’t see. ‘Just checking the holiday schedules. We’re trying to juggle
  them between us.’


  ‘You came to work to think about avoiding it,’ she said with that constant smile. And then she left.


  ‘I think the commissaris has a date,’ Rijnders suggested. ‘She looked quite . . . human.’


  ‘Lucky date,’ Bakker grumbled. ‘Does she have to let us know she’s got her beady eyes on us every minute of the day?’


  ‘Boss class,’ the night man pointed out. ‘It’s what they do.’


  ‘It’s all they do,’ Van der Berg added. ‘Do you like my new hat?’


  He popped it on. Bakker told him he looked ridiculous.


  ‘Back to Sam . . .’ she said.


  Rijnders didn’t like any of this.


  ‘If Pieter hasn’t asked for help why are we trying to force it on him? We do have things to do, you know.’


  ‘Much?’ Van der Berg asked.


  The night man frowned.


  ‘Couple of muggings. Young woman missing in De Pijp. Probably late back from a party. Locals are taking a look. Not much if I’m honest. What’s the problem?’


  Her fingers rattled the computer keyboard.


  ‘Ruud Jonker. The name seemed to ring a bell . . .’


  Rijnders was known for his prodigious memory. Men and women, victims, witnesses and perpetrators, passed through Marnixstraat in their hundreds each year. Without good reason most officers would
  be hard-pressed to recall the name of someone they’d dealt with a month before. A face perhaps. Not him.


  ‘Ruud Jonker? Dead and gone.’


  They waited for more.


  ‘Got to be three, four years ago. Really nasty one. Started with some date rape cases. Some women died.’ He nudged Van der Berg’s elbow. The hat was off now, tucked in a
  drawer. ‘Come on, Dirk. You remember. Those clubs. And the creepiest part—’


  Van der Berg shook his head.


  ‘That idiot in the press called them the Sleeping Beauty murders,’ Rijnders added. ‘Remember now?’


  There was a look of horror on Van der Berg’s face.


  ‘No, no. That was that sick bastard Vincent de Graaf. It was all done and dusted. Vos put him away. Three dead girls I think, that we knew about anyway. He never said sorry or anything. It
  was—’


  ‘And the other bit?’ Rijnders asked.


  Van der Berg shuddered but before he could say anything Bakker started tapping the screen. The case files were there. Summer, four years ago. There was a spate of date rape complaints. Women
  claiming they’d been drugged in clubs and at impromptu illegal parties then woke up the next morning without a clue what had happened to them. Then three women fished out of the river, naked,
  stabbed to death, traces of a sedative in their bloodstreams.


  The men read the screen over her shoulder.


  ‘It was Vincent de Graaf . . .’ Van der Berg repeated. ‘He went down for murder. I don’t recall anyone else—’


  ‘Vos ran the case,’ Bakker interrupted. ‘These are his notes. He wasn’t convinced De Graaf acted on his own. He wanted . . .’


  ‘I was there,’ Rijnders cried. ‘The day it happened. We’d nailed De Graaf but he was a slippery bastard. One of those guys convinced of his own genius and not so good at
  convincing anyone else. No one believed a word he said. We got him through a mate he had living in De Pijp. Ruud Jonker. Ran a tattoo parlour in the Albert Cuyp. He was on CCTV in a club in
  Warmoesstraat the night one of the girls got taken. She was talking to De Graaf. Jonker was with him. Vincent we grabbed straight off. By the time we found out where Jonker was . . .’


  Bakker had got there already. All the photos from the scene. A body hanging from a beam in a curious room. There was an old-fashioned barber’s chair in the centre and walls covered with
  patterns for tattoos: death’s heads, screaming skulls, fierce animals, butterflies.


  ‘That’s Ruud Jonker,’ Rijnders said. ‘Dead as dead gets. No tears shed for that one.’


  ‘Someone used that name to get Vos’s phone number out of the Drie Vaten. Then stole his dog.’ She stabbed the screen. ‘This isn’t about Sam at all.’


  When she called the dance music in the background was so loud she could barely hear him.


  ‘Where the hell are you?’


  ‘By the zoo,’ Vos said over the noise.


  ‘Ruud Jonker. We’ve worked out . . .’


  ‘I know. I remembered.’


  ‘But—’


  ‘But nothing. I don’t want you under my feet until I know what I’m dealing with.’


  ‘Pieter . . .’


  Then another blare of music and he was gone.


  He pulled the van onto the grass verge by the river. Along the road the red and white coat of arms and the four crosses of Amstelveen stood illuminated above the black iron
  cemetery gate. Lights were on in the reception building behind. The only man alive in Zorgvlied, a security guard, was there somewhere, probably watching TV.


  He liked this area. The quiet spider’s web of the burial ground. Then, past the triple bridges that carried the busy southern ring road and the railway tracks across the river, the vast
  empty space of the Amstelpark, with its lakes and hidden bowers. A place a man could hide, get lost, then walk out free in any number of directions.


  Curious tourists rarely found their way here. The locals had to go back into the city for entertainment. Not far beyond the park lay the Zuidas, with its tower blocks rising out of rubble and
  armies of multinational young. There, in skyscraper offices growing up from the ground like weeds, they manned banks and tech start-ups, and the trust companies used by everyone from foreign rock
  stars to web entrepreneurs to cut the tax they were supposed to be paying back home.


  A stranger never got a second glance hereabouts. Perfect for what he needed.


  One last check of his watch. This was like a ballet, a deadly dance to be choreographed. He knew pretty much how long it would take Vos to get here. There was time for one last cigarette and
  then he checked his things, the gun, the rope, the knife, the torch, the keys.


  He threw the half-smoked cigarette out of the open window, pulled on his gloves more tightly, found the mask he’d put in the glove compartment and put it on. Fake fur and rubber with two
  ears sticking out of the top. A costume wolf. He got out, walked round to the back, threw open the doors and looked at what was there. The cowering terrier and two still shapes in the shadows.


  The dog started whining. He yelled at the creature to shut up and to his surprise it did.


  Then he reached inside and pulled back the sheets. Pale, grubby skin, slack face, a white cotton gag round her mouth. But she was breathing. Behind them in the shadows, up against the seat, a
  quivering bundle of fur.


  ‘Wake up, sleepy head,’ he said, and slapped her round the face.


  Ten minutes Vos wasted wandering round the outdoor party by Artis. The noise was deafening, the air rich with the stink of weed. That didn’t trouble him any more,
  didn’t fill him with any pangs of longing as it once had when he first came back into the police.


  All the lurid faces around seemed to stare at him. They were peacock figures, anonymous probably to each other so ornate were the disguises they wore. And he was just a man pushing forty in
  scruffy jeans, a jacket that had seen better days, dark hair longer than Jillian Chandra would have liked. A city sparrow in a flock of gaudy birds of paradise.


  Vos worked his way back towards the street, ready to give in and call Laura Bakker. Then say . . . what?


  I lost my dog. I gave his lead to a stranger who vanished with him, leaving curious messages in his wake. And the name of a murderer who killed himself years before.


  Any ordinary member of the public who turned up at the doors of Marnixstraat with a story like that would get a raised eyebrow from the uniform officer on duty at the desk and told to come back
  in the morning when the drink had worn off.


  ‘You,’ said a young female voice, trying to make itself heard over the din. ‘Vos.’


  He turned and saw a slim figure in a black and white panda costume, rings around her eyes, white powder over her face.


  ‘Me,’ he said, seeing she had a scrap of paper in her hands. She turned it: a picture of him from the paper a few weeks back, running an update on De Groot’s dismissal from the
  service. ‘You know my name. How about yours?’


  She grinned then, a line of fine white teeth, straight like those of a child.


  ‘You can call me Li Li.’


  He turned his head to one side and tried to imagine her without the face paint. She didn’t look Chinese.


  ‘A panda name,’ the girl said, turning round in front of him, twirling a stumpy white fake fur tail in her fingers.


  Vos pulled out his police ID and flashed it in her face.


  ‘I’m a brigadier with the Amsterdam police. I want a real name. Not a pretend one. If I don’t get it you’re coming with me . . .’


  Three tall figures came and cast a shadow over her from the strobe lights behind. A couple of gorillas, a tall, muscular lion. Maybe two hundred people here. He was on his own.


  ‘Pandas like to have fun,’ the girl said. ‘You don’t seem fun at all.’


  ‘Beat it,’ the lion ordered in a low American grunt. ‘You’re damaging the mood.’


  Twenty minutes and he could have teams out to close the whole thing down. In other circumstances he might have considered it.


  ‘I think you’ve got a message for me. Hand it over and then I’m gone.’


  The panda face frowned.


  ‘No message.’


  The three men shuffled closer.


  ‘What then?’


  She leaned forward, stretched up and whispered in his ear.


  ‘A present. He left you a present.’


  ‘Who?’


  A shrug.


  ‘Some guy.’


  She reached into a pouch on her belly and pulled out a fifty euro note. ‘A present for me too. Just to deliver it.’


  Vos held out his hand. She went back into the pouch, pretended she couldn’t find it while the three men around her started to laugh. The music got louder. He would put in a call about this
  place. Once he was on his way.


  Then she retrieved an envelope, plain brown, something thick in it, held the thing in front of her, teased him with it, giggling all the while.


  ‘Thanks,’ he said when she finally handed it over.


  He walked through the broken fencing, away from the noise and the cloud of weed smoke. Inside was a pamphlet about somewhere familiar.


  Vos stared at it and all thoughts of calling a team to break up the party behind him vanished. It was a brochure headed by a black and white shield with four crosses, the coat of arms of
  Amstelveen, the suburb to the south of the city. Beneath that two words, ‘Begraafplaats Zorgvlied’, a photo of a high iron gate, another picture of trees, scores and scores of grey
  slabs beneath them stretching into the distance.


  He’d been there often enough in the past. It was one of the oldest cemeteries in Amsterdam, a sprawling burial ground set in parkland by the banks of the Amstel. Maybe four kilometres
  south.


  A cab was crawling towards him hunting business. He flagged it down.


  Back in the midst of the music and dope the panda called Li Li sipped her cocktail and watched him go. One last thing to be done.


  She texted the number she’d been given. The single word he’d asked for.


  Delivered.


  Schrijver tried the bars the young liked in the busy square of Gerard Douplein. No one remembered seeing a young woman like Annie: tall, slim, striking with a blue streak in
  her blonde hair and a little ring in her nose. Unusual features, he thought, but looking around him: not so much any more. His daughter was pretty, vivacious, talkative. Would chat to anyone. That
  came from selling flowers in the street. She was so much better at it than he. But she was trusting too, and Bert Schrijver had lost that facility a long time ago, before the divorce even, when he
  was starting to realize the family castle was built on sand, with only his own feeble talents to shore it up against the coming storm.


  He went to another place near the Heineken brewery, pulled out his phone for the friendly barman to show him a picture of his daughter, beaming in the busy market, holding out a bunch of roses
  like a bouquet for a lover.


  ‘You’re sure you’ve not seen her?’


  The man was busy.


  ‘That’s the flower girl, isn’t it?’


  ‘Annie.’


  ‘Annie,’ he agreed. ‘She was in here a few nights ago.’


  ‘When?’


  He rinsed a beer glass with water, half-filled it from one of the pumps and placed it in front of Schrijver.


  ‘I don’t recall. Here. Have one on me. It’s ours. We’re trying—’


  ‘I’m not here for beer. I’m trying to find my girl.’


  ‘Sorry,’ the barman said.


  Schrijver tried to frame a question but there wasn’t a good one in his head.


  The phone trembled in his pocket. Annie’s number was flashing on the screen. He marched out into the street, short of breath, heart pumping and he didn’t know why.


  ‘Love,’ he said. ‘We’ve been looking—’


  There was a dog barking high and scared in the background.


  ‘Where am I?’


  Her voice sounded wrong. Confused, dazed, half-asleep.


  The dog yelped again then fell silent. Something was happening, something was moving.


  A muffled voice came on the line and Bert Schrijver fought to answer the question: Do I know this man?


  ‘You’re her father, aren’t you? Do you understand what she does at night? Where she goes?’


  ‘No,’ he found himself replying. ‘How would I? She’s a grown—’


  ‘Time you did.’


  Annie moaned again, sounded barely conscious.


  ‘Don’t touch her,’ Schrijver said. ‘Don’t you dare. I’ll—’


  ‘What?’ the voice interjected. ‘You’ll send me some flowers?’


  ‘Please.’ The words just seemed to form themselves. ‘She’s all I’ve got.’


  ‘All the more reason you should take care. The cemetery. Zorgvlied. Among the graves. Come and get her.’


  A drunk stumbled along the pavement and bumped into him, almost knocking the phone from his fingers.


  ‘For God’s sake don’t hurt my girl—’


  The line went dead.


  The cab got caught in traffic. At the river it shook off the nighttime crowds and ten minutes later turned onto the single track lane that ran by the Amstel, past empty parks
  and solitary houses set behind trees on one side, the wide and placid river, dimly lit by occasional houseboats, on the other.


  The driver kept moaning, first about the sluggish road, then, when they turned onto the narrow dark lane, the fact he had to pull in every time he met an oncoming car. After a while that
  stopped, most of the lights too and the houses with them. Through the open window Vos could hear the odd bird call and the distant bark of a dog. A deep tone, not that of a frightened terrier. The
  crowded, sweaty city seemed distant here. The night was cooler, filled with the sounds of nature, not man.


  The phone sat in his hand. A photo of the panda girl was there, snapped without her knowing before he fled the strange party in a corner of Artis.


  As the taxi slowed, a tall structure appeared ahead on the right, the reception building for Zorgvlied, a familiar coat of arms in front illuminated by a few street lights. They had to stop. A
  car was coming towards them, another cab. As the vehicles met the oncoming one stopped. The driver wound down the window, popped his head out and asked, ‘What’s with this place? Pitch
  dark and two rides to a cemetery. Are the dead having a party or something?’


  Vos didn’t wait to hear an answer. He threw some money onto the front seat and got out.


  A torch was shining near the tall black iron gates at the front of the cemetery. There were two men there, one in uniform behind the railings, quiet, listening. On the river side another,
  thickset and yelling in a coarse accent, slamming his fist on the bars.


  The guard aimed his torch beam at Vos as he reached the gate, sighed and said through the railings, ‘This is a graveyard. It’s the middle of the night. I
  don’t know who you are, friend, but the message is the same as I gave this lunatic here. Piss off. Come back in the morning. If you don’t I’m calling the police.’


  Vos pulled out his ID and clamped it to the bars.


  ‘The police are here.’ He glanced at the man next to him. Burly, muscular, wayward hair and beard, he looked frantic. ‘Who are you?’


  It took too long to get the story out of the man called Bert Schrijver. Everything came out in a jumble with names – Annie, Nina, the Albert Cuyp – that Vos had to check and recheck
  along the way. The security guard listened all the while, in silence. The man’s pain was clear to see.


  ‘My girl,’ Schrijver said in the end. ‘She’s in trouble. He said she’s here somewhere. If he’s hurt her . . .’


  Vos ordered the guard to open the gates then phoned Bakker and told her to come straight to Zorgvlied with six officers, all the blues flashing.


  She was still at her desk, going through the reports on the case from four years before. There was a note for Vos in the log. Vincent de Graaf, the man jailed for the Sleeping Beauty Murders,
  was now in the prison hospital, undergoing tests for cancer. Seriously ill, perhaps dying. Marly Kloosterman, the prison medical officer, had called to tell Vos that De Graaf kept hinting he had
  something to say. As far as Bakker could see, Vos had never received the message.


  ‘There’s a girl here somewhere,’ Vos said. ‘Her name’s Annie Schrijver. I think . . .’


  The father was staring at him, face wracked with fury and grief.


  From somewhere in the vast dark of the graveyard came a sharp, high sound. A familiar one. The bark of a little dog.


  ‘Bring along a medical team too.’


  Zorgvlied was a maze of winding paths and gardens, leafy bowers, ponds and fountains, seventeen hectares bordered by the Amstel to the south and the narrow canal called the
  Kleine Wetering around its land side. Sam – Vos was sure it was him – kept barking sporadically but from a distance; it was impossible to pinpoint where.


  The messages, the chase across the city. This was all a kind of game. A challenge, a puzzle set for him alone. And puzzles came with clues.


  ‘A grave,’ Vos said. ‘How do I find out where someone’s buried?’


  ‘Easy,’ the man said and walked to the half-open door of the reception.


  ‘Where’s my girl?’ Schrijver cried and looked ready to dash off into the endless dark.


  ‘She’s wherever that dog’s barking,’ Vos answered. ‘Stay there.’


  He followed the uniformed man inside. There was a computer just by the door. Already the guard was rolling the mouse to bring it to life.


  ‘You’ve got a name?’


  ‘Jonker. Ruud Jonker.’


  ‘They’re all here. Hundreds, old and new. It takes a few seconds. If . . .’


  A map flashed up, footpaths straight and meandering, trees, monuments, statues, water features, numbers and names that meant nothing. It seemed more like a guide to a vast and busy theme park
  than the topography of a graveyard.


  ‘Paradiso,’ the guard said, placing a finger on the screen. ‘Where they put the funny ones.’ He sighed. ‘About as far away as you can get from here. The eastern
  corner, by the water.’


  A page started to pop out of the printer. Then he moved into a different app. Colour CCTV screens came up. Ten of them covering all the roadside entrances, nothing in the cemetery itself. The
  only activity was their own.


  ‘This is crazy. I don’t see how anyone could get in. If—’


  ‘He’s here,’ Vos insisted.


  The guard grabbed the printout, opened the drawer, pulled out two more torches, handed them over and said, ‘Stay close. It’s dark out there and you really don’t want to get
  lost.’


  Along the gravel path they went, beneath trees, branches gently moving above them, owls hooting, creatures stirring unseen. Sam barked again. No human cry at all. Bert Schrijver kept marching
  like a man possessed. In a few minutes Bakker ought to be outside, with backup.


  ‘Annie,’ Schrijver called into the night. ‘Annie . . .’


  The cry sounded like a plaintive howl.


  Torch beams flashing in a radius ahead, trying to spot something that wasn’t grey stone or black marble, they walked on.


  It was five minutes to the sector called Paradiso. Vos remembered now: this was where they buried the eccentrics and a few of the famous. Graves with photographs, tiny Buddhist temples, poems,
  mementoes, toys and plants, scattered flowers, fresh and old, casting the faintest perfume against the dank smell of nearby water.


  The guard checked the sheet in his hand, shook his head, swore, stopped.


  ‘I nearly took you down the wrong path. This place . . . in the dark . . .’ He turned to his left. ‘Over there.’ The beams of their three torches swung round over
  headstones. Then stopped when together they caught sight of a pale shape, naked in the half light, lying across a grave at the very edge of the plot.


  ‘Annie . . .’


  Schrijver was shrieking, running, arms outstretched.


  Vos told the guard to go back to the gate and wait for the police teams to arrive. Then lead them here immediately.


  ‘Are you sure?’ the man asked, a frightened note in his voice. ‘This place is like a maze. In the dark—’


  ‘I’m sure.’


  Vos strode to the Jonker grave, looked at the headstone and thought . . . tattoos.


  That was another memory coming back from the grim events the papers called the Sleeping Beauty case.


  Schrijver was on his knees on the gravel. The headstone had a photograph of a man, his face covered in scrolls and patterns like a Maori warrior. A name: Ruud Jonker. Born in De Pijp, died there
  thirty-seven years later. Across the middle of the low grave border there was a body, naked, muddy, face down, blood leaking onto gravel.


  ‘Schrijver,’ Vos said, kneeling next to the shaking, weeping man. He pulled a pair of latex gloves from his pocket and tried to edge the man back with one hand while checking for
  life with the other. Through the thin latex he could feel how cold the flesh was. The skin was wet and there was weed plastered everywhere. ‘You need to step away. We’ve help on the
  way. Your daughter—’


  ‘It’s not my daughter,’ Schrijver spat at him. ‘Are you blind?’


  All the rules he’d learned over the years told him: you don’t move a corpse. You wait. He wondered why Sam wasn’t barking any more, felt guilty that he should even be thinking
  of the little dog at that moment.


  Vos reached out and gently gripped the grimy, mud-stained hair, lifting the head so he could see. It was a man, thin-faced, neat hipster beard, perhaps thirty, long dark hair, glazed eyes that
  seemed frightened even in death. There was something on his naked shoulder: a tattoo, the ink so raw and new there was blood around the wound.


  Three words.


  Sleep Baby Sleep.


  In the darkness beyond the fringe of bushes at the edge of the graveyard an engine stuttered into life, weak and uncertain, like an outboard on a dinghy. Vos was barely on his feet when the
  throttle opened up. Then came the sound of Sam, yapping furiously.


  This time he could fix the direction. It was along the canal, back towards the heart of the cemetery, just outside the curious area called Paradiso. Vos edged the torch beam along the path.
  Between a row of low cypresses was one of the grander monuments, large enough to boast a rectangular lily pool surrounded on two sides by Doric columns, a broken pediment at the top. The silhouette
  of an angel with broad wings and a bowed head was just visible at the nearest point, something like a vine trailing from one of the wings.


  Vos could smell fuel, close by. He pulled out his phone and got Bakker.


  ‘Where are you?’


  ‘On the little lane. Not far away. A minute maybe.’


  ‘Tell control we’ve one dead. Maybe two. Then . . .’


  Ahead of them a ball of red and yellow flame appeared by the bank then a blazing brand dipping down to the grass. There was a soft roar of ignition and a line of fire began to run towards the
  rectangle of the pool tomb, outside the line of columns. The flickering yellow light revealed the little terrier tethered to one of the columns, struggling frantically to get free. Sam started to
  shriek and scream. Schrijver saw something too, dashed forward crying his daughter’s name over and over.


  It took a moment for Vos to understand. There were two naked muddy arms just visible past the winged statue. Sam yelped again, straining, biting against the rope. Then the line broke and he was
  racing free into the dark night.


  Vos ran too. The flames were confined to the low line of conifers some distance from the grave. They were for show, for terror, nothing else.


  Schrijver was by the body on the ground by the time Vos got there. It was a young woman, naked, muddy, unconscious in a huddle in the sight of the angel’s bowed gaze.


  Annie . . .


  Bert Schrijver carried her, weeping, muttering, away from the grave, back to the grassy path. There Vos placed his jacket on the cold gravel while Schrijver lowered her gently onto it, wrapping
  the fabric round her muddy form. Vos was on his knees by her face in a second, head down to her mouth, fingers feeling for a pulse. The girl coughed, rolled her eyes, turned to one side and puked
  on the dry late summer grass.


  In the dark the boat engine revved more loudly.


  He left Schrijver with his daughter, raced through the dying flames out towards the canal. Muddy tracks ran up from the bank to the raised edge of the cemetery. This was how the man had entered,
  avoiding the CCTV around the entrance gates. Delivering his cargo: a body, a semi-conscious woman, a dog.


  Vos pushed through the undergrowth. His torch beam fell on a small dinghy manoeuvring in the water, heading along the channel. Straight away he tried to work out all the exit routes. It was
  impossible. This area was polder, reclaimed land criss-crossed by a skein of narrow waterways. The canal could lead anywhere, back to the Amstel, out into the complex network of ditches and canals
  that ran through the neighbouring Amstelpark all the way to the Zuidas. He could be back in the city or south in the suburbs under the cover of darkness and no one was going to follow him.


  A figure in the back stood up. Sirens were rising close by, a harsh rattle in the quiet night. They’d chase this man but that, Vos knew, was a contest lost already. It had been from the
  start.


  ‘Another day, Vos,’ cried a cheery male voice, middle-aged, confident, amused. ‘You will hear from me again. That I promise.’


  The engine surged into a soprano whine, the nose of the dinghy bucked up, the boat vanished into the darkness.


  Figures ran through the shadows: Laura Bakker’s familiar tall form to the front as usual. Behind her, medics in white with a stretcher. Van der Berg struggling to keep up behind.


  Vos jumped as something brushed against his leg. Sam was there, leaning against his shin, feet on Vos’s shoes, muddy, wide-eyed, trembling, a length of crude rope still attached to his
  neck, the end bitten through with those sharp terrier teeth.


  ‘It’s all right now, boy,’ he said then loosened the cord and placed it carefully on a nearby grave. After that he scooped up the shivering little dog, held him tight and close
  and walked back into the field of graves where a man was bent low over his daughter, uttering a frantic prayer. Torchlights were gathering round, police and medics swooping on the pair by the lily
  pond and the frozen angel that stood above them, arms open, dead eyes fixed upon the scene.


  His phone beeped. A text there, from a new number, an international one.


  A wise man learns more from pain than pleasure. And so our education begins.


  


  TWO


  The hospital was a sprawling network of buildings next to the busy A10 ring road, a medical city in miniature set on both sides of the tram tracks running from the centre to
  the Zuidas.


  Bert Schrijver had sat in the ambulance that took his daughter there from Zorgvlied, trying to cling to her hand all the way. Nina had joined him in admissions, tearful and full of questions he
  couldn’t answer. The two of them had spent the next seven hours in the emergency wing, stuck in a corridor watching medical teams come and go. Around four they were allowed to move into the
  intensive care unit and watch their daughter through the window of the single room she’d been allocated. Now it was seven thirty on a bright September morning. They sat on the same hard
  chairs, stiff, tired heads aching, hungry, thirsty, watching the still figure in the gown behind the glass, unwilling to step away out of an irrational fear of what might happen.


  A uniform police officer was with them, a kindly woman who kept offering to fetch coffee and something to eat. Vos, the brigadier who’d come to Zorgvlied for his own reasons, had appeared
  around two in the morning, checking on Annie’s condition, asking questions about the dead man found with her in the odd graveyard section called Paradiso. The Schrijvers had no idea who he
  was and neither, it seemed, did the police.


  Three years before, Schrijver’s parents from the castle in the Albert Cuyp had died here, six months apart. He hated every corner, every ward, every room, the cloying antiseptic smell of
  the place, the sound of it, the steady whir of fans, the chirp of electronics, even the presence of the doctors and nurses whose practised smiles of sympathy were rarely followed by news that was
  welcome.


  Somewhere in this endless maze of corridors, wards and theatres Rob Sanders worked, a nurse who might have made a son-in-law once. At thirty-three he was more than a decade older than Annie, an
  off-and-on lover. Until the day he hit her and it was only Nina who’d stopped Schrijver beating the living shit out of Sanders for that.


  ‘You should step away for a while,’ the policewoman said again. ‘Let me get you something. We could go to the cafe.’


  ‘She’s right,’ Nina said with a sharp glance in his direction. ‘We’re doing nothing here.’


  Doing nothing.


  The feeling of helplessness was the worst part. During the night, while Nina briefly slept, greying head on the hard hospital bench seat, he’d got down on his knees and prayed to a god he
  hadn’t spoken to for years, one that never listened before and doubtless wouldn’t now.


  Take me, Bert Schrijver had whispered, tears filling his eyes behind lids squeezed tight. Not Annie. Not my little girl. Take me. A worthless, useless piece of shit who’s
  screwed up every opportunity he’s ever been given. And will screw up the next if it ever comes along. Because that is who I am. For pity’s sake, for the love of my daughter, take
  me.


  ‘Bert . . .’


  He pulled himself out of this memory and said, ‘I don’t leave my girl when she needs me. You go.’


  Nina sighed and shrugged her jacket more tightly around herself.


  ‘Annie doesn’t need you. She’s no idea we’re here.’


  ‘And if she wakes?’


  She wore a gentle though condescending expression. One he hadn’t seen in a long time. He had got it a lot when they were married and he was struggling to maintain the business the way his
  father had. The look said: I know you’re doing your best. But you’re an ineffectual man at heart. You don’t see it. But we do. All of us. We forgive you. What else is there to
  do?


  Nina reached out and touched the back of his hand. He looked at her fingers: wrinkled, thin, ever-wrestling. His own were fat and ugly, dirty with the previous night’s mud.


  ‘You’re filthy, Bert. You stink. You need a shower and a change of clothes. The doctors said . . .’


  He’d heard all that. Had listened to every word. Annie had been given some kind of date rape drug. An overdose. Maybe she’d been drinking too. Maybe doing hard drugs, not that he was
  inclined to believe that. By the time they got her to the hospital her breathing had turned shallow. If she didn’t recover soon . . .


  They never said it but he guessed what they were getting at. He and Nina might face a terrible decision. Life or death delivered through a simple switch on the wall. Their daughter gone for no
  good reason, just twenty-two years old.


  A familiar harsh, cracked voice rang down the corridor, an old, tobacco-stained tone he’d been hearing around the market since the two of them were kids together. Jordi Hoogland, the one
  outside employee the business could still just about afford.


  He was walking towards them, arms outstretched, the biker’s black leather jacket on him, jeans, greasy grey ponytail down his back.


  ‘Oh Christ,’ Nina muttered then picked up her bag and told the policewoman she was going to the hospital cafe.


  Still, she watched as Hoogland stumbled up to Bert Schrijver and hugged him, choking on his words. The man smelled of stale beer, sweat and cigarettes.


  ‘What happened? I heard. In the market. Everyone’s talking.’


  ‘Don’t they have anything better to do?’ Schrijver grumbled.


  Hoogland was staring at Annie through the glass. She lay on the bed, a still, slim shape in a hospital gown. No ring in her nose now. They must have taken that out when they put in the lines.
  There were wires everywhere, monitors rising and falling by her side. The blue streak in her hair looked dead already.


  ‘What kind of bastard would do something like this?’


  ‘I don’t know. If I did . . .’


  ‘Tell me what you want,’ Hoogland said, taking his arm. ‘A friend in need . . .’


  ‘A friend?’ Nina Schrijver echoed. ‘Out of money again, Jordi?’


  Hoogland’s eyes narrowed.


  ‘Came to help. That’s all. Whatever you want. Just ask.’


  ‘Ask you?’ One last look at the still, sad shape beyond the window. ‘I need a break from this,’ she said then left.


  Back in Paradiso, Vos was fighting to keep his eyes open among the outlandish graves and other-worldly tombstones. Three hours’ sleep was all he’d managed.


  Laura Bakker was on the phone to Marnixstraat constantly, asking questions, getting few answers. Schuurman, the best pathologist Marnixstraat possessed, had led a team through the hours of
  darkness. Aisha Refai, the young and talented forensic officer, was by his side as they began the painstaking task of searching and scraping for material among the mud, the gravel and the eccentric
  graves. Two scientific officers in white bunny suits were going over the pool tomb with the stone angel. Zorgvlied’s director and security officer had turned up, baffled, full of impossible
  questions, offended by the intrusion into this peaceful corner of the city.


  The steady glare of morning made the headstone of Ruud Jonker appear brighter, almost cheery. The colour portrait attached to it, a late picture of the man buried beneath the stone chips, seemed
  defiant, as if the tattoos and grin were trying to prevail against death itself.


  Vos recognized the photo. It had been pinned to the wall of Jonker’s tattoo parlour when they arrived to find him hanging from a beam next to the old barber’s chair he used for his
  customers. Like the note left on the door of his houseboat the evening before, this dead man’s features seemed designed to taunt him.


  You’re a clumsy man, Vos.


  You miss things.


  ‘Usually because people lie,’ he murmured.


  Schuurman said his people would be here all day. Possibly tomorrow too. The Zorgvlied people weren’t happy. The whole of Paradiso would have to be off-limits to the public. There’d
  be complaints. This corner of the cemetery, outlandish in parts, funny even, was quite an attraction for those who knew about it.


  ‘They do,’ Laura Bakker agreed.


  The words took him by surprise. He hadn’t noticed she was off the phone.


  ‘You look worn out, Pieter,’ Aisha Refai observed. ‘How much sleep did you get?’


  ‘Enough. What do you know?’


  In the concise, professional fashion he’d come to expect, she told him. There was little in the way of physical evidence at the moment, and what they’d found probably came from the
  victims. But they’d worked out how the two had been brought here. A small boat had steered through the narrow canal that ran from the river round all three sides of Zorgvlied, then back to
  the Amstel, branching off beneath the busy road into the neighbouring park. The channel was little used but just about navigable. Breaks in the weed and mud tracks up from the bank suggested one
  man was responsible. There were slide marks that indicated he’d dragged both victims up into Paradiso, placed them there for someone to find, laid a line of diesel around the stone angel then
  waited in the boat for the show to begin.


  ‘Quite a show too,’ she concluded.


  ‘No arguing there. What killed him? I thought I saw a wound.’


  Like all forensic people she hated guesswork.


  ‘A little early to say. He’d been hit on the head. Schuurman doesn’t think that would have been fatal. There were facial bruises, scrapes on his knuckles. He’d been in a
  fight. And lost. You asked us to look for date rape drugs.’


  Vos waited as she checked something on her phone.


  ‘We haven’t had time to work on him yet. But I passed that suggestion on to the hospital. They found GHB in the woman’s urine.’ She looked at him intently to make sure he
  understood. ‘If she lives you may well have saved her.’


  GHB. The same drug used in the Sleeping Beauty cases.


  There were so many things awry here. The timeline for one. A neighbouring stallholder saw Annie Schrijver leave her home in the Albert Cuyp around five two nights before. The next day she
  wasn’t due to work so it took a while for her mother to get worried. If someone had slipped her a date rape drug the night she disappeared it would have worn off, or had more serious
  consequences, by the following morning. Yet she wasn’t found until the evening, still drugged.


  His phone went. Jillian Chandra.


  ‘I want you to keep me up to speed with what’s happening,’ she said before he could utter a word. ‘We could have two murders soon, a lunatic loose in the
  city—’


  ‘Of course. But—’


  ‘Do you have a lead yet?’


  If only. Murder was often predictable, the product of anger or envy, drugs or drink, lust or hate. It was usually close and spur of the moment. Careful planning and deliberation were rare. Even
  the most common kind of homicide outside domestics – gangland killings – came with a history, a lineage, like footprints in the blood. Though men and women who took the lives of others
  never appreciated it, they tended to work to an unspoken template. And for that the police were deeply grateful.


  This had the same feel as the Sleeping Beauty case that preceded it. Like jazz, it appeared at first to be improvised. Yet behind the casual ad-libbing lay structure and some kind of careful
  plan. At that moment he couldn’t begin to discern either.


  ‘Ask me in an hour or two,’ he replied and knew it sounded desperately weak.


  ‘I’m asking you now. The media are going to give us hell. I looked at the files from four years ago. If we’re going through that nightmare all over again . . .’


  If, he thought.


  ‘Perhaps it’s someone with an axe to grind. Maybe a friend of Jonker’s. Maybe . . .’ Aisha Refai wandered back to the stone angel and the pool. There were carp in it, Vos
  saw. Fat orange fish swimming lazily in the greenish pond set among the many corpses in the Paradiso earth. ‘Whoever it is they’re organized. They know their way around.’


  ‘What about the girl?’


  ‘She’s in intensive care. We’re going there next.’


  ‘Don’t know much, do we?’


  There was a long, dissatisfied sigh and then she hung up.


  Vos looked around him. In the daylight Zorgvlied seemed more like a well-manicured park than a cemetery. Finding Jonker’s grave hadn’t been easy. The narrow canal around the burial
  ground wasn’t an obvious way in.


  He called the office and got Van der Berg.


  ‘This is a rare one, Pieter,’ he said. ‘How’s Sam?’


  Vos had a feeling he was going to get asked that question a lot.


  ‘He’s with Sofia. He wasn’t hurt. I don’t want to keep saying that to people all day long. So tell everyone, will you?’


  ‘Sure.’ Van der Berg sounded vaguely offended. ‘What else can I do for you?’


  ‘See if there are any listed sex offenders living within spitting distance of Zorgvlied. If there are check whether there’s even the slightest connection with Ruud Jonker or the
  Sleeping Beauty case.’


  ‘Anything else?’


  ‘This,’ Vos added, sending him the photo he’d snatched on his phone. The girl from the rave at Artis.


  ‘Pretty panda,’ Van der Berg said.


  ‘There was an illegal party near Artis last night. See if we pulled in any of the organizers. Anyone who might know this kid. She passed on the message.’


  The clatter of keys came over the phone.


  ‘Seems we had a couple of calls from the neighbours moaning about the noise.’


  ‘Did we do anything?’


  A pause and then, ‘We sympathized. No arrests. No names taken.’


  Wonderful, Vos thought, recalling the way the creatures crowded round and stood ready to leap on him if he’d persisted in trying to talk to the girl.


  ‘If you don’t get anywhere in an hour give that photo to the media. Tell them we don’t think she did anything wrong. All the same we—’


  ‘We’d like to eliminate her from our inquiries.’


  ‘Quite.’


  Van der Berg paused for a moment then asked, ‘Is it all happening again? Like before?’


  ‘I don’t know.’


  ‘The commissaris is getting very jumpy. The media are sniffing round like crazy. It’s just the kind of story they like.’


  ‘We don’t even know what the story is yet.’


  ‘No.’


  Something in Van der Berg’s voice indicated he had something to say.


  ‘What is it?’


  ‘I’ve been going through the notes. About the Sleeping Beauty case. It seems someone from the prison left a message for you two weeks ago. They thought maybe you’d want to
  interview


  Vincent de Graaf again. He was hinting he wanted to talk.’


  ‘And?’


  ‘It was that doctor. Marly Kloosterman. The one you . . . and her . . . well, I don’t want to pry.’


  ‘I never got any message.’


  ‘No. Sorry. Well, you know now.’


  There was one last word with Schuurman and Aisha then he walked back to the car by the entrance to Zorgvlied and tried to picture the previous night’s movements in his head.


  ‘Jesus. I’m being slow,’ he moaned as Bakker came and unlocked the car.


  ‘Why?’


  He didn’t answer, just looked up and down the lane, trying to think this through.


  ‘Pieter. We’re due at the hospital. Will you kindly tell me what’s going on?’


  If he hadn’t been so exhausted and confused by the long night he’d have seen it earlier. Annie Schrijver and the unidentified victim had been taken to Zorgvlied in some kind of small
  boat or dinghy. But Sam had been snatched in the centre of the city. Whoever took him couldn’t have got there on the water. There wasn’t time. So a vehicle must have been involved.


  ‘Maybe he came back and got it after he left in the boat?’ Bakker suggested.


  ‘Maybe.’


  ‘Perhaps there were two of them.’


  Except it didn’t feel like two. Not that he was going to say that. It sounded ridiculous. For all he knew there might have been an entire team teasing him, sending him racing through the
  city the night before.


  She was right, though. They needed to be at the hospital. Vos called Van der Berg again and told him to get some uniform officers down to Zorgvlied to check the river banks.


  ‘Looking for what?’ asked the voice on the other end of the line.


  ‘Tyre tracks,’ Vos said.


  The moment they got to the hospital they went to find the duty consultant. There was an awkward question to be asked. A thin middle-aged man of Chinese appearance, heavy-eyed
  as if he’d been up all night, the medic was scrolling through data on a computer screen in his office. It seemed there wasn’t a lot new to say about Annie Schrijver’s condition.
  It was serious. All they could do was wait.


  ‘If you could persuade the parents to go home for a while that might help,’ the doctor said. ‘Her father needs a shower. And a change of clothes. Some manners might not go
  amiss but I guess that’s asking a lot.’


  ‘Do you have any idea what they’re going through?’ Bakker asked.


  ‘Yes,’ the man replied with a curt smile. ‘I do. Part of my job. Part of yours too, I imagine. Or do you lie to people?’


  ‘We try to help.’


  Vos glanced at her and Bakker fell quiet.


  The doctor picked up his clipboard.


  ‘They can’t just sit in a corridor here day and night. We don’t have room to put them up. The best thing is for them to go home. Sleep. Get clean. Wait until we have a clearer
  picture—’


  ‘How much GHB was she given?’ Vos asked.


  ‘Too much. Beyond that I can’t say.’


  The timeline still bothered Vos.


  ‘She was last seen late on Tuesday afternoon. When we found her last night she was unconscious. Would one dose . . . ?’


  ‘No,’ the consultant answered, getting the point straight away. He gave them a brief lecture about gamma-Hydroxybutyric acid, one Vos didn’t need. He remembered most of the
  details from four years before. GHB acted directly and swiftly on the central nervous system. In small doses it could be a stimulant or aphrodisiac. In larger quantities, especially when mixed with
  alcohol, the chemical could lead to a sleep so deep it was hard to rouse the victim. Overdoses, intolerances or simple allergies could lead to breathing difficulties, unconsciousness and death.


  ‘The young still seem to think it’s a sweetie of choice whatever we say. GHB’s odourless, though I gather it’s got a mildly salty flavour.’ The doctor stared at
  Bakker. ‘Remember that if your drink tastes funny in a nightclub.’


  ‘I don’t do nightclubs,’ she replied. ‘Where do you get it?’


  ‘Anyone who knows a bit about chemistry can knock it up,’ Vos told her. ‘They make it at home. Give it names like Lollipops. Juice. Desert Rose.’


  ‘True,’ the man agreed. ‘We have it here as well. Not knocked up in someone’s bedroom. Mainly it’s used to treat narcolepsy. Severe disruption of sleep patterns. A
  drug’s a drug. It’s the way you administer it that makes the difference.’


  Vos’s phone buzzed. It was a text from Jillian Chandra asking for an update.


  ‘So if she got doped on Tuesday night,’ he went on, ‘that still wouldn’t explain why she was in a semi-conscious state last night?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘But if he administered a second dose yesterday?’


  The doctor thought about it.


  ‘Depends how much. If it was small she’d sleep like a log for a while. If it was bigger . . .’ He checked his phone for messages. ‘Then I’d call it murder. Two
  heavy doses would kill anyone. But these kids . . . they think this stuff is just harmless fun. You go clubbing. It makes you feel good. If you find a girl you like you slip it in her drink. Get
  her home. Do what you like. She sleeps it off and in the morning she doesn’t really have a clue what went on. How often do they complain to you?’


  ‘Hardly ever,’ Vos replied. It wasn’t just the shaky memory. There was the shame, and the nagging feeling that dogged so many victims of sexual assault, male and female. The
  idea that somehow, in their carelessness and stupidity, they were to blame.


  ‘Is Annie Schrijver going to live?’ Laura Bakker asked.


  ‘Hopefully,’ the doctor answered, heading for the corridor. ‘I do have other patients to deal with. You’ll excuse me.’


  One last point had to be settled. Vos stopped the man and said, ‘Do you know if she’d been assaulted?’


  It was clear from the response in his eyes it wasn’t a welcome question.


  ‘By assaulted you mean . . . what?’


  ‘Had she been beaten up?’


  ‘Not that I could see. Few bruises on her shins. From what I heard she got dragged through a graveyard naked. Probably from that. I don’t think she was in a fight if that’s
  what you’re getting at.’


  ‘Had she had sex recently?’ Bakker added.


  The man took a deep breath and stared at her.


  ‘We’re trying to save her life. To do that I need to focus on medical priorities. Nothing else.’


  ‘This is a criminal investigation,’ Vos said. ‘One murder. Maybe soon it will be two. We need to answer those questions.’


  ‘You mean you want to examine her? You’ll need consent. That girl can’t give it. Nor me. If—’


  ‘What about the parents?’ Bakker wondered. ‘If they say yes?’


  He didn’t answer.


  ‘We’ll deal with it,’ Vos told him.


  ‘Ask nicely,’ the consultant said as he headed off. ‘Those two are in a state. And afterwards . . . get them out of here. They need that. So do we.’


  Back in Marnixstraat Van der Berg was wondering if there was a way he could side-track Jillian Chandra’s efforts to follow Vos and Laura Bakker’s every move. The
  serious crimes unit had a way of working, one that had been established over decades under a succession of station heads, all of them male, all of them from Amsterdam. Everything was primarily
  hands-off, delegated to a front-line team. Murders and other high-level crimes couldn’t be tackled by committee. The commissaris of the day gave the job to a suitable brigadier then stepped
  back and, for better or worse, left the troops to the task.


  Chandra wasn’t cut out for that arrangement. She was the kind of boss who stood behind you as you worked, watching every keystroke, waiting for the moment she could stick her nose in and
  say, ‘No. Not like that.’


  It hadn’t happened yet. But the moment couldn’t be far off.


  He’d pulled out every file he could find on the Sleeping Beauty case from four years before. There were surprises there, lacunae and oddities that were easily visible to someone fresh to
  the facts and blessed with the benefit of hindsight. It was clear, as Rijnders had said, that Vos hadn’t been entirely convinced by the result. One suspect, Vincent de Graaf, a high-level
  mover and shaker in financial circles, convicted of murder, sexual assault and the illicit administration of drugs. The second, Ruud Jonker, owner of a lowly tattoo parlour in De Pijp, dead,
  suicide it seemed.


  The three murdered women were in their twenties, dumped in the Amstel river not far from the Zuidas, dead from frenzied knife attacks. Each of them – and this was the creepy part Rijnders
  had recalled – had a message tattooed on their shoulder. The same three words, ‘Sleep Baby Sleep’.


  Once the story started to hit the papers several other women came forward to complain they’d been drugged in nightclubs in De Pijp and the Zuidas and thought they’d been sexually
  assaulted afterwards. But none had tattoos, any clear recollection of where they’d been taken, what might have happened there. A couple pointed out De Graaf in an ID line-up. Most
  didn’t. Jonker was dead. Trapped, De Graaf was happy – almost proud – to confess to three murders as part of what he claimed was violent love-making that went too far.


  For four years nothing like the Sleeping Beauty deaths happened again. There had to be a reason for that gap. Van der Berg was checking with a couple of the intelligence people going through the
  sex offender records when Aisha Refai came up from forensic, grinning ear to ear.


  ‘Please tell me you’ve got a name,’ he said.


  ‘For our customer on the slab? No. Names are your field, Dirk. Not ours. Getting anywhere?’


  When he didn’t answer she waved her tablet at him and Van der Berg let her get on with the show.


  Photos.


  A corpse. Neat hair, fashionable trimmed beard. White, fit, muscular, athletic perhaps. Maybe thirty. Probably good-looking when he was still breathing. Cleaned up ready for the
  pathologist’s scalpel, eyes closed, a line of dried blood running from his left nostril, he just looked dead. Then some close-ups. A wound at the side of the head, probably a blow from a hard
  object like a hammer.


  The tattoo on his shoulder was very like the ones from four years before. The familiar single line of text, ‘Sleep Baby Sleep’.


  Van der Berg felt out of his depth.


  ‘Don’t you need, like, a shop or a parlour or something to give people tattoos?’


  She closed her eyes and ran a palm across her forehead.


  ‘My God. Where do you start?’


  ‘Don’t tell me you’ve got one.’


  Aisha laughed.


  ‘In that case I won’t. This is a very simple thing to do. A single colour, just three words. I talked to someone who runs a parlour this morning. He says it’s a piece of cake.
  Probably used what’s called a portable line gun. You can pick them up online for forty euros. If you can write your name you can tattoo someone. Especially if they’re dead.’


  ‘Damn.’


  So they didn’t need special premises. It could happen anywhere.


  ‘We are going to get DNA from the Schrijver girl, aren’t we?’ she asked.


  ‘Vos and Laura are at the hospital right now. We need permission.’


  ‘Good. Do you really have no idea who he is? A boyfriend . . .’


  ‘Why would a boyfriend want to drug her?’


  He got that hint of condescension again.


  ‘You’d be amazed, Dirk. If she was hitting some of the clubs. All sorts of stuff goes on. Want to know how he died?’


  ‘Let me guess. That date rape drug he used on the girl. GBH—’


  ‘GHB,’ she corrected him. ‘No. At least if he did get that on Tuesday night it’s probably gone from his system by now. We don’t have all the results
  back.’


  He tried to tell himself murder inquiries always started this way. Too many questions, too few answers. But Aisha had one. It was written on her face.


  ‘One result I do have though. Whoever our friend downstairs is . . . he was poisoned.’


  She pulled up a photo on her tablet. A close-up of his mouth. Blue skin, black lips. Something on his gums that looked like dried, caked powder with brown flakes in it.


  ‘You’re sure?’


  ‘Not a shadow of doubt. Potassium cyanide killed him. The stuff the Nazis used to use in suicide pills. Secret agents too if they thought they might get caught. So long as your stomach
  acid’s not too high it’s a really quick death.’


  She hesitated then said, ‘I’m guessing here, and this is beyond my remit. But I’d suggest this wasn’t suicide. From the way the stuff was caked in his mouth he was
  probably unconscious anyway. No sign he tried to spit it out. It just went in and . . .’ She made a cutting gesture with her hands. ‘Gone.’


  ‘Wonderful. Date rapes. Poison. Tattoos. Cases that were supposed to be dead. What the hell . . . ?’


  ‘Something else.’ She zoomed in on the powder. ‘What does that look like?’


  ‘Sawdust. And . . . some grey . . . stuff.’


  ‘Well done! I may be hiring an intern soon if you want the job. It’s plaster. The kind you can buy from a builder anywhere.’


  He stared at the fatal mixture on the dead man’s black lips.


  ‘What the hell does it mean?’


  ‘That,’ she said, ‘I cannot tell you. All I know is this. There’s only one place I’ve found where people habitually mix potassium cyanide, sawdust and
  plaster.’


  A flick of her fingers and another photo came up. A large glass vessel with a sealed top, a beautiful butterfly flapping its wings inside, at the bottom a layer of brown and grey.


  ‘It’s a killing jar. For moths. And butterflies.’


  ‘Oh,’ he whispered. ‘That really helps.’


  One of the intelligence people, a bright woman who’d just joined from Lelystad, overheard. She’d been checking out the sex offender records.


  ‘Butterflies?’ she asked then hammered the keyboard in front of her.


  People argued around the sick and dying. Out of earshot of everyone else, or so they hoped. Sullen, aggrieved huddles in hospital corners, in funeral homes, at crematoriums.
  Vos had seen this many times before and knew there was no easy way to alleviate their pain. They didn’t want to share it. They craved to pass it on, find someone near to blame. All too often
  he couldn’t help. Maybe it was an accident, bad luck, simple fate. Or perhaps the world at large had failed them and those responsible had fled. The best thing to do was let the grief and
  fury expend itself then hope to pick some sense out of the emotional debris left behind.


  Even so, there was something strange about the way Bert Schrijver, the woman Vos took to be Annie’s mother, and a third younger man in a blue medical uniform stood stiff and angry in the
  long corridor by reception. The policewoman was doing her best to keep the older man calm. It didn’t matter. Bert Schrijver needed to let off steam and whoever the medic in the blue suit was
  he seemed to make a fine and easy target.


  An older individual in a studded black leather jacket detached himself from the shouting the moment he saw Vos approach, walked down the corridor the way people did when they didn’t want
  to be seen, never realizing how visible this made them. Curious, Vos told Bakker to follow and find out who he was. Then he strode up, waited for a gap in the yelling, showed his ID card and
  waited.


  The man from the previous night looked exhausted, a mess. Unshaven. In need of a shower as the consultant had said. The woman introduced herself as Annie’s mother Nina. She was striking,
  with high cheekbones, shoulder-length dark hair turning grey and darting, anxious eyes. Vos couldn’t help glancing at the unconscious figure on the bed. A nurse was checking the monitors and
  making notes. Schrijver watched, tired eyes damp with tears, grubby fingers to the glass.


  ‘I’ve been trying to calm things down,’ the uniform policewoman objected. ‘I keep telling them . . .’


  Vos held up a hand and looked at the man who was the object of Schrijver’s anger. He was early thirties, spiky short fair hair, a face that looked as if it might be genial most of the
  time. Fit and tough if he wanted to be. A name badge read: Rob Sanders.


  ‘You’re a doctor?’


  ‘A nurse. Annie and me. We were . . .’ He sighed. Schrijver swore. Sanders closed his eyes. Staff in hospital met the sick and dying every day. They didn’t normally look quite
  so pained by the sight. ‘What the hell happened?’


  ‘We’re trying to find out,’ Vos told him. ‘Someone abducted Annie. On Tuesday night probably. The man with her was killed.’


  ‘The man?’ Sanders wondered.


  ‘I thought you were done with my daughter,’ Schrijver spat at him. ‘Don’t think you had any rights there.’


  ‘I never did. Never would.’ He turned to Vos. ‘How is she?’


  ‘You work here,’ Schrijver cried. ‘You tell me.’


  ‘Let it go, Bert!’ Nina Schrijver yelled. ‘It’s not Rob’s fault she’s like this.’


  Sanders nodded thanks then headed for the door to her room. Schrijver stopped him.


  ‘You don’t go in there. I don’t want you near her.’


  The woman was close to tears.


  ‘He’s a nurse, for God’s sake. He’s every right—’


  ‘No,’ Sanders said. ‘I don’t. I just . . . wondered.’


  Vos leaned against the glass and watched him.


  ‘When did you and Annie stop . . . stop being friends?’


  That didn’t go down well. Rob Sanders wasn’t the calm, kind hospital face just then.


  ‘Is that important right now?’


  ‘I don’t know. We’re trying to work out her movements. When you all saw her last.’


  Tuesday afternoon, Bert Schrijver said, when she was leaving the shop. She’d stopped working Wednesdays a few months before; a six-day week was too much for her. Annie had told him she was
  staying with her mother that night. He’d assumed the two of them were together. But Nina Schrijver hadn’t seen her daughter since Monday when they had lunch in a cafe by the park.


  Sanders came last.


  ‘We bumped into each other in the market a couple of weeks ago.’ He checked his watch. ‘I’m off shift and clearly doing no good here.’ Nina Schrijver waited,
  expectant. Then he came and embraced her, kissed her on both cheeks. ‘Tell me if I can help. I know this place like the back of my hand. If there’s anything—’


  ‘You can stay away from her,’ Schrijver interrupted. ‘That’s what you can do.’


  Sanders wandered off down the corridor with a wry, regretful smile.


  ‘You’re a stupid, ungrateful man, Bert,’ Nina snapped. ‘Did I ever tell you that?’


  ‘Morning, noon and night. If—’


  Vos said, ‘You should go home, both of you. Get some sleep. The hospital will call if her condition changes.’


  He got mobile numbers out of them then asked the question that brought him here.


  ‘We really need to get your daughter examined by one of our forensic team. It’s important. If that’s OK—’


  ‘Why?’ her father asked.


  ‘Jesus Christ,’ Nina Schrijver swore. ‘They found her naked in a graveyard. Why the hell do you think?’ She nodded, staring sad-eyed through the glass. ‘It’s
  OK.’


  Vos’s phone rang. He walked away from the Schrijvers for some privacy. Laura Bakker marched up the stairs, holding up her notebook, a name scribbled on it: Jordi Hoogland.


  ‘He doesn’t like us,’ she said. ‘Also he’s got a ponytail. At his age. I ask you.’


  It was Van der Berg calling.


  ‘Are you still at the hospital?’


  ‘On my way back. Tell forensic they can come and take a look at the Schrijver girl. The parents have given permission.’


  ‘How is she?’


  ‘Much the same. Anywhere with an ID for the man?’


  ‘Nowhere. We’re releasing a photofit they’ve run up in the morgue. The commissaris wants us to put out a warning about spiked drinks in clubs.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘We’ve got the TV and newspaper people banging on the door asking if the Sleeping Beauty killer’s back in town.’


  ‘The Sleeping Beauty killer’s stuck in prison, dying by the day.’


  ‘Then a copycat maybe. She still wants that warning out there.’


  His phone beeped. It was a photo sent by Van der Berg. A man about forty, wispy beard, thinning hair. A butterfly tattoo running up one side of his neck.


  ‘You asked for a sex offender living near the river, didn’t you? Well, here you are. Jef Braat.’


  Bakker was craning to get a look at the picture.


  ‘Sentenced to two years for sexual assault a while back. Served half, released two months ago. Records think he did a lot more than that. Whoever our dead man is he was killed with some
  poison you find around butterfly people. At least the kind that use killing jars. Braat was working at Artis until two weeks ago. In the butterfly house. Left suddenly.’


  ‘Got an address?’


  ‘Houseboat on the river out in the wilds on Amsteldijk Noord about a kilometre beyond Zorgvlied. Right now he should be at work in some new little butterfly house they’re building at
  the kid’s zoo in the Amstelpark.’


  Just across the highway from Zorgvlied, attached to the network of narrow canals running out from the cemetery.


  ‘I’ll tell the commissaris you’re on it. She’s very interested in your movements right now. Want a few officers to keep you company?’


  ‘For a kid’s zoo? Send Laura all the background you’ve got. See if we have anything on a man called Rob Sanders. He’s a nurse at the VU hospital. Used to be Annie
  Schrijver’s boyfriend. And someone who works down the Albert Cuyp. Jordi Hoogland.’


  As soon as he was off the phone the Schrijvers came up to talk.


  ‘We’re going to take your advice and go home for a while,’ the mother said. ‘You will find who did this, won’t you?’


  ‘Of course,’ Bakker answered straight off.


  ‘In time,’ Vos added.


  ‘Time,’ Bert Schrijver grunted and made the word sound like a curse.


  The Zuidas was the new home for money in Amsterdam, a budding Dutch Wall Street or Canary Wharf. Among the towers for banks, financial specialists, trust houses and global
  insurance firms, tall cranes stood like giant storks feeding on stumps of half-built office blocks. Corrugated iron fences hid patches of bare grass waiting for the next construction crews. Fancy
  corporate offices loomed over minimalist apartment complexes purpose-built for the area’s new residents: the single, the unattached, the wealthy, the foreign.


  Vos drove through the construction traffic out towards the Amstelpark, a pleasant sprawl of greenery, lakes and play areas next to the growing financial suburb. Laura Bakker went through the
  information coming over from Marnixstraat, reading out the details as they crawled through the lines of cars and trucks. Jef Braat was thirty-eight, jailed for assaulting a tourist outside a bar in
  the red light district. The attack fell somewhere short of rape but that may have been because he was beaten up by a couple of men who’d intervened when they saw what was happening.


  ‘Should have gone down for more,’ Bakker grumbled.


  There was no point in moaning about the length of sentences. A working officer could waste all day on pointless gripes. What was interesting was the date of Braat’s release. There had to
  be a reason why a long-dead case like this had suddenly reignited now. Perhaps it was simple: the man who lit the fire had just come out of jail.


  Her phone beeped.


  ‘Dirk’s been through records,’ she said. ‘Rob Sanders is clean. Jordi Hoogland’s got a couple of convictions for drunkenness and assault. Nothing recent.’


  ‘What did Braat do for a living before he went to jail?’


  She went through the file.


  ‘Driver for a financial company in the Zuidas. The De Witt Trust. The boss was a character witness in court. Said he was a good employee, trustworthy, loyal. Helped cut the
  sentence.’


  Vos pulled into the entrance to the park. They couldn’t take the car any further.


  ‘He did some volunteer work for Artis while he was inside,’ she went on. ‘They gave him a job in the butterfly house when he was released. He got fired for some
  reason.’


  ‘The De Witt Trust? You’re sure?’


  She tapped her phone.


  ‘That’s what it says here. Why?’


  ‘Vincent de Graaf founded the De Witt Trust. They must have known each other.’


  She checked the report on her phone.


  ‘De Graaf was in prison himself by then. The man who spoke up for Braat in court was the general manager. Willem Strick.’


  As far as they knew the Sleeping Beauty case had never come near Vincent de Graaf’s work. There’d seemed no reason to chase that line at the time. De Graaf’s deadly hobbies
  appeared to be part of a private fantasy acted out with Ruud Jonker. And perhaps others they never found.


  They left the car with security then stepped inside the park gates. Bakker looked at a map of the area set up by the entrance.


  ‘This place is huge. How do we—?’


  Vos had taken his daughter Anneliese here from time to time when she was little. In fifteen years the place had hardly changed.


  ‘We catch the train.’


  When they walked ahead they met a miniature track running from a tiny platform. There was a sleek white engine that must have looked like a futuristic rocket when it was made decades before. A
  handful of excited young children sat with their parents in the open carriages behind, begging to leave. In the cab of the engine stood a cheery driver in a striped cap who saluted as Vos flashed
  his ID and got on board.


  ‘The police always ride for free,’ the man said with a grin. He looked happy to play train driver for the kids. Then he squinted at Vos. ‘Don’t I remember you from years
  back? With a little girl?’


  The visits here were part of a different life when Vos had a family, a settled home. Something that seemed like stability. He didn’t recognize the man at all.


  ‘Your memory’s better than mine,’ he said as Bakker climbed into the open carriage beside him.


  The driver tooted his whistle. The kids cheered. For a moment Vos was back with Anneliese, excited by his side. A proud father who wanted nothing more for his daughter than for her to be well
  and happy and settled. Just like Bert Schrijver who was now, he hoped, at home, getting some sleep, more likely half-awake, praying for the phone to ring.


  ‘This Braat character’s got to be involved,’ Bakker insisted as they set off.


  ‘You think?’


  ‘Too many connections for it to be a coincidence. Vincent de Graaf. Artis.’


  ‘Connections . . .’ Vos murmured.


  She looked exasperated. He could do this to her sometimes.


  ‘You think I’m wrong, don’t you?’


  ‘No. I just don’t know if you’re right. Anyway . . . I hate jumping to conclusions. Cases are like . . . like . . .’


  He was supposed to mentor a junior officer like Bakker. To teach her the ropes. There was little need. She was quick, incisive. But she was young, which meant she saw things in black and white.
  And Amsterdam was rarely so accommodating.


  ‘Like what?’ she asked.


  ‘They’re narratives. Like a story. Lots of little pieces of string tied together loosely, hopefully, as you go. Then . . . at the end.’


  Vos leaned back and closed his eyes. It was warm, the end of summer. The park was empty save for a few families. Away from Marnixstraat and the angry, frightened family in the hospital, there
  ought to be time to think. Except the more he tried, the more things didn’t add up. He kept seeing Jillian Chandra’s persistent, demanding face asking . . . why? Was the Sleeping Beauty
  killer really back in business? He kept remembering Marly Kloosterman too, the one woman he’d nearly fallen for when he came back into the police and was struggling to find his feet. That had
  blossomed briefly until nothing but his own timid reluctance had brought the brief affair to a close.


  ‘At the end you pick it up and pull. Either the knots hold. Or they fall apart in your fingers.’ He opened his eyes, smiled at her and shrugged. ‘In which case you return to
  the beginning and try to tie them back together. Just differently.’ The stop was coming up, and beyond it a playground where three kids were lounging on a roundabout looking bored.
  ‘Until you find some context they’re nothing more than little pieces of string. Maybe useful. Maybe not.’


  They got off next to the kid’s zoo, asked an attendant selling tickets for the rides how to find the butterfly pavilion. He pointed to a modest wooden building on the far side of the
  complex then wished them luck.


  There was a sign on the door promising a grand opening in a week’s time. A man in grey overalls was sweeping up sawdust and plaster from the building work. He was sixty at least with a
  thin silver beard and a narrow, almost skeletal face. Bakker asked where they could find Jef Braat.


  ‘Who wants to know?’ He looked at their ID cards and introduced himself as Erik de Jong. The money and the organization behind the little butterfly house in the making. Given it
  looked little more than a large shed with a glass roof and a few plants inside, that seemed a stretch. ‘He’s supposed to be here. With his damned pets.’


  Vos walked over to a glass case by the door. There were racks running from one side to the other, and photos of exotic butterflies. Four bright green shapes like bulbs from a Christmas tree were
  hanging on wires.


  ‘Pupae,’ Bakker said.


  ‘Chrysalises,’ De Jong corrected her. ‘They were supposed to have hatched by now. Or so Jef told me when I paid for them. I came in yesterday and found out the heat had failed.
  He was supposed to be looking after that, checking it every night.’


  He’d last seen Braat two days earlier. Since then . . . nothing. Not that he’d called.


  ‘Why not?’ Vos asked.


  De Jong shuffled on his feet.


  ‘Jef’s a big guy. I took him on because the probation people said he’d be fine. He knew about butterflies too. Supposedly. I’ve seen him get mad. You don’t want to
  get close to that.’ He glanced at the river. ‘I thought about going down to his boat. It’s just ten minutes. Take the path down to the Amstel. But I don’t . . . I
  don’t like arguments. Not with his kind.’ He tapped a finger on the glass case. The green shapes looked waxy and dead. ‘I’ve got fifty thousand tied up trying to get this
  place off the ground. That bastard’s screwed me. Artis and their lawyers yelling at me too.’


  ‘Artis?’ Bakker asked.


  ‘They say he stole these things from there. That’s why they fired him. I never knew. How would I? Who steals butterflies?’


  The narrow waterway from Zorgvlied was no more than fifty metres away. The Amstel lay at its foot. A little boat like the one Vos saw the night before could easily move around here unseen in the
  dark.


  ‘Where exactly does he live?’


  ‘Why are you so interested in Jef Braat?’


  ‘We’re nosy like that.’


  De Jong huffed and puffed, took out a pen and a little pad then scrawled a drawing of the river bank, a location some way along from the bridge. A name: Sirene.


  ‘Only been there once. It’s a wreck. Amazed the thing’s still afloat. He’s got those rich young finance folk from the Zuidas living all round in neat and fancy
  houseboats. Gin palace cruisers. They must love him.’


  ‘Thanks,’ Vos said and set off towards the river.


  There was a long, winding path down towards the Amstel. It was more than ten minutes to Braat’s houseboat, he thought. Erik de Jong was wrong there. Perhaps about much else too.


  Commissaris Chandra didn’t look up from the computer.


  ‘Where’s Vos?’


  ‘Following up on a suspect,’ Van der Berg said. ‘Could be a good one.’


  ‘Could be? He’s had most of the day working on this and we’re nowhere.’


  She sat back and stared out of the window. Elandsgracht was across the canal, the long street leading down to the Drie Vaten and Vos’s houseboat. She’d got rid of Frank de
  Groot’s comfy leather chair and replaced it with something trendy made out of tubular steel and canvas. It didn’t look comfortable at all but maybe she liked that.


  ‘How many people do we have working in serious crime?’


  He stuttered over the answer. It wasn’t his job to do a head count.


  ‘I’m not exactly certain how many are on duty at the moment. Enough.’


  A smile surfaced, one of victory.


  ‘Quite. Enough for someone else to check out that lead. And Vos to be here, in the office, in charge.’


  ‘The thing is . . . he was at the hospital. Talking to the parents of the Schrijver girl. The lead’s in the Amstelpark. Just round the corner. A few minutes away. It seemed to make
  sense—’


  ‘This was his decision?’


  It seemed a strange question.


  ‘It’s his case.’


  ‘Under my command. Bring him back. Someone else can go knocking on doors. I want him in the office. Senior officers should be here keeping me in the picture. How’s the
  girl?’


  ‘She’s twenty-two. I don’t think you’d call her a girl.’


  Chandra looked at him and said, ‘I stand corrected.’


  Van der Berg had remarried in his mid-thirties. His first wife, a woman out of the clerical pool, was sweet and charming when they first met. A few years of being shackled to a cop who worked
  all hours and sometimes came home stinking of sweat and beer with nothing to talk about but work had changed her. In the end it had been much like this. There were times when everything he said was
  going to be wrong. It didn’t matter what the words were. Just the fact he was the one uttering them.


  He told her about Jef Braat and how they were looking at some other men close to the Schrijver family. Chandra didn’t seem much interested in hearing more. She was management. Details were
  beneath her. All that counted was that some day soon she could phone her distant bosses in Zoetermeer and say that, thanks to her fine, wise leadership, the job had been done. Case closed. Move on
  to the next.


  ‘You know . . . there’s nothing much Vos can say that you can’t get from me. I’ve been on top of the files all day. He’s been out of the office
  and—’


  ‘He’s the officer in charge.’


  ‘They’re nearly there,’ he cried and realized this was why Chandra was asking. If Vos was on to something it would now be found by another officer, one acting on her
  orders.


  ‘Get someone else. Just do it, will you?’


  He shuffled out of her office, took the back stairs, went into the garden where she’d handed him the long-service medal the day before. There he lit a cigarette and wondered how Jillian
  Chandra was going to work out in Marnixstraat. Hers was a world where mistakes were never made, only detected. It took old school Amsterdam officers, set in their ways, ignorant of the methods of
  modern policing, to foul up. She knew by heart the most important lesson of the modern brigade of management: the simplest way to avoid doing wrong was to do nothing at all and wait for those
  beneath her, men and women who did not have such liberty, to fail.


  By the fountain in the middle of the garden he made the call.


  Vos was breathing hard. Van der Berg was sure he heard the sound of a duck quacking madly.


  ‘Our new mistress, the dragon from the south, requires your presence in the office immediately. She says someone else can take over the Braat lead.’


  There was a long pause.


  ‘That’s very generous.’


  ‘I wouldn’t cross her, Pieter. She’s adamant you get back here now.’


  There were ducks. Or geese. Some kind of wildfowl anyway, along with the gentle whir of a puny outboard carried on the breeze.


  ‘Tell the commissaris I’ll be back just as soon as I possibly can.’


  ‘Pieter . . . Pieter.’


  The quacks came one last time and then the line fell silent.


  It was the end of the afternoon and they were breaking the market. Gone were the busy crowds of shoppers who packed the Albert Cuyp six days a week. Men in overalls scrambled
  over stalls dismantling iron frames, packing gaudy shades. Cleaners patrolled the street washing it down with powerful hoses. Greedy herons pecked for scraps of discarded herring and
  kibbeling. Paper and discarded fruit and vegetables ebbed on a damp tide towards the gutter and the sweepers with their carts.


  Nina Schrijver had grown up with this sight. One so normal she took it for granted. Took everything for granted when she thought about it. The marriage. Bert. The idea that Annie would somehow
  amble along as the market’s pretty flower girl, selling cheap and sometimes faded blooms with a smile and an occasional wink, until a lucky man claimed her for his own.


  There was no reason that shouldn’t happen. Annie had the same flirty skills Nina had used to shift fried fish back when her father had his stall there. But now he was dead, like her
  mother, the space he’d once occupied taken by an Indonesian family selling sambals and pickles they made at home. And she no longer lived in what was left of the Schrijver castle, instead got
  by in a studio apartment overlooking the green space of Sarphatipark down the road.


  Bert gave her money every week, not that he could afford it. Some part-time work packing shelves in a supermarket made up for the rest. There’d been a man for a little while. Bert never
  knew – at least she hoped he didn’t – but he’d been there not long before the marriage failed. He worked shifts for the council which meant sweaty afternoons of mindless
  passion in his flat in the Jordaan, the flower van parked outside, her phone turned off in case Bert rang to ask why she was late. Guilt killed off that miserable affair, along with the absence of
  any real love or joy.


  She leaned against the wall of a bar recently sprung up in a shop that had been closed and derelict for a few years. There was little in the way of a social life at all except when Annie came
  round and they went out for a cheap meal in one of the working-class Indonesian cafes near the tram stop in Ferdinand Bol. But Rob Sanders had phoned from the hospital and said he wanted to meet
  without Bert around. She watched him ride his sports bike down the street then clamp it to one of the lamp posts while a hungry heron watched as if offended by the intrusion. He felt at home even
  if she didn’t any more.


  The baggy blue nurse’s uniform had been replaced by smart jeans and a tan leather jacket. He came over, kissed her on both cheeks. He was young, fit, handsome in a laddish way. But that
  was just his manner. Sanders understood how to treat women, to make them feel special. It was a rare talent among the men she knew.


  ‘I need a drink,’ he said and they went inside the bar. It was early and the music was quite soft and gentle. The Eagles. The place seemed to want to pretend it was California.


  ‘Speaking as a medical man, this,’ he said, pointing at the cocktail list, ‘is what I prescribe for such occasions.’


  The barman made two tumblers of Bloody Mary, flavoured with something fiery and sour called kimchi. She’d never have guessed the Albert Cuyp could provide a drink quite so exotic. Even the
  Indonesian cafes with their cheap, basic meals of chicken and rice and potatoes seemed Dutch to her these days.


  But Sanders was single, free. He had the time and the money. She was glad he hadn’t grown the neatly manicured beard that some of the local blades thought essential. Still, he fitted in
  with this new De Pijp.


  ‘How is she?’ she asked. ‘No one’s called.’


  Annie’s ward wasn’t in his part of the hospital. He still knew people who worked there, had talked to them.


  ‘She’s stable. That place . . . it’s the best care Annie can get. It doesn’t help having relatives around all the time. You and Bert need to stick to the visiting
  hours.’


  ‘Will she be all right?’


  ‘Yes. She will.’


  ‘I’m sorry, Rob.’


  ‘About what?’


  ‘About Bert. All the fuss he made.’


  Sanders sipped at his spicy drink, went to the counter and came back with some tortillas.


  ‘What does he know? About us?’


  ‘What she told him. You hit her.’


  ‘Doesn’t he want to know why?’


  Men were so logical sometimes.


  ‘Of course not. Annie’s his little girl. She went crying to him. Hysterical.’ It was a black day. Schrijver was working. Nina had to deal with the immediate aftermath, not that
  she could stop her daughter running to the Albert Cuyp in tears. ‘Let’s face it. I don’t know either.’


  ‘We had a row. I didn’t hit her. Just shook her.’


  Annie had backtracked on the whole thing later. She didn’t want to lose him but in the end they broke up all the same.


  ‘That’s all it was, honestly. A lover’s tiff. Water under the bridge now. Next you’ll be telling me Bert’s never touched you.’


  That took her aback.


  ‘Of course he hasn’t. Never came close. Even when I went for him.’


  He raised his glass and chinked it against hers.


  ‘Now we know where Annie gets it from.’ He stroked his cheek. ‘You should have seen the scratches.’


  ‘That was it? You shook her? Nothing else?’


  The question seemed to offend him.


  ‘That was it. You don’t think we’d have tried again if it was anything more, do you? Annie wouldn’t. She’s strong. Like you.’


  ‘Even if that’s true, Bert isn’t. This could break him. God knows he’s got trouble enough with the business as it is. I look at him and it’s like . . . like
  he’s aged ten years lately. I think things are worse than he lets on.’


  Sanders sipped at his drink and kept quiet.


  ‘When will they let us see her again?’


  ‘You’re going to have to wait for them to call. They got very pissed off about Bert losing his temper. We’ve got strict rules about threats to staff. If I hadn’t gone and
  argued maybe they’d have banned him altogether.’


  ‘Thanks,’ she murmured.


  ‘Least I can do. Jesus. I still can’t believe it. What was Annie doing hanging round sleazy bars with creeps who do that sort of crap?’


  That was a surprise.


  ‘The police said that?’


  ‘No.’ There was an awkward, almost childish clip to his answer. ‘That’s where these things happen, isn’t it? Pickup joints where some bastard drops dope or whatever
  in your drink. Where the hell—?’


  ‘I don’t know. Do you?’


  ‘Wouldn’t be asking if I did.’


  There was a short fuse to him sometimes. Just like Bert.


  ‘No. Sorry. Stupid of me. It’s just . . .’ Just what? No one had offered them any answers. So the questions kept dancing round her head, teasing, nagging, taunting. ‘I
  always thought she stayed local. Around De Pijp.’


  He scowled.


  ‘Don’t ask me.’


  ‘No.’ She poured the rest of the drink into his. It was too spicy and too strong. ‘I say all the wrong things. You’re being very supportive. I appreciate that. Bert would
  too if he could see straight.’


  ‘Jordi Hoogland,’ he said out of nowhere.


  ‘What about him?’ she wondered.


  ‘Why was he hanging round the hospital? What’s Annie to him?’


  It seemed an odd question.


  ‘Not a lot. I don’t think she likes him much to be honest. Him and Bert have known each other since they were kids. Bert’s soft when it comes to things like that. Jordi works
  for next to nothing.’ She watched him and asked, ‘Why do you ask?’


  ‘Just wondered.’


  He downed the cocktail in one and choked a little on the heat.


  ‘You’ve got my number,’ Sanders said. ‘If there’s anything you need I want you to call. Don’t think twice. When they let you and Bert into the hospital
  it’s best I stay clear. If he loses it again they really will kick him out for good. Nothing I can do.’


  ‘I just want Annie back. Will that happen?’


  Out in the street one of the cleaners accidentally upended a fish bin. Herons pounced on it, spearing at the pieces with their broad sharp beaks.


  Sanders didn’t say anything and she thought of Bert’s furious words in the hospital earlier that day. How all they did was make you wait, say useless things that told you nothing.
  Never let you near the truth.


  ‘Did you hear? I want her home. With me. Where I can keep an eye on her.’


  ‘I want that too.’


  He kissed her cheek. He liked kissing, she thought.


  ‘Take care.’ Sanders got to his feet, pointing a finger at her the way some men did. ‘Call. I’m here for you. And Annie. Always.’


  ‘Thanks,’ she said, watching him go.


  Some people walked through the door. Four young men, beards, the old-fashioned clothes that seemed in vogue. The same number of women, a couple of them drunk or stoned already. The volume of the
  music went up a notch. Perhaps you didn’t need to wander so far from the Albert Cuyp to find trouble if you wanted it.


  She went to the counter and bought herself a glass of wine. Twice the price of a local cafe. The barman looked at her as if to say: Are you sure?


  ‘I came from here,’ she told him. ‘A while ago. When things were different.’


  ‘Nice,’ he replied and stifled a yawn.


  Jef Braat’s home was just as the butterfly pavilion man had predicted: a wreck. An old barge listing in the green water of the Amstel a kilometre along from Zorgvlied, on
  a bend of the river surrounded by open fields and the flat landscape of polder.


  ‘Makes your pad look positively swish,’ Bakker observed as they waited in a clump of trees to see if anyone was coming or going. ‘The commissaris isn’t going to be best
  pleased we’re out here watching ducks when she wants you in her office.’


  ‘Depends.’


  ‘On what?’


  ‘On what’s inside.’


  The Sirene was grey and black, a long rectangular cabin set on what looked like an industrial hull. Vos got hassle enough for his own shabby houseboat on the Prinsengracht. The city
  authorities would have towed this wreck to the scrapyard without a second thought.


  Grey curtains covered all the porthole windows. The gangplank was rotting timbers running through a patch of overgrown irises. A post-box hung off a pole on the bank. It didn’t look as if
  Braat got much mail. Maybe the place had stayed empty while he was in jail. Neglected for a couple of years. Forgotten.


  Bakker had her handgun out and was checking it, getting ready for a forced entrance. Vos didn’t like weapons. The thought of what they might do distracted him. Besides, the place looked
  empty. Unless Braat was the kind of man who slept through the afternoon.


  With Bakker squawking behind he crossed the rickety timbers from the rough grass bank and stood beneath the rusty shelter above the door. There was, to his surprise, a bell. He put his finger on
  it and kept it there. No sound came from inside. Vos put his ear to the timber hull, heard nothing at all, then stepped back and looked.


  ‘Please tell me you’re not going to do something stupid,’ she begged.


  ‘Such as what?’


  ‘Going all macho on me and trying to kick the bloody door down.’


  ‘Promise,’ he said and took a pair of latex gloves from his pocket then nodded at her to do the same.


  ‘I don’t trust your promises.’


  She came and stood by him, the weapon raised. Vos pushed the barrel to one side. Then stepped back as if he was going to kick the door anyway.


  ‘That’s why—’ she began.


  He reached forward, lifted the latch, put his shoulder to the door and pushed. The timber moved with a crack then came to a halt against something solid. There was just darkness beyond the door.
  A smell came to them, organic and vaguely foetid.


  ‘I really wish we could wait for a team,’ she said in a low and determined whisper.


  Vos put his shoulder harder to the wood. It gave easily, sending something metal crashing to the floor, and after that came the sound of breaking glass. Everything happened so quickly he
  stumbled forward into the warm, rank darkness ahead.


  Something soft and hot and alive met him as he fell forward. Hit Laura Bakker too as she rushed in behind. There was a sound like a million tiny creatures stirring into motion. Soft wings rose
  to meet their faces. She screamed. A tiny furry body fell into her mouth and then she screamed some more.


  ‘Light,’ Vos said as they struggled against his lips too.


  ‘Can’t take this,’ Bakker cried. ‘Sorry.’ And rushed outside, kicking the old door wide open.


  Now he could see. A little anyway. The thing he’d bumped into was a metal rack for hatching insects, the kind they’d noticed in the pavilion in the Amstelpark. He’d knocked it
  over, shattering the panes that kept the creatures trapped. Freed from their prison, a cloud of whirring anxious insects rose to swamp the interior of the old barge in a cloud of soft and feathery
  wings. The butterflies that should have been in the pavilion. Here they’d been for a day or two at least, hatching, filled with hunger and a need for sun. All the colours of the rainbow as
  they reached daylight, some large with ornate markings, some small, almost plain, they fought among each other to race into the brightness ahead of them.


  They’ll die, Vos thought, watching them. They were exotic, tropical creatures meant for another climate on the other side of the world.


  A bright beam broke the darkness ahead. Bakker was back, still coughing, right hand over her mouth, a tissue to it. In her left she held an LED torch, the pure white light stabbing into the
  cabin interior.


  ‘Just butterflies,’ she said through her fingers.


  ‘Or moths,’ he added.


  ‘Oh, thanks for that. I really . . .’ Bakker fell silent. The beam had fallen on something by the far windows. Vos took the torch and asked her to go outside, take a few deep
  breaths, then call in a team.


  ‘We should get out of here,’ she said without moving. ‘They’re going to want to look at every inch of the place.’


  Then she was coughing again. He led her out of the door, got her seated on the grass, tried not to look while she gagged on all the things that had found them: the flimsy, fibrous insect wings,
  the stench from the dark maw of the rotting hulk called the Sirene.


  Bakker was in no fit state to talk to anyone at that moment. So he phoned Marnixstraat himself as he walked back, shone a light inside again, took in what was visible there. Straight through to
  control he asked for Jef Braat’s photo and description to be circulated immediately to all stations and patrol beats throughout north Holland, with an order to detain immediately with
  caution.


  ‘Should I inform the commissaris?’ the operator asked. ‘She seemed very anxious to hear if you called.’


  Jillian Chandra’s presence appeared to have worked its way through the entire building.


  ‘I’ll tell her myself soon enough. Put me through to forensic.’


  Aisha Refai answered. He gave her the rough address. There was no road here, just a lane. The scene of crime team would arrive in a small fleet of vans. Very soon the place would be overrun with
  people in white bunny suits, elbowing everyone to one side while they pounced with their cameras and evidence bags, their chemicals and probes.


  ‘What is it?’ asked the voice on the other end of the line. ‘Another body for me?’


  ‘Hundreds,’ he said. ‘Thousands.’ The butterflies were swarming over the river bank. Bakker was feebly trying to swat them away with her arms. ‘But not the kind you
  think.’


  He went back inside and swept the cabin. The torch beam fell upon a big office chair, beside it on a table what looked like a drill, a couple of needles shining in the dark.


  ‘This is where he inked them. Did lots else besides, I guess.’


  Beyond the chair were more metal frames full of chrysalises, some still emerging, some hatched, giant wings beating against the glass. Next to that was a double bed covered in crumpled sheets.
  Dark stains on the grubby cotton. Blood on the fabric, blood spattered up the cream timbered walls.


  ‘You’re going to be here a while.’


  Bert Schrijver was fast asleep in his office when she woke him. Nina looked different. Clean hair, neat and tidy, smart skirt, white blouse.


  ‘I seem to recall I asked you to get a shower. Smarten yourself up,’ she said.


  He’d been so exhausted when he got back he’d just gone straight to the computer, checked for messages, put his head on the desk and that was it. Schrijver glanced at the clock on the
  screen. It was almost six.


  ‘Any news?’ he asked.


  ‘She’s stable. They’re pissed off with you for picking a fight with Rob Sanders. We can still go back there when they let us but you’ve got to behave.’


  ‘I will,’ he mumbled.


  Jordi Hoogland opened the office door and stuck his head through. He’d done the rounds, he said. Caught up with some of the late orders. But because it was just him making the calls more
  than half the day’s stock still hadn’t been delivered.


  ‘I’ll freshen it up with the hose. They won’t know the difference.’


  ‘Chuck out anything that’s bad,’ Schrijver said automatically. ‘I don’t want people paying because I fouled up.’


  Hoogland frowned at that and said he’d spray the flowers anyway. They could talk in the morning. Then he went back into the warehouse and soon after they heard the sound of water, could
  smell it in the air along with the sweet scent of roses and jasmine.


  Schrijver got out of the chair, stretched, felt old and weary.


  ‘I don’t know why you keep him around,’ Nina said.


  ‘Because he works for peanuts. And that’s all I’ve got to pay people with these days.’


  ‘Do you trust him?’


  ‘With what?’


  ‘He’s got the run of this place, Bert. Money. Stock. Your computer.’ She hesitated. ‘Annie’s never liked him.’


  He threw up his arms in despair.


  ‘What is this? I can’t do everything.’


  She seemed to back down at that.


  ‘Go and get showered,’ she repeated. ‘Find some fresh clothes.’


  Thirty minutes later he came back to the office. Hoogland was still out in the warehouse, sweeping up, washing down the one van Schrijver had left.


  Nina was at the PC. He hadn’t bothered to lock it down. All the records were there. Sales and expenses. Nagging emails from the bank.


  ‘I hope you’re not paying him overtime,’ she said without looking up.


  ‘Couldn’t run this place without Jordi. Especially not now.’


  ‘Oh Christ, Bert.’ She pushed the mouse to one side and blanked out the screen. ‘I’ll come in and help out if you’ll let me.’


  Three generations of Schrijvers had sold flowers from this place. Now the castle was in its death throes. He’d realized that already, not that he’d told them. A woman from an estate
  agency was due round the following morning.


  ‘I can cope. I’ve got customers to think of.’


  ‘They’ll drop you like a stone if you keep screwing them around. And anyway,’ she gestured at the PC, ‘you’re not making anything out of them. I just went through
  the numbers. They’re worse than ever. This whole place is leaking money. Pretty soon . . .’


  ‘Hard times all round. For everyone.’


  She laughed and there was a cold and unsympathetic timbre to her voice that disappointed him.


  ‘Hard times? Do you actually walk around here with your eyes open? There are fancy hipster restaurants out there charging ten euros for a cocktail you and I have never even heard of.
  Foreigners with cafes selling fast food shit for more than I used to get for fresh kibbeling I’d cooked myself. It’s just hard times for people who are too dumb to move with
  them. Annie knew that.’


  ‘She never told me.’


  Beyond the door Hoogland started the industrial vacuum to sweep up the dust. Schrijver wanted to tell him to pack up, go back to the little studio he rented on the other side of the Albert Cuyp,
  do whatever he did of an evening. Sell dope. Steal. Rip off a few tourists. Everything away from the shop was his business.


  ‘What the hell happened to her?’ he wondered. ‘If that bastard Rob Sanders did this I swear to God I’ll kill him. Coming up to us in the hospital like that. Like he cares
  . . .’


  ‘How do you know he doesn’t?’


  ‘He . . . hit . . . her!’


  His voice had turned too loud. Jordi Hoogland opened the door, broom in hand and asked if everything was OK.


  ‘Everything’s fine,’ she said. ‘You should go home.’


  Hoogland was muscular, gruff, ugly. He didn’t like being told what to do, especially by a woman.


  ‘If Bert doesn’t need me—’


  ‘Go home,’ Schrijver said. ‘And thanks.’


  ‘I’ll be back in the morning.’ Hoogland glowered at her. ‘You just say what you need, Bert.’


  There was a tense silence for a while. Then they heard the sliding door to the warehouse open and close and she said, ‘No one knows what happens between two people. Not even themselves
  sometimes. We didn’t.’


  ‘I know I’m stupid. You don’t need to tell me. That bastard hit her. Him a nurse too . . .’


  She reached forward, took his hand and that silenced him.


  ‘No one knows, Bert. No one’s got the right to judge. Rob wouldn’t really harm her. He wouldn’t dream of it. I’m sure.’


  He wanted to ask the obvious question: how?


  But then his mobile rang. Only a handful of people ever called: customers, suppliers, the bank, Annie and Nina mainly. He had their numbers in the address book so he knew who it was before he
  answered.


  The phone didn’t recognize this one.


  ‘Is Mr Schrijver there?’ asked a woman who sounded busy, as if she’d rather be doing something else.


  ‘Speaking.’


  ‘It’s the hospital. We need you to come. And your wife too.’


  ‘What’s happened?’


  ‘There’s a change in your daughter’s condition.’


  ‘What kind of—?’


  ‘The doctors say you should come here straight away if you can. Both of you.’


  ‘If—’


  ‘It’s quicker if you go straight to intensive care reception. I’ll tell them you’re on your way.’


  Then she hung up. He looked at Nina. Her face was lined now and sometimes he thought she hated him. But she was still the woman he fell in love with when she served fried fish in the market,
  trying to ignore his pathetic attempts at courtship.


  Pity was the reason she went out with him in the first place. Then Annie came along by accident and with her a marriage that happened almost without thinking. The Schrijvers were big in the
  Albert Cuyp then. His father wasn’t having any bastards fouling up the line. If it hadn’t been for the pregnancy Nina would never have become his wife in the first place. She’d
  have dumped him and gone back to serving kibbeling, pretty face, white nylon coat, plenty of men, better, smarter, more handsome, begging for her hand. That knowledge, the certainty of his
  own inferior status, ate at him daily when they were together.


  ‘They want us,’ he said. ‘The hospital. They wouldn’t say why.’


  Night was falling over the river. Clear sky, faint moon, a stiff chill breeze running through the ragged trees. The sounds here were quite unlike those of the city. Somewhere
  in the hedges busy owls hunted, hooting. Along the banks wildfowl squawked. Cattle lowed in the adjoining fields. By the boat, beneath harsh floodlights, the team of forensic officers talked in low
  tones, lost in the tasks before them.


  This was their stage now. Vos and Bakker were spectators waiting on results. His mind had drifted to the houseboat and the Drie Vaten, to taking Sam for one last walk along the canal. He’d
  no idea when that would happen again. The terrier would stay with Sofia Albers for the duration. This case was going to be protracted, he felt, even if they managed to pull in the fugitive Jef
  Braat from wherever he’d fled.


  To his surprise he’d heard nothing from Jillian Chandra’s office at all. Or Dirk Van der Berg. This didn’t worry him. He had Bakker, quickly recovered from the shock of the
  swarm of insects that flocked to them as they broke into Braat’s barge. And as good a forensic team as he could have wanted: Schuurman and Aisha Refai at its head. There was blood on the
  sheets and walls. A tattoo machine and needles. The scene of crime people had almost whooped with joy when they saw how many promising prospects there were for DNA inside the wreck called the
  Sirene.


  Perhaps there would be answers. There ought to be, Vos knew. But something about this case bothered him, much as the Sleeping Beauty murders had four years before. Sometimes homicide refused to
  fit the templates. It could be like life itself, asymmetrical, unpredictable, reluctant to dance to the tunes the legal and investigative systems preferred. There were rough edges, dangling
  threads. Occasionally they were visible. More often they lurked unseen, nagging doubts in the back of an officer’s mind, chafing there for years however hard you tried to dismiss them.


  The media were carrying warnings about spiked drinks and advice for women to take care in nightclubs. It was a logical and understandable reaction to the possibility that one of the killers from
  the Sleeping Beauty case had now re-emerged, undetected over the years. Yet crimes carried their own watermarks, like fingerprints and DNA. And this was different. A man was dead, a young woman
  lucky to survive. Not dumped in the Amstel river in the hope they’d disappear but laid out almost for exhibition in Paradiso, the curious corner of Zorgvlied where one of the original
  murderers, Ruud Jonker, was buried in a colourful tomb.


  Odder still was his own involvement. The night before he’d been tempted into the discovery in Zorgvlied in an intricate and deliberate manner. Jillian Chandra, who’d never worked
  homicide in her career, could not comprehend this. But there was another story building here, one he had yet to begin to recognize.


  Bakker filled the empty hours by nagging forensic for information and, when that proved fruitless, calling back to Marnixstraat to chase for updates. Mostly Vos sat on a decrepit wooden bench
  seat by the path, watched and waited, taking in the shape of the boat’s interior, trying to imagine what might have happened.


  All the clues were there. A crumpled bed, not that there seemed any evidence of sex from the forensic sprays and lights and probes. There was violence though. The needles and the ink were used,
  just as they were four years before, a teasing line of text but only on an unidentified man.


  The logical narrative was that someone – Jef Braat, perhaps in concert with the unidentified man – had taken Annie Schrijver to the houseboat after spiking her drink. She was
  attacked, doped again and the second man murdered. The following evening a message had been left on Vos’s houseboat and Sam snatched from outside the Drie Vaten.


  After that . . . Rembrandtplein. Artis and the panda girl. Then Zorgvlied.


  But why? He hadn’t a clue and that offended him because the why mattered more than anything. It was the knowledge, the line that led from deed to doer. Understanding the train of that
  narrative eluded Vos entirely at that moment. A man had hoodwinked two young people, abused them, damaged them, killed one and left the other struggling for life. The obvious recourse was to dump
  their bodies somewhere distant. Instead he’d lured a police officer into the web, perhaps stolen his dog on a whim to reel him in. Run such unnecessary risks. Then fled.


  You’re a clumsy man, Vos.


  You miss things.


  The man’s spoken words were educational too. Loud and firm and confident they had rung out over the graves of Zorgvlied through the dark the night before, taunting him.


  Another day, Vos. You will hear from me again. That I promise.


  An educated voice.


  Someone nudged his shoulder. It was Bakker, phone in hand.


  ‘Anything?’ he asked.


  ‘They can’t find Braat anywhere. Artis don’t have any other address for him. Can’t find any relatives yet.’


  There was still no word on the identity of the dead man found with Annie Schrijver.


  ‘You may as well go home, Laura. We’ll pick this up in the morning. Bang your head against the wall for too long and it just ceases to work.’


  He tugged at his long hair, realized he did need a trip to the barber, and perhaps he’d been putting it off because Jillian Chandra had been scolding him on the subject. That thought
  prompted another puzzle: why had she not been nagging him now? Why so silent all of a sudden?


  ‘Have we heard anything from the commissaris?’


  ‘Not a squeak. Nice, isn’t it?’


  Vos phoned Van der Berg. He was in a bar somewhere. It sounded as if beer had been taken.


  ‘You got me sent off with a flea in my ear, Pieter. She really didn’t like you running round all over the place and never a word back on what you’re up to.’


  ‘We had good reason, for God’s sake. We found Braat’s place. Annie Schrijver and that man were here. I’ve got forensic. Chandra knows that.’


  ‘Yes but she wants to be told. By you. Directly. Don’t you get that?’ Van der Berg stopped for a swig. Vos could picture him. He’d seen this often enough. ‘Also
  you’re not the only one who can swan off on their own.’


  ‘What do you mean?’


  Van der Berg’s voice, normally so calm, rose in volume.


  ‘Jillian Chandra is the boss, remember? She calls the shots. When that call came in telling us to look for a van in the water she said she’d deal with it.’


  ‘And you didn’t think to tell me?’


  That was as close to a yell as Vos got. Aimed at someone who was much more than a colleague too.


  There was a long silence then Van der Berg said, ‘No. Sorry about that. She said you were obviously too busy to be disturbed. For once I did as I was told.’


  ‘Dirk—’


  ‘Don’t take this out on me. At least with De Groot we knew where we stood. To hell with it . . .’


  The line went dead. Vos swore and got through to Marnixstraat. A somewhat embarrassed night team officer came on the line. A uniform patrol had come across tyre tracks going into the Amstel two
  kilometres along the bank from where he now stood. Commissaris Chandra had taken control of the recovery herself.


  ‘No one told me,’ Vos pointed out.


  ‘I guess . . . well . . . that was up to her, wasn’t it? They’re waiting on a crane or something.’


  Another curse. Vos marched over, took Bakker’s arm and told her to requisition one of the forensic team’s vehicles.


  ‘Where are we going?’ she asked.


  There were more lights now in Braat’s houseboat, figures in white suits moving through the low interior like busy ghosts.


  ‘You’re going home. Leave this to me.’


  There were so many parked vehicles along the bank he had to leave the car by the road and walk the last few hundred metres to the river. Jillian Chandra was there in a dark
  coat, directing a team of people he barely knew. A small crane was dangling a lifting hook over the black water beneath tall floodlights, a set-up that must have taken a couple of hours to put into
  place.


  He told himself to stay calm, then walked into fray.


  ‘Fancy seeing you here,’ she said, glancing at him then turning back to watch the crane hook swing towards the river.


  ‘If I’d known—’


  ‘When I ask to be kept in the picture I expect it to happen.’


  In eighteen years he’d worked under four different heads of Marnixstraat. All Amsterdammers, officers who’d risen through the ranks and knew the ropes and the city around them. Each
  had his foibles and could, on occasion, turn awkward. None of them would have behaved like this. Jillian Chandra was making it up as she went along and didn’t mind who knew.


  ‘We’ve got the place where they were attacked. Braat’s boat.’


  ‘So I gather.’


  He looked round. There was no sign of any divers.


  ‘Have you sent anyone down to look inside the van?’


  She shrugged.


  ‘One of the uniform people came down here and saw the tracks.’ Two men in waders, the kind fishermen used, were guiding the hook towards its target. ‘We get it out and then we
  take a look.’


  ‘May we speak, Commissaris? Privately?’


  Beneath the fluorescent glare of the floods she looked at him, thought for a moment then said, ‘Of course.’


  They walked away from the bank and the mill of people there.


  ‘You should have sent divers down first.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘Because there may be something there we don’t want to disturb.’


  ‘I don’t think that’s likely, is it? You’ve found the man’s boat. I’ve got his van. We’ve checked the plate. It is registered to him. I’ve got
  Braat’s details circulated everywhere. Once we pick him up—’


  ‘You can’t run a case this way,’ Vos said and knew immediately he was in the wrong.


  ‘I can do what I like.’


  ‘If you want me to lead this investigation you mustn’t intervene like this. Without my agreement—’


  She stared at him.


  ‘I need your agreement?’


  ‘Without my knowledge, then. This is a complex matter. More so than we understand. If an investigation gets pulled in different directions . . .’


  ‘Complex?’ She looked amazed. ‘A stinking pervert you should have jailed four years ago gets out of jail and does exactly the same thing again? You call that
  complex?’


  ‘We don’t know for sure—’


  ‘I had Schuurman phone me from the boat. It’s clear what happened there. We’ve got this Braat creature nailed. You just have to find him. Any ideas on that front?’


  The officers in waders were struggling to attach the hook to something beneath the black water.


  ‘Not right now.’


  ‘Best come up with something in the morning. Eight o’clock. My office. You will be there.’


  ‘Divers,’ he said. ‘You always use divers. One step at a time. We need to be patient.’


  She laughed at him.


  ‘Patience? Is that what let this bastard skip free four years ago? When you—’


  ‘Commissaris,’ he said with some force. ‘I don’t know what happened four years ago. Not fully. And if I haven’t got a clue then neither have you.’


  In the harsh artificial light Chandra glared at him and asked, ‘How did you find out I was here?’


  ‘I asked control.’


  She was the kind of woman who was probably very good at spotting a lie.


  ‘It wasn’t Van der Berg who put you onto this, was it? I specifically ordered him not to.’


  ‘I said. It was control.’


  Another dry, humourless laugh at that.


  ‘God. You really are living in the past, aren’t you? The way things were once upon a time. Keep the people above you in the dark. Get on with it in your own sweet way. Just watch
  each other’s backs and everything will be fine. Because the fools upstairs will never know any better.’


  She leaned forward and prodded his shoulder with a stubby finger.


  ‘What century is this? Remind me.’


  ‘One where people get drugged and murdered and God knows what else. All in some foul little dump of a houseboat when no one’s looking.’ He was aware immediately he’d
  risen to her bait and didn’t mind. ‘Same as any other.’


  Chandra smiled, victorious.


  ‘Not for you, Vos. Not any longer. I hope you can find it in you to work with me. If not, I’ll sort out a little place for you in the provinces. You can take your ego there. Maybe
  look for lost dogs or something.’ A thought. It amused her. ‘You like dogs, don’t you? Got experience losing them too.’


  ‘Anything else, Commissaris?’


  She was on a roll and enjoying it.


  ‘People like you are what’s wrong with the service. You lack discipline. A sense of order. You’re blindly loyal to those who are close to you. And the rest of us . . . well, we
  don’t really count, do we?’ The finger came out and jabbed him once more. ‘I’m here to fix you or fire you. Never forget it. Now . . .’


  The crane engine kicked into life, sending up a scattering of noisy ducks from the rushes. Their wings flapped across the starry sky.


  Chandra left him and walked to the bank. The van was coming out of the river, water dripping out of its doors, pouring out of a shattered front window like blood from a freshly opened wound.


  Halfway through their argument he’d felt a buzz in his jacket pocket. The phone. A message.


  Another foreign number, impossible to trace he felt sure.


  Are you suffering yet, Vos? Has it begun?


  He typed an answer.


  I believe so. What do you want?


  There was a pause and he wondered for a second whether it might have been worth trying for a trace. But it was hard to imagine whoever was taunting him had left any pointers there.


  Then came the reply.


  What we all want. Fulfilment. Recognition. Joy.


  By the river someone started to yell for the crane to move.


  Hospitals.


  Bert Schrijver would never lose that picture of his parents dying slowly, hour by hour, in this self-same antiseptic complex, the air filled with that sickening clinical smell, the corridors
  echoing to the slow steps of nurses and doctors striding from ward to ward, never stopping to talk to patients or relatives any longer than was necessary.


  He couldn’t believe they’d actually managed to make the experience worse. Annie was locked away in the intensive care unit behind a set of double doors only the medical staff could
  open with their ID cards. The nurse who’d summoned them had gone home. The woman on reception wasn’t sure why they’d been called at all. When she tried to find out, quite
  half-heartedly, all she got was a blank.


  Intensive care was in the throes of an emergency. The medical staff were too busy to find out why he and Nina had been told to come to the hospital straight away. In the endless corridors and
  wards beyond the double doors it seemed someone was fighting for life. Perhaps, Bert Schrijver thought, losing the battle. And just maybe it was their daughter, that one bright light he had,
  smiling, happy Annie, the flower girl of the Albert Cuyp. The only precious gift left to him, so irreplaceable that a small, much-hated voice had whispered in his ear for ages: One day
  something dark and evil will snatch her from you and there’s nothing an idiot like you can do to stop it.


  In the corner an old woman, straggly grey hair, dishevelled clothing best suited for winter not September, sobbed loudly, rhythmically into a grubby handkerchief. Snatches of her words came to
  him from time to time. A man’s name. Thomas. Fragments of a whispered prayer to a god whose attention was surely oversubscribed hereabouts.


  After a while he couldn’t listen any more. So he left Nina, got a cup of water from the dispenser and sat alone by the toilet door, sipping at the drink, then stuffing his fists in his
  ears to keep out the racket.


  The cries of the living. The whirr of machines. The asthmatic breathing of the air conditioning. Hard footsteps on harder floors.


  Three times he’d tried to argue with the woman on reception, demanding to know what was happening. Three times he got knocked back, the last with a firm warning backed up by a wagging
  finger: Get any more aggressive and security will be round to kick you out for good this time.


  Angry, lost, ashamed at his impotence, Schrijver let his head fall between his hands, dripped some of the cold water against his cheeks hoping it would make him feel just the least bit
  alive.


  Cold liquid met skin. Then warm. He realized he was weeping and that made his head fall even further down and the half-full cup fall to the floor.


  A soft hand stroked his forehead. Nina was there retrieving the cup, wiping away the little puddle it had left. She sat next to him, moved her fingers from his thinning hair down to his hand and
  took it.


  ‘Bert. If we can’t learn how to wait we can’t be here. That’s what you do in hospitals.’


  All he needed was for Rob Sanders to walk in and his misery would be complete.


  ‘Why won’t they tell us?’


  ‘Maybe because Annie’s not the only one here. There might be . . .’ She glanced at the double doors. ‘Tens of them. Hundreds for all we know. Lot worse than how we saw
  her too. They’re busy. An emergency.’


  ‘And Annie’s not? What do they care?’


  ‘Of course they care,’ she said and the don’t-be-stupid tone in her voice was back. ‘It’s just all that sympathy gets shared around among lots of people. Patients
  and relatives like us. You can’t expect every last bit of it. That would be greedy and you’ve never been a greedy man.’


  The doors opened. Two nurses walked out, half-running, pushing some kind of a machine in front of them. Then came a man in a wheelchair, blue hospital gown around his skinny frame, a bottle of
  something on a pole by his shoulder, lines in his arm.


  Schrijver couldn’t stop himself staring at his face. Grey and bony, white whiskers against pockmarked skin. Marked by something else too. Fear and resignation.


  You’re dying, he thought. I know they say we all are. Right from the moment we’re born. But you’re dying here and now, second by second, breath by breath.
  Won’t ever set foot out of this place again. See the sunlight. Laugh and cry in the open air, somewhere green and cheerful.


  ‘Worst thing is,’ Nina added, watching the nurses, the ward orderly, and the sick man pass, ‘it all kicks off again tomorrow. Day in, day out. God knows how they deal with it.
  You get hard, I guess. Otherwise you’d never manage.’


  She sighed to herself then, to his astonishment, kissed him quickly on the cheek.


  ‘One other thing they’ll never say about Bert Schrijver. That you turned hard. Not in you, is it?’


  ‘Sure about that?’ he asked and regretted it in an instant. She pulled back from him and there was that look of regret, of self-loathing, on her face. Something they both could
  manage when they wanted.


  The door opened. The consultant they’d seen earlier bustled through dictating to a nurse scribbling on a pad by his side. The man barely saw them. Schrijver was up before Nina, standing in
  front of him, blocking his way.


  The doctor scowled at him then apologized.


  ‘Oh, right. The Schrijvers. I didn’t recognize you.’


  ‘Someone called. They said Annie’s condition changed. We’ve been sitting here hours.’


  ‘I’ll be in theatre if you need me,’ the nurse said and walked off.


  The consultant had dead eyes. He looked as if he hadn’t slept in days.


  ‘It all got hectic,’ he said, clearly trying to marshal his thoughts. ‘Coach crash out near Schiphol. Didn’t you hear the news?’


  ‘Had enough news of our own,’ Schrijver said.


  ‘They called about Annie,’ Nina repeated.


  He thought about this then nodded.


  ‘Right. Follow me.’


  Heart pumping, breath coming in short gasps, they went through the double doors.


  They never tell you out straight, Bert Schrijver thought. There’s always a roundabout route. Maybe they just don’t want to say it. Because that might steal away a little
  of their own lives too.


  They rounded a corner. Annie’s room was two doors along. A couple of nurses were bustling through, sheets in their arms, and straight away he told himself.


  Too late again, you useless bastard. Did nothing for her when she was alive. Couldn’t even make it into the room when she gasped out that last pained terrified breath.


  He was crying again and couldn’t help it, the warm thick salty tears running down his bristly cheeks.


  Schrijver stumbled into her room, heard the hated machines laughing at him in their tinny electronic tones.


  ‘Annie . . .’ Nina said by his side. ‘Oh, Annie. Darling . . .’


  She lay on the bed. Fewer wires and lines now, not so many bleeping machines.


  Eyes wide open, blue he remembered, not that he’d been able to recover that particular memory before. Her face was so pale it was hard to believe warm blood flushed her cheeks. Fair hair
  tousled and greasy, that silly sapphire streak in it.


  ‘Mum,’ Annie Schrijver said and started to weep. Careful to avoid the lines and cables, Nina approached and threw her arms around her daughter, held her as close and tight as she
  could.


  Bert Schrijver could only watch, lost for words at that moment as the consultant spoke calmly and clearly about how the worst was over. That perhaps as quickly as a day from now Annie would be
  free to go home.


  Home.


  Wherever that was. A dump by the Albert Cuyp full of flowers he’d been mentally ticking off for a funeral. The Schrijver castle, now teetering on the edge of bankruptcy. Or her
  mother’s little flat more likely.


  He’d failed her. Schrijver knew that, accepted it now, and that knowledge seemed to piss upon all the relief and joy he felt that she still lived.


  ‘What happened?’ he asked.


  The words just came out. As soon as they did he knew Nina would turn on him with that familiar, accusatory look.


  ‘I’m sorry, Dad,’ she whispered. ‘I’m so . . .’


  The two of them were blubbing, more than he’d ever seen since Annie’s grandparents passed away.


  He sat on the edge of the bed and took her hand. The consultant said something none of them heard and left.


  Schrijver squeezed his daughter’s fingers. There were marks still there, the little cuts she got from handling thorny rose stems. Stigmata were all he’d given her over the years.


  ‘What . . . ?’ he began and could think of nothing else.


  ‘Not now,’ Nina told him as the three of them came close on the hard white cotton sheets, amidst the electronic drone of the machines above the bed.


  Maybe never, he thought. Perhaps it was the best, the kindest way.


  Vos watched the van swing above the river leaking filthy water as it travelled to the bank. Jillian Chandra was in charge. He’d no desire to start a public fight with
  her. No wish to do anything except get to the bottom of the strange sequence of events that had begun with Sam’s disappearance the night before. Which meant going back to the Sleeping Beauty
  case. He hadn’t managed to get to the bottom of that four years before. If he was honest with himself, he’d known it all along.


  That also meant undertaking the delicate task of renewing his acquaintance with Marly Kloosterman, the doctor in the prison hospital. An interview with Vincent de Graaf, now her patient, was
  called for. De Graaf had asked for it. Time to give him what he wanted.


  The men working the crane were starting to yell for the van to come down. Vos had seen countless vehicles recovered from the drink. Canals usually. It was a tricky task, dangerous sometimes.
  Best left to the experts. Not that Commissaris Chandra would have agreed. She was running Marnixstraat. She knew best.


  The crane chugged and heaved. He’d watch this all the way through then return to the Drie Vaten, sink a couple of beers, talk to Sofia Albers and try to remember what the real world was
  like.


  ‘Bring it down to the ground now,’ one of the recovery team yelled.


  A sturdy man, someone Vos recognized from occasions like this in the past. The waders that reached up to his beefy chest were drenched and covered in weed. Putting a tentative hand to the
  van’s rear nearside wheel he turned and asked Chandra to move back from the area they were going to use to land it.


  She did, reluctantly accepting there were a few things here beyond her. At that moment Vos felt a twinge of sympathy. There’d been a common refrain in Marnixstraat since she’d
  arrived, one he quashed whenever he heard it. A whisper that said it was only gender and foreign blood that made a woman like her rise so rapidly through the ranks, buoyed by a fashionable tide of
  political correctness.


  All of which might be true. Still, it didn’t lessen the difficulty of being both female and from an immigrant background. Life must have been tough for Jillian Chandra when she was
  starting out. She’d never acknowledge the fact, or that it had shaped her. Or, and this had only just occurred to him, that it left scars, something brittle, almost fragile, behind the steely
  facade of which she made such a visible show.


  The van landed on the muddy grass with a crash. Chandra didn’t wait before moving towards it, pulling on a pair of latex gloves.


  ‘Oh, for God’s sake,’ Vos murmured. ‘Please . . .’


  He dashed over, determined to stop one more breach of protocol. Forensic were always first to deal with evidence like this. They knew what they were doing. The rest stood back.


  ‘Commissaris,’ he said, trying to reach out and stop her as she approached the door. ‘You have to leave the entry to—’


  ‘Don’t tell me what to do!’ she said out loud, determined everyone around would hear.


  Fine, he thought and stood back to watch her anyway.


  It was an old Renault. White once, now covered in river mud and weed, the nose dented, front windscreen shattered. Water still stood halfway up the side window, kept in by the closed door.


  He saw something there and checked himself.


  ‘I’d really advise . . .’


  Chandra wasn’t listening. Watched by the shocked forensic officers she grabbed hold of the driver’s door handle, jerked on it, got nowhere, jerked hard again and then it began to
  move.


  She briefly turned to grin at him, triumphant.


  Grubby water tumbled out around her knees. Before she could step back something flopped sideways out of the van, fell against her legs, hanging there, half held by a failed seat belt. A long
  shape, that of a man, naked from the waist up.


  Dead eyes staring, dead mouth grinning, teeth yellow and broken, biting on slimy green weed.


  Jillian Chandra started screaming, a long, high frightened yowl quite unlike her usual breathy tenor. She stumbled away, shrieking at the corpse as a pair of dead arms slipped out from beneath
  the belt and flapped at her face and neck. One of the uniforms raced up and fought with the body, releasing it from the van. It dropped to the damp ground with a sudden thud. Chandra was fleeing
  through the band of forensic officers who’d automatically come to crowd forward, peering at what she’d found.


  ‘Their job,’ Vos told himself. ‘Not ours.’


  Scene of crime people were always curious, never daunted. Experience did that to you and experience – of the city, the dark world around her – was something the new commissaris so
  visibly lacked.


  Since the rules of conduct had vanished Vos joined them, down on his knees by the side of the body.


  A well-built man of middle age. It looked as if something, a pike, a wandering zander, had nibbled at his lips and eyes, taken a bite out of his shoulder. The last wound wasn’t far from
  the butterfly tattoo that ran across most of the right side of his neck. Above was a face that, even in death, seemed easily recognizable from the photo Bakker had shown him.


  There were scratches on his right shoulder and they had to be important. On Annie Schrijver, nothing. This man . . .


  Vos pushed forward and saw.


  Sleep Baby Sleep.


  He stood up, took out his phone and got through to control.


  ‘You can call off the search for Jef Braat.’


  ‘You’ve found him?’ asked the woman at the other end.


  Jillian Chandra sat on the muddy grass, hands to her mouth, shaking.


  ‘I believe we have,’ he said.


  


  THREE


  He got in the office early, determined to be on time. It was no surprise Laura Bakker was there already but he hadn’t expected to see Van der Berg an hour before the
  shift was due to begin.


  ‘Everything OK, Dirk?’


  Van der Berg was in a creased dark pinstripe suit that had seen better days. His eyes were a touch bloodshot. Perhaps it had been a long night.


  ‘Wonderful.’


  There was something odd by his computer. A bush hat. One that looked familiar.


  ‘Where did you get that?’


  The thing was dark brown, broad-brimmed and made of suede.


  ‘It looks stupid,’ Bakker chipped in from the adjoining desk. ‘By the way . . . the summons is off. That posh bloke she brought with her from Zoetermeer. The PR man. Den
  Hartog. He came in to say she’s called a press conference at nine thirty. First off he’s got her doing some preparation. Then a couple of TV interviews.’ She screwed up her nose,
  thinking. ‘Never been stood up by a commissaris going into make-up before. Den Hartog says we’re going to have camera crews wandering round the office for a while so we’re
  supposed to be on our best behaviour. I don’t know what he thought we’d be doing. Pole dancing?’


  A shifty look on Van der Berg’s face suggested he knew this already.


  ‘A press conference?’ Vos asked. ‘About what?’


  Van der Berg smiled a quick, sardonic smile and said, ‘Sleeping Beauty case put to bed. First trophy on the wall. Best not argue. Pointless.’


  ‘Sounds like it’s good news all round,’ Bakker added. ‘Annie Schrijver’s come round in hospital. She’s lucky. No long-term damage. They’ll probably
  allow her home soon.’


  There was a bustle at the door. Outside the office a cameraman was filming Jillian Chandra walking down the corridor beaming broadly in a uniform so pressed, the buttons shining like little
  silver beacons, it had to be brand new.


  ‘Whole thing didn’t turn out so bad in the end,’ Bakker went on. ‘She’s OK. Sam’s fine. That sick bastard who got away four years ago is out of our hair for
  good and . . .’


  ‘There’s a corpse in the basement,’ Vos pointed out. ‘A murder victim. We don’t have a clue who he is. Unless something’s happened I haven’t been told
  about.’


  Silence then.


  ‘Has it?’


  Van der Berg went back to squinting at his screen. Bakker shrugged.


  ‘The hat, Dirk?’


  Vos waited until the truth came out. Found underneath a table outside the Drie Vaten two nights before, just after Sam had been snatched.


  ‘I asked in the bar,’ he explained. ‘I told Sofia. If anyone came back to claim the thing I’d happily hand it over. But—’ He glared briefly at Bakker.
  ‘I like it.’


  Vos reached into the drawer and pulled out a large evidence bag. Then, very gingerly, he picked up the crown between pinched fingers and dropped the hat inside.


  ‘Is there a DNA record anywhere with your name on it?’


  ‘What?’


  ‘This looks like the hat he was wearing. The man who took Sam. Who lured me all the way to Zorgvlied. Two bodies there and a can of petrol.’


  Bakker laughed. ‘Jef Braat left it there? Oh, come on. That can’t be right. It’s just a coincidence, Pieter.’


  ‘Take this down to forensic,’ Vos told Van der Berg. ‘Get yourself swabbed. Ask them if they can find someone else’s DNA on the thing. Start with the sweatband. Maybe
  we’ll get lucky.’


  ‘If you’d mentioned we were looking for a hat . . .’


  The two men had worked together for almost two decades with barely an argument along the way. Now there was a distinct chill between them.


  ‘I sent a team down to the Drie Vaten to see if anyone remembered the man. They might have found it.’


  ‘I didn’t know! Like Laura says. It’s probably not his anyway.’


  Vos picked up the bag with the hat in it.


  ‘Take this downstairs. You know what to ask for.’


  Van der Berg grunted something then grabbed it and headed for the stairs.


  ‘You didn’t need to talk to him like that,’ Bakker said.


  ‘Like what?’


  ‘Like . . . he’s in the wrong. If no one told him you were looking for stuff down there . . .’


  ‘Why’s everyone so touchy today?’


  ‘We weren’t until you turned up.’


  He ignored that crack and started to read some of the overnight reports. News of Annie Schrijver’s recovery. The night team had taken a brief and remarkably uninformative statement from
  her in hospital. She said a man who’d bought flowers in the market had invited her out for a drink somewhere in the centre. She’d no idea who he was. Couldn’t even remember a
  first name. Or much about the bar either. Some time later she’d been woken in the back of a van and told to talk to her father. By a man wearing an animal mask. A dog or a wolf. After that
  she’d passed out again and knew nothing until she came to in the hospital. The interview had ended early at the insistence of the medical team.


  There were no missing person reports that matched the cadaver still lying without a name tag in the morgue. But Braat’s houseboat was gradually coughing up evidence. The place contained
  weed and cocaine alongside scores of butterfly chrysalises seemingly stolen from Artis. And a recently used portable tattoo kit. Clean of prints but there were traces of blood and ink.


  The forensic nurse who’d visited Annie in hospital had found none of the usual evidence of violent assault. There was no sign yet of sexual activity anywhere in the boat. The
  victim’s clothes were missing which meant they had none of the usual sources of DNA.


  Braat’s movements before his death remained a mystery. No one had seen him since he’d briefly turned up at the Amstelpark making excuses to the owner of the butterfly pavilion being
  built there.


  Cases often ended messily, with partial solutions and awkward questions left unanswered. This one didn’t feel it had attained even that status yet. Yet Jillian Chandra had decided it was
  over bar the details. That much was obvious from a quick look at the web. The news services were running stories already, ones that could only have come from her pet PR man Den Hartog. They’d
  dug up the cuttings on the Sleeping Beauty case and declared that the team involved four years before had failed to close it properly.


  The media were predicting the police would soon name a third murderer, an Amsterdammer who’d escaped the earlier investigation and gone on to kill again. One victim, an unidentified male,
  had died already. A young woman from De Pijp had narrowly escaped with her life.


  Bakker came and sat by his side as he read.


  ‘Where do they get this stuff?’ she asked. ‘Do they just make it up?’


  The report said that, under pressure from the new commissaris, the Sleeping Beauty case had been reopened and seemingly resolved. The perpetrator was a recently released sexual offender who had
  been missed by the earlier investigation. His body had been recovered from the Amstel by a team led by the commissaris herself the night before. Suicide, the reports were hinting.


  ‘Sometimes,’ he said.


  There was a sound beyond the door. Chandra was walking into the far side of the office, being filmed all the way by the crew.


  ‘Please get me out of here,’ Bakker begged. ‘I don’t want my picture on the TV. My nan will be on the phone straight off wondering why I’m not wearing a nice
  dress.’


  Van der Berg nodded at the two of them as he came back in then sat down in front of his PC without a word.


  ‘The morgue,’ Vos said. ‘After that . . .’


  He walked up to Van der Berg and put a friendly hand on his shoulder.


  ‘Laura and I are going to Bijlmerbajes.’


  A pause, a nod, a sly glance then, ‘Oh yes. The prison hospital. I remember now. Is that doctor there still sweet on you?’


  Bakker said gleefully, ‘Ooh. Gossip. Do tell.’


  ‘Nothing to tell,’ Vos said, aware he might be blushing. ‘I want to talk to De Graaf. He asked for us. Besides . . . I don’t think Laura’s ever been inside the
  jail. Have you?’


  ‘Always a first time. This doctor—’


  ‘No one’s sweet on me,’ Vos snapped.


  They went quiet at that until Bakker said, ‘Perhaps we ought to have another go at talking to Annie Schrijver. That statement says so little. She has to remember more.’


  ‘Maybe,’ Vos agreed.


  Bijlmerbajes wasn’t far from the hospital in the Zuidas. Any more than Zorgvlied, the Amstelpark, the river. It was as if everything was happening in a specific defined area. Like a
  village. That in itself was interesting.


  Marly Kloosterman, who ran the medical unit, was interesting too. A bright, practical, attractive woman who’d briefly skirted his life. They’d met at one of the social evenings the
  prison organized with the police from time to time. It wasn’t long after he returned to the job. Life seemed complicated enough. He wasn’t ready for a relationship and in his own inept
  way he’d tried to tell her that before anything got too serious.


  Van der Berg still didn’t look happy.


  ‘This is all very well. But you ought to clear it with the commissaris first. She specifically asked me to tell you. No more surprises. No more . . .’ He looked up, trying to recall
  something. ‘What were her exact words? Oh yes. We don’t fly solo any more.’


  Across the room Jillian Chandra swept through the office with an imperious smile on her face, followed by the TV people.


  ‘She’s busy,’ Vos said. ‘You tell her.’


  Schrijver slept in the office next to the desk. There was no other room left in what remained of the castle. A single bed, a hard mattress. Usually the early morning market
  traffic woke him but not today. He was starting to rouse, still half-dressed from the night before, when Jordi Hoogland rapped his knuckles on the desk.


  ‘You’ve got a visitor.’


  He tried to shake himself awake, head full of confused, dazed memories. Relief that was somehow tainted with pain. For a moment he doubted himself. Was it really true Annie would be fine? The
  doctors had allowed them so little time with her. She was too tired, they said. But they still ushered the two of them out and let in the police.


  They’d hung around until three, waiting in a private room for someone to allow them back to their daughter’s bedside. It never happened. A sympathetic officer gave them a lift back
  to De Pijp. An odd journey, next to his ex-wife, both of them too drained to speak.


  Then he’d fallen on the single bed and tumbled into a black enveloping sleep.


  He signalled to Hoogland to wait for a moment, got up, stiff and aching, found his phone on the desk.


  There was a message from Nina. Annie was still resting. The doctors thought it best she had no visitors for a while. They were carrying out more tests. The prospects looked good but they wanted
  to be sure.


  Hoogland remained at the door, leaning on the frame, burly arms crossed. Black leather jacket, black jeans, black T-shirt. Grey hair drooping down his back in the usual greasy ponytail.


  ‘I grabbed one of the immigrants from the market to help out. Afghan kid been hanging round asking for work. Says he knows flowers. He’s hasn’t got a licence to drive but he
  can man the stall. I’ll do the rounds. You OK with that?’


  ‘Can you trust him?’


  Hoogland snorted.


  ‘He’s dead if he screws with me. Knows it too.’


  Fine then, Schrijver said, and asked who the visitor was.


  Hoogland’s wrinkled, unshaven face creased in a frown.


  ‘Says she’s from the estate agents round the corner. You made an appointment.’


  ‘Right.’


  ‘Anything I should know about?’


  No, Schrijver told him. Then asked for a few minutes to get ready.


  When he came out, shaved, washed, new clothes that were old, she was looking at the pile of previous day’s flowers the way people did sometimes.


  That’s not fresh. Who do you think you’re fooling?


  He could almost hear her say it.


  A smart woman in a pristine navy blue suit, she came over and gave him a business card: Lies Poelman from the agency he’d walked into the week before. Big office. Lots of fancy places in
  the window. They’d said the going rate for apartments in the area was around five thousand a square metre. Schrijver had come back and tried to estimate the size of the remaining ground floor
  space left over from the castle. It must have been more than seven hundred with the yard, the bare warehousing, the office, the boxed-in storeroom that was now Annie’s. Then the shopfront on
  the market.


  Even though it was a dump it surely ought to be worth two million or more. The bank had a charge against the property for the debts the business had run up. It was the only way he could keep
  afloat. Schrijver hadn’t looked too hard at those numbers of late but the debt probably amounted to somewhere north of two hundred thousand. Even so there ought to be enough money to get out
  of the market, split the proceeds with Nina, then give his half to Annie. She could buy a nice little flat somewhere close by, find a proper job. De Pijp was her home. His too, but he could throw
  himself on the mercy of the city and go wherever they wanted to put him.


  ‘You told us you had a property to sell,’ the Poelman woman said, sounding a little puzzled.


  He gestured at the scruffy warehouse full of fading flowers. The smell wasn’t too good. Strong perfume, rotting foliage.


  ‘This is it. The yard. The shop the other side of that.’


  She gazed at him, mouth half-open. Lots of lipstick and very white teeth.


  ‘These are commercial premises. Do you have permission for residential use?’


  ‘What?’ He didn’t understand. ‘It’s mine. We live here. Been in my family for years. The people upstairs bought those places off us.’


  ‘Who handled the sale?’


  ‘Some agent.’ Who swindled me, Schrijver nearly said. That man had rattled on about permissions and change of use too, then battered him down on the price. ‘They said in the
  office you get five thousand a square metre round here. God knows what idiot would pay that . . .’


  ‘For apartments. Legal. Converted. Modern heating. Fitted kitchens. Bathrooms. Rain showers.’ She gestured at the sliding wooden door. ‘Views.’


  ‘The shop at the front’s got a view. I’ll show you.’


  They crossed the grubby courtyard. There was a dead pigeon by the drain. She stepped away from it then walked into the part that looked out onto the Albert Cuyp. Jordi Hoogland was behind the
  stall they set up each day, talking to a foreign kid amidst the buckets of tulips and lilies.


  ‘This could be a nice place for someone,’ he suggested.


  ‘A view of the market.’ She laughed. ‘I have to say . . . it’s not something we get asked for much.’


  She pointed to a bar that had opened down the street. A new place for the new crowd. Cocktails and burgers. He’d never been in. Never thought about it. He slept on the other side of the
  building and didn’t go near the shop till the morning.


  ‘You know the Mariposa?’


  ‘What?’


  ‘The cocktail joint. Really popular.’


  He cursed himself for not looking there the night Annie went missing.


  ‘Not with me.’


  ‘Right. Not with you. They’re open till three in the morning some nights. You’d need to be deaf to live here. This place is a shop. Nothing else.’


  ‘If it fetches more that way . . .’


  She shook her head, walked back into the courtyard and looked around. There was nothing there but grey grubby walls, mostly belonging to people he didn’t even know.


  ‘Would you want to carry out the conversion yourself?’ she asked and looked as if she knew the answer.


  ‘How much?’


  He loathed these people. They could size up something, anything, and turn it into money in their heads.


  ‘The place at the front needs refitting even for commercial use. Proper heating for one thing. They’ll make you put in a toilet and basin. The back?’ She scowled. ‘The
  thing is . . . people want windows. Maybe you could get two places out of it. At a push three.’


  ‘What about here? The yard?’


  ‘The yard’s a place for dead pigeons. Share it between the apartments. Or hand it over to the biggest. Won’t make any difference to the price.’


  ‘How much?’ he repeated.


  That wince again and she said, ‘Permission, plans, architect, builders, materials. Big job. Got to be two fifty up. Four if you want it premium. Not that I’d go for premium. Lipstick
  on a pig as they say.’


  ‘I’m handy. I can manage.’


  She looked straight at him.


  ‘We don’t handle do-it-yourself, Mr Schrijver. Besides, the city will want major work like this signed off. Electricians. Plumbing. Plans. Proper architect ones. You can’t
  bring in your drinking mates and let them scrawl something on a beer mat.’


  He was struggling to imagine how he might make this happen.


  ‘I’d need to raise that money before I started?’


  ‘Would you work for someone who wasn’t going to pay you till he’d sold the place? You could always take out a loan set against the property.’


  Debt. That was the answer they offered for everything. He was drowning in it already, every penny willingly given with a smile. Schrijver took a deep breath and asked, ‘How much would I
  get for them? Finished? All of them?’


  There was a deliberate and professional pause. Then she said, ‘The front wouldn’t go for much. Market retail. It’s not big enough for a restaurant or a bar. If you’re
  lucky two fifty. If we got two units out of the storeroom about the same, maybe a bit more. Squeeze in a third and perhaps I could get the whole deal up to about seven or eight hundred. I
  can’t guarantee that of course.’


  Numbers usually foxed him but not these. He’d lazily counted in the yard and thought the whole block was worth two million. On what she was saying he’d be lucky to clear a fraction
  of that. After selling costs and bank debts there’d be barely three hundred thousand to split between them.


  ‘I need to share this with my ex-wife. My daughter. She lives here right now. I’d hoped she’d buy herself a place close by. If she had maybe two hundred . . .’


  ‘You might find a little studio. There are better deals if she’s willing to move further out. Some real bargains in the north.’


  ‘This is her home. Where she grew up. She shouldn’t have to live in a shoebox.’


  The estate agent shrugged and looked around her as if to say: She’s putting up with this dump, isn’t she?


  It was a pipe dream anyway. He’d no idea how he could raise the money to convert the place. Or supervise the work without getting ripped off.


  Hoogland had come back in from the street and was lighting a cigarette on the other side of the yard, juggling the keys to the van. The young, dark-skinned man he’d found, the Afghan,
  Schrijver presumed, was working the stall now.


  ‘Sorry I wasted your time. I need to get to work. Got to see someone in hospital soon.’


  The woman didn’t move. He knew what that meant. There was an offer coming.


  ‘Your other option is to sell up lock, stock and barrel to a developer. Let them take the risk on planning. Pick up all the hassle and the bills.’


  ‘How much?’


  She suddenly looked interested.


  ‘Actually now I think about it there is someone on the books who’s been looking for an opportunity round here. A Chinese investor. It’s a lot rougher than they wanted but
  they’ve got ready cash. You’d need to move quickly. They don’t like hanging about.’


  ‘How much?’


  She smiled at that in a way that told him she’d been angling towards this moment all along.


  ‘They’re new to the market. Still a touch . . . naive. What if I could get them up to half a million? Quick and easy money. Probably as much as you’d make doing it yourself
  anyway. Without the pain.’


  ‘Without the pain,’ he murmured.


  ‘Your choice.’ She looked round the scruffy yard. ‘Buildings are funny. They always carry memories with them. But you can’t live off memories, can you? Best pass these
  old bricks on to someone else to find their own.’


  ‘Five fifty,’ he said and knew straight off it should have been more.


  ‘Let me see what I can do. If I get an offer in a matter of days will you settle it swiftly? There are no . . . impediments? Nothing I need know about?’


  ‘He can have it tomorrow if he comes up with the money.’


  ‘It’s a woman actually.’


  ‘I don’t care who the hell it is.’


  Already he could picture the end of the business. More than half a century of the Schrijvers selling flowers gone for good, all because he wasn’t up to the job his father and grandfather
  had managed without a second thought. There’d be people picking over the pallets and the crappy office furniture seeing if there was anything they wanted. New locks, the smell of fresh paint,
  not tulips, lilies and roses. He’d be loath to walk through the market after that. It hurt just to think about it.


  The woman rattled off some commercial details, commission and other charges, not that he listened. Then she left by the shopfront, stopping to buy something from the kid on the stall.


  Schrijver watched, interested. She was smiling for the first time, had her purse out, looked more engaged than she had for a single moment with him.


  Schuurman was back in the morgue after a night spent out by the Amstel. He was a dapper middle-aged man of studied manners, little humour and precise language. Long hours never
  seemed to dim his determination. Vos liked him. Laura Bakker feared him a little. But so did most of Marnixstraat.


  The resting place for the dead lay in the station basement and possessed an atmosphere of its own: cold, chemical, noisy with the racket of old air conditioning and the beep of many machines.
  Vos found there were usually answers here, if only one could frame the right question.


  Aisha Refai was tapping at a keyboard as the two of them approached.


  ‘I can’t tell you yet,’ Schuurman said without looking up. ‘There’s no guarantee I’ll be able to next week. Or ever.’


  This was the game and it had to be played.


  ‘I don’t recall asking a question,’ Vos pointed out.


  The pathologist looked up and raised a bushy eyebrow.


  ‘But you will. And knowing you it will always be an impossible one.’


  ‘Sorry.’ Vos bent over the PC to see what Aisha was entering there. ‘I don’t suppose you have a time of death for our friend Braat? Or is that too difficult?’


  The young forensic officer showed him a photo. A watch, stopped at five to midnight on Tuesday.


  ‘Very cheap timepiece, the kind you’d buy for five euros down the market. The case leaked. Seems pretty obvious it stopped when he went into the Amstel.’


  ‘Obvious,’ Vos agreed.


  ‘And then he drowned?’ Bakker asked.


  ‘And then he drowned,’ Schuurman agreed.


  ‘Any sign of sexual activity?’ Vos wondered.


  Schuurman wouldn’t commit to an answer on that. Still, they knew Annie Schrijver and the unidentified victim had been in his boat. The man’s blood was on the sheets and walls in
  quantity, hers in smaller amounts. Braat’s too, as if there’d been a fight. There was physical evidence both victims had been in the back of his van. Vos was beginning to understand why
  Jillian Chandra, anxious as she was for answers, felt she’d found her man.


  ‘Why would you kidnap two people, kill one, then commit suicide?’ Bakker asked.


  ‘I deal in facts. Not interpretation,’ Schuurman replied without looking up from the desk.


  ‘What else?’ Vos wondered.


  ‘What else do you want to know?’


  ‘Did he have GHB in his blood?’


  ‘Traces,’ Aisha said. ‘Very small traces.’


  Laura Bakker was going through some of the photos on her desk. A crumpled corpse on muddy grass, illuminated by floodlights. An old van dripping water.


  ‘What does that mean?’ she asked.


  ‘It means he had traces of GHB in his bloodstream at the point we checked,’ Schuurman replied with mock patience.


  A short lecture followed. The drug never stayed long in the body. Especially one that had been sitting in the murky waters of the Amstel river for more than a day.


  ‘So there’s no way of estimating what kind of state he was in when he went into the water?’ Vos asked.


  Schuurman nodded.


  ‘None. He might have taken a small dose to . . . enhance his fun. If indeed there was fun. A bit more to help him sleep.’ He had a craggy, academic face. It was turned on both of
  them. ‘The question you really want to ask is one I wish I could answer. Was he conscious when he went into the water or doped like the Schrijver woman and the others from four years ago? I
  can’t tell you. Sorry.’


  ‘The commissaris felt sure he killed himself,’ Bakker pointed out.


  Schuurman gazed at her and said simply, ‘Such are the prerogatives of power. May we return to our work now? If we know more you’ll hear it.’


  Then he went back to his notes.


  Bakker kept shuffling through the photos from the previous night. Vos picked up a couple too, looked at them then announced it was time to leave.


  Out in the car park they picked up a pool Volvo. She could drive, he said. It was a bright morning, sunny and still unusually warm. TV vans were lined up all around the station. Bakker had to
  bark at one to let them out.


  ‘You saw something,’ she said as they turned into the heavy traffic along Marnixstraat.


  ‘Did I?’


  ‘Yes. You did. And I didn’t. Care to tell me?’


  It was easy for him. He’d been there the previous night when the van had come out of the water. The vehicle was old. But it still had airbags. He’d checked the make and year when he
  got home. Neither of them had blown. So the van had gone slowly into the water, with no real impact.


  Maybe people killed themselves that way. Especially if they were drowsy with GHB.


  ‘When Chandra opened the door I was there. Braat was wearing a seat belt. One of the uniforms popped it open after she started screaming blue murder. It was dark. People were panicky.
  Maybe it was just an automatic reaction. Get the man off her. Next thing you know he’s on the grass. Very dead.’


  A tram loomed up ahead of them. Vos leaned over and gently turned the wheel to ease them away from it. Laura Bakker still struggled with city traffic from time to time.


  He waited. She was thinking and that was what he wanted.


  ‘Who puts on a seat belt to kill themselves?’ she wondered.


  ‘Someone’s who’s doped up? Running on automatic? Not thinking straight?’ He recalled Van der Berg and the discovery that morning. ‘Someone who forgets his
  hat?’


  A young man on a bike wobbled in front of them. A tourist. Bakker wound down the window and yelled at him.


  ‘So Jef Braat got strapped into the driver’s seat doped up then someone pushed his van into the water?’ she asked when the chastised cyclist rode past.


  ‘That would appear to be one possibility.’ He pointed out another oncoming tram. Her fingers stiffened on the wheel. ‘Though it seems Commissaris Chandra has other notions. As
  she’s about to tell the world.’


  ‘Oh dear,’ Bakker said. ‘That is a shame.’


  The foreigner Hoogland had picked up from the market had scribbled out a sign and stuck it to the front of the stall: bouquets made up on the spot for five, ten, fifteen or
  twenty euros. In all the years Schrijver had worked the flower trade they’d never done that. Bouquets had to be ordered or bought ready-made. If you just turned up, you got flowers out of the
  buckets or what was there already.


  The young man had a pleasant, soft and gentle foreign voice. Schrijver listened as he upped the estate agent from the five-euro bunch to ten then whipped together a pretty little bouquet so
  quickly he could only have done this before.


  The flowers on their own were worth maybe half that. But put together neatly . . . she seemed happy enough.


  When she wandered off Schrijver walked outside and introduced himself. The kid wasn’t a kid really. He looked early twenties, maybe more close up. Skinny, smiling, but with the dark, weary
  eyes a lot of the recent immigrants had.


  ‘I’m Bert,’ he said, holding out his hand. ‘Thanks for helping out.’


  He had hard hands, leathery from labour, and said his name was Adnan.


  ‘You’re from Afghanistan?’


  He laughed at that.


  ‘No, sir. Syria.’


  ‘Sorry.’


  ‘No need to be sorry. You give me work. I’m glad of that.’


  His father had run a florist’s shop in Aleppo, lived above the place, he said. A bomb took it out during the war, his parents with it. Schrijver glanced back at the building behind him. In
  some ways he’d been lucky, he guessed.


  The Syrian pointed to the sign he’d made about the bouquets, asking if it was OK.


  ‘You do what you want, Adnan. If it shifts flowers it’s fine with me.’


  Then he ambled back inside and moved a few empty boxes into the yard. Hoogland stopped loading the van and came out. He didn’t look happy.


  ‘That kid’s from Syria,’ Schrijver told him. ‘Not where you said.’


  ‘So what?’


  ‘So he knows flowers. If he can pay his way, I’ll keep him while Annie’s away.’


  ‘Fucking hell,’ Hoogland snapped. ‘I’m having to work alongside a rag head now, am I?’


  He was casual, not even on the books. Paid in cash the way he wanted.


  ‘You can do what you want, Jordi. You found him. If he makes my life easier—’


  ‘That why you’re selling the place?’ Hoogland nodded at the building. ‘Giving up? Too hard for you?’


  ‘I didn’t realize it was any of your business.’


  ‘Been working here off and on forever.’


  ‘Plenty of other people who’ll have you.’ He looked Hoogland in the eye. This was something he should have said years ago. ‘Just keep your hands out of the till. They
  might not be as forgiving as me.’


  That brought a bitter scowl.


  ‘True. But if you weren’t so desperate you wouldn’t have let me, would you? And if you paid proper wages I wouldn’t need to.’


  This moment of frankness between them felt strange, unwanted. They were friends of a kind. Or rather men who’d grown up together and never quite escaped each other’s company.
  Different in many ways, Schrijver with his scruffy work clothes, Hoogland with the thuggish black leather and ponytail, the look he’d affected as a teenager, one that was ridiculous now. It
  had worked with the women once. But that was long ago.


  ‘I don’t have time for this shit,’ Schrijver said. ‘The hospital’s going to want us back.’


  This time he’d try to keep a handle on his temper. Whether Rob Sanders showed up or not.


  Hoogland came and stood in his way. He was just a touch shorter than Schrijver but beefy, strong like all the market porters.


  ‘You’re doing all this for that girl of yours, aren’t you?’


  ‘Maybe. Some of it.’


  Hoogland looked around, nervous suddenly.


  ‘Do you think she’s worth it, Bert?’


  ‘What . . . ?’


  The remark, said in half a whisper, was so strange, so unexpected, he couldn’t even get angry.


  ‘Do you think she’d do the same for you?’


  Schrijver pushed him away and walked outside. The market was getting busy. A tall man with a ridiculously coiffured beard was at the front of the bar called Mariposa chalking up specials for the
  day. Cocktails or food maybe. The names were so foreign Schrijver had no idea.


  To his astonishment there was a small crowd around the flower stall. The Syrian was running up a bouquet for a bunch of women tourists wearing matching T-shirts for a hen party. He was a
  good-looking kid. Nice smile even though there must have been more pain packed into his years than Schrijver could begin to imagine. If it had damaged him he hid it well.


  ‘Abracadabra!’ Adnan cried and finished the spray with a flourish. It was a good mix, well done, attractive, put together so quickly Schrijver could scarcely believe it. Then, as he
  passed it over, he reached up with his left hand and placed a single dwarf lily behind the ear of the woman at the front.


  ‘You should let us do your wedding, lady,’ he said in good English. ‘Excellent price, beautiful flowers.’


  ‘You’d need to ship them to Scotland, love,’ she answered with a laugh.


  ‘All things are possible, with a little effort,’ he replied in a deep and sincere voice.


  They laughed. They ordered another ten-euro bouquet to take with them. Out of pity more than need, he thought.


  On the way out Schrijver stopped and patted him lightly on the back.


  Adnan looked a little scared at that.


  ‘I just try to sell flowers, boss. You OK with that?’


  ‘Very. Carry on like this, young man, and you’ll earn yourself a job.’


  The Syrian grinned then returned to working the passing crowd.


  Schrijver went to the pavement and watched him. He’d never been easy with customers. His father had once told him he couldn’t sell a fifty guilder note for five cents. You either had
  that talent or you didn’t. Annie possessed it, and her mother’s winning smile. This stranger had it too.


  His phone rang.


  ‘Where are you?’ Nina asked.


  ‘Work. How is she?’


  ‘Sleeping. They say we have to wait.’


  Waiting.


  ‘Bert. The news is saying they got someone last night.’


  ‘Who?’


  ‘I don’t know. They didn’t say. He’s dead.’


  ‘Good.’


  ‘Have you heard from them? That detective and the woman we saw at the hospital?’


  ‘No. You?’


  ‘Not a thing,’ she said with a rare note of bitterness in her voice.


  ‘Well, isn’t that a surprise? You don’t think they’re bothered about us, do you?’


  Little people. Dregs of the market. What did they matter?


  ‘You can be very unkind sometimes,’ she said. ‘When they let us back into the hospital, you behave.’


  At the end of the street he saw the van heading off into the city, Hoogland on his rounds. Maybe he could get rid of him altogether. Use the Syrian instead.


  And that would save the Schrijver castle. Just the idea of it made him want to laugh.


  ‘When are we going?’ he asked.


  ‘When they let us. I want a promise. No more fights. No more arguments.’


  ‘Sure,’ he said. ‘I’m going for a coffee in the Schaapskooi. Two euros a cup. Don’t have to pay stupid tourist prices. I’m buying.’


  ‘Can’t,’ she said, so quietly he could barely hear. ‘Call you later. Bye.’


  A smiling Jillian Chandra took the press conference in Marnixstraat’s media centre, standing room only for the hacks among the camera crews. She’d learned how to
  work the press when she ran the public relations team in Zoetermeer. One thing mattered above all else: control.


  This came courtesy of the publicist she’d brought with her from headquarters. A tall, officious man, grey-haired though in his early thirties, steely-eyed behind rimless glasses, always in
  a smart dark suit, Den Hartog was the slickest manipulator of news she’d ever encountered. No one knew better when to leak and when to stay silent, the moment to cajole, the instant to pick
  up the phone and threaten a hapless reporter.


  He’d arrived two weeks after she took control in Amsterdam and already disposed of two long-serving locals from media relations. Now he was in the front line. And loving it.


  Den Hartog had rapidly taken charge of his own little publicity empire while she still struggled over the grander stage at large. There was, for her, a more delicate balance to be struck between
  old and new. To kick out too many established Amsterdam officers might signal a reckless impetuosity. Caution was required. Over the months to come she’d slowly bring in more civilian support
  from Zoetermeer. Before long they’d be followed by serving police officers too.


  The locals had to know their place. One, at least, was hers. Vos’s friend, Dirk Van der Berg, a genial man, known to the press, probably a drinking companion for a few. Now he was tamely
  seated by her side, a familiar face required, Den Hartog said, to show she was at one with the existing team.


  In his scruffy, ill-fitting suit Van der Berg looked out of sorts. Not that she cared. He’d bend or break. As would Vos eventually. By Christmas Marnixstraat would be transformed.


  She smoothed down her jacket and looked straight into the gleaming eyes of the cameras as Den Hartog introduced her. Then his minions handed out the prepared statement. Chandra did as he’d
  suggested and waited for the assembled hacks to get their copies before slowly, deliberately, reading it out word-for-word.


  The document was concise and as factual as they could make it. A man had been killed two nights before, and a young woman attacked. She had been knocked out with the same date rape drug used in
  the Sleeping Beauty murders. Chandra didn’t mention the tattoo on the man, or the odd fact Annie Schrijver had somehow escaped that indignity. All she said was that other factors in the case
  led them to believe that Vincent de Graaf, jailed for the earlier killings, had a previously undiscovered accomplice: Jef Braat, a driver who’d worked for him and escaped prosecution only to
  be jailed for a less serious offence for which he was released eight weeks before.


  The woman he’d assaulted was due to be released from hospital in a day or two, lucky to escape with her life. During an operation Chandra had directed personally the night before
  Braat’s body had been recovered from the Amstel river. His houseboat was being investigated but it was already clear that he was responsible for the latest attacks, and appeared to have
  committed suicide as the police closed in on him.


  With that a hand went up in the front row.


  ‘Why would he kill himself?’ one of the reporters asked.


  That wasn’t on Den Hartog’s list.


  ‘We’re still working on the case,’ she said. ‘Braat had recently lost his first job on release from jail. He was about to be fired from the second one and faced questions
  over some thefts from Artis. He was a man at the end of his tether. Or so it seems.’


  ‘But . . .’ the man came back.


  ‘What I have to tell you is that, on the information we have at present, we are no longer looking for any other parties in connection with the attacks of two nights ago.’


  An odd silence greeted her final words. These men and women must have reported on Marnixstraat for years. They knew officers here. Had certain expectations. Den Hartog was right: they needed
  winning over.


  A bespectacled middle-aged hack in the front row waved his phone around and said, ‘I heard it was Pieter Vos who found the people in Zorgvlied. And the boat too.’


  ‘It was a combined operation,’ Chandra said, still smiling. ‘Under my command. We work as a team. Credit is shared. As is blame if it’s called for.’


  A woman from one of the TV crews chipped in, ‘So four years ago Vos closed down the Sleeping Beauty case with one of these animals still at large? Is that why he’s not
  here?’


  ‘Brigadier Vos is busy.’


  ‘Will there be an inquiry?’


  ‘We’re a learning organization. We’ll always endeavour to understand why things work. And why they don’t. Then take any necessary corrective action.’


  The room had a buzz about it. They had something to feed on. The possibility of a fall from grace.


  ‘I wasn’t here four years ago so I can offer no direct insight. Though . . .’


  She looked at the uncomfortable figure by her side and said, ‘Detective Van der Berg was.’


  He wriggled in his bad clothes, stubbly cheeks turning crimson.


  ‘Perhaps,’ she added, ‘now’s not the moment . . .’


  ‘Vincent de Graaf confessed for God’s sake,’ Van der Berg said, grabbing the microphone, bringing it so close to his mouth the words boomed out over the room. ‘The only
  other party we could connect with those cases killed himself. There was never anything to suggest—’


  ‘We will look to deal with any procedural mistakes, never fear,’ Chandra interrupted. ‘Of more immediate importance . . .’


  Den Hartog nodded at the two admin assistants he’d brought with him and they moved through the rows of seats handing out photos.


  ‘We still haven’t identified Braat’s victim. His final victim,’ Chandra went on. ‘These are mock-up images we have from our forensic people. We’d
  like to hear from anyone who thinks they may know this man. I have time for two questions only.’


  They were fixed. A pair of friendly faces he’d arranged.


  A young woman from a radio network asked, ‘Do you think there may be other attacks you don’t know about?’


  Chandra nodded.


  ‘It’s very possible. Women who suffer this way are often reluctant to come forward. They fear the publicity. The experience. Wrongly they blame themselves. All I can say is . .
  .’ Her eyes roamed the room. ‘The victim is never at fault. Whatever may have happened here in the past, under my watch we have all the procedures in place to deal with sexual assault
  cases in a sympathetic and caring fashion. This man has raped and murdered women. He may have come close to killing others. If anyone believes they’ve been drugged in a bar or nightclub, then
  assaulted in this way, they should contact us immediately. We’ll give you details of a hotline number shortly. It will be staffed by women officers trained to deal with these issues in the
  strictest confidence.’


  The second plant, a newspaper hack, raised his pen and asked, ‘Is Vos still leading the investigation?’


  ‘For the moment. Thank you.’


  With that she turned abruptly and left by the side door back to the executive offices. Van der Berg rushed to catch up.


  ‘You’re not very good at these things, are you?’ she said as they walked together.


  He had his phone out and was working through the messages.


  ‘I wasn’t aware I was supposed to be. If I’d known you were going to hang me out to dry . . .’


  Chandra stopped in her tracks and stared at him.


  ‘I thought we had an understanding.’


  ‘And what was that?’


  ‘Do I really need to spell it out?’


  He brushed away some texts on his phone.


  ‘I’m just an idiot at the bottom of the food chain, Commissaris. So yes. I think you do.’


  She looked up and down the corridor. There was no one around.


  ‘I want Vos brought into line. I want you to help me put him there. If you don’t . . .’


  ‘Then what?’


  She laughed.


  ‘Oh, come on. You’re not stupid. Get him in my office. We can start now.’


  ‘Can’t,’ Van der Berg told her.


  ‘Why not?’


  ‘Because he’s gone out. With Bakker. He wanted to see Vincent de Graaf in Bijlmerbajes. Then the Schrijver woman.’


  A flash of sudden fury rose in her cheeks.


  ‘I specifically said—’


  ‘I know what you said. But you were too busy having your photo taken. Vos is the brigadier in charge of this case. This isn’t Zoetermeer. If he thinks he needs to see someone . .
  .’ Van der Berg looked at his phone again and shook his head. Whatever he was waiting for wasn’t there. ‘You have to let him do it. If this comes to something disciplinary
  they’ll run a ruler over you, boss. Just as much as him.’


  Boss.


  That felt good. She touched his arm.


  ‘Sound advice. Thanks. We move slowly.’ Her finger ran down the old, rough wool of his sleeve. ‘You might want to find yourself a new suit. This one’s seen better
  days.’


  From a distance the jail called Bijlmerbajes looked more like a seventies public housing estate than a prison. It stood behind high razor fencing close to the Amstel river, not
  far from Zorgvlied on the opposite bank. Six fourteen-storey off-white tower blocks joined by an underground tunnel the staff and inmates had nicknamed ‘Kalverstraat’ after the city
  shopping street. The inmates ranged from small-time crooks to violent criminals who might never be released.


  Vos knew the place intimately, the name of each tower, the lift systems, the visitor rules. The authorities divided the blocks according to prisoner type, trying to keep the minor convicts
  engaged in work and rehabilitation programmes away from their more dangerous counterparts. Vincent de Graaf was in the medical wing of Het Veer, the highest security tower of all, one mostly
  restricted to prisoners with severe psychological problems, often sent to Bijlmerbajes from other institutions unable to cope with them.


  Bakker had watched, fascinated, as they negotiated security at the main entrance. Then two guards took them through the tunnel to a second checkpoint at the entrance to Het Veer. Marly
  Kloosterman, the duty doctor assigned to meet them, was waiting on the other side of a high iron gate. She was a cheery-looking woman in contrast to the surroundings. In a white medical jacket,
  with short fair hair and a lively, smiling face, she looked more like a genial local doctor greeting a familiar patient. Beaming from behind the bars she waved and cried his name as they turned
  up.


  ‘We’re old friends,’ Vos said before he was asked.


  ‘So I see.’


  They cleared the scanners, Bakker handing over her weapon. Then Kloosterman came and hugged him, a brief embrace that seemed to leave Vos embarrassed. Which made her hug him once more, giggling
  at the effect.


  ‘I only ever see you for work these days, Pieter. It’s been months. So how are things?’


  Bakker was watching them, arms folded, amused.


  ‘Um, fine, thanks. This is Laura. Laura Bakker. My um . . .’


  ‘Detective Bakker,’ she said as he stumbled over the words.


  Marly Kloosterman winked at her.


  ‘I hope you’re keeping him in check.’


  ‘Doing my best. It’s not easy.’


  The two of them looked him up and down.


  ‘I can imagine. You should come and see my new home, Pieter. I joined the houseboat club too. Plantage. Not far from Artis. I can hear the monkeys at night. At least I think
  they’re monkeys. When you live on your own you sometimes get funny ideas.’


  ‘I hope your place is in a better state than his,’ Bakker told her. ‘The city council are going to throw the book at him if he doesn’t do something about it
  soon.’


  ‘Another time, Laura,’ he said with a quick smile. ‘De Graaf . . .’


  The smile vanished.


  ‘Oh yes, him. We need a chat.’


  They took the lift to the third floor and walked down a long corridor, on either side cells that could have doubled as private hospital rooms were it not for the heavy locks on the doors and the
  tiny barred windows.


  ‘This is what jail’s like?’ Bakker whispered.


  ‘No,’ Vos said. ‘It’s not.’


  And Vincent de Graaf would hate it, he thought. Until he became sick he’d been in the wing reserved for sex offenders. It was secure, quiet, a place they could be safe from attacks from
  other prisoners. This was a kind of solitary. One he presumed was forced upon a dying man by circumstance. Nowhere else in Bijlmerbajes could offer the twenty-four-hour medical care he needed.


  Kloosterman opened the door of her office and ushered them in.


  They took the two seats in front of her desk, feeling more like patients than visiting cops. She got them coffee from her espresso machine and then the story began.


  De Graaf was terminally ill, with three or four months to live at the most. Pancreatic cancer diagnosed too late for anything but palliative care.


  ‘Had he been a free man . . . a rich man getting all that expensive medical cover . . . perhaps things would have been different. That’s the way he sees it. But who knows? It’s
  a sly disease. We don’t run medical insurance check-ups in here. Not part of the service.’


  Vos said, ‘I gather he wants to talk to us.’


  ‘I passed on the message. As he wanted.’


  ‘You don’t believe him?’


  She thought for a moment then went to her filing cabinet, opened a drawer and pulled out a plastic bag with a phone in it.


  ‘I really don’t know. Vincent de Graaf is as cunning as a fox. A few weeks ago we discovered he’d got hold of this. He’s been communicating with someone on the outside.
  Here . . .’


  She passed the handset over.


  ‘Any idea how he got it?’ Vos asked.


  ‘Oh, come on, Pieter. This is a jail. You know as well as I we can’t keep out everything. And maybe . . .’ She shrugged. ‘We did run him over to the hospital in the
  Zuidas for some scans. We don’t have the equipment here. I wondered if someone slipped it to him on the way.’ She stopped, as if surprised by her own thoughts. ‘Like I said . . .
  he’s a cunning bastard. I’ve worked here for five years. In all that time I never felt I’d met anyone who was . . . beyond explanation. We’ve got murderers and rapists, you
  name it. Most of them, you can see the way they got here. Drugs, drink, a psychosis that perhaps we should have picked up earlier. Then along comes Vincent de Graaf . . .’


  She put down her coffee and folded her arms.


  ‘I have to believe no one’s born evil. I have to. Because if that’s possible then what we’re doing here’s different. We’re not trying to help damaged
  human beings become whole enough to let them back into the world. We’re just prison guards in white coats administering sedatives.’


  Bakker growled something.


  ‘I’m sorry?’ Kloosterman said.


  ‘I think most people will just be happy they’re off the street.’


  ‘Most people don’t see them the way I do. Even you. All you see is a criminal and send them to court. I have to deal with them afterwards. Witness their misery. Their guilt. Their
  shame. They’re human beings. Most anyway. The man you’ve come to see is sick and weak and desperate. But even so . . . he’s not like all the rest.’


  ‘I put him inside,’ Vos told her. ‘He’s nothing special.’


  She nodded and smiled at him again.


  ‘We ought to discuss that some other time. Till then we’ll have to disagree. The real reason he wants to talk to you now is this.’


  She reached into a drawer and retrieved a glossy brochure. It was for a private medical facility in the Zuidas, attached to the university hospital.


  ‘Copernicus Cancer Centre,’ Bakker said, reading the cover. ‘He thinks it can help him?’


  Kloosterman thought carefully about her answer.


  ‘That’s what he says.’


  ‘And he can pay for it?’


  ‘I don’t doubt that.’ She nodded at the brochure. ‘And he’s furious I won’t give him access.’


  ‘Why not?’ Vos wondered.


  ‘Two reasons. First . . . it’s pointless. He’s terminally ill. There’s nothing anyone can do for him that we’re not doing here. They’d probably use the same
  machines we did when we sent him there, give him the same drugs. Second, if I allow him to order up private medical treatment how can I deny that to someone else? I might be setting a precedent.
  Next thing they’ll be sending out for pizza.’


  A dying man might not be much interested in precedents, Bakker pointed out.


  ‘What Vincent de Graaf’s interested in is immaterial. I’d rather not have my hands tied. So if someone’s going to make the decision it’s you. Not us.’


  She retrieved the pamphlet and put it away.


  ‘The deal he will offer you is this. Allow him treatment at that place and he’ll talk. Tell you something he should have told you before. It may well turn out to be his personal
  recipe for pancakes. That’s all I’m saying.’


  ‘Is he an escape risk?’ Vos asked.


  Marly Kloosterman thought about that.


  ‘Let’s take a look at him,’ she said, getting to her feet. ‘You tell me.’


  Chandra was back at her desk, nagging Van der Berg about the unidentified victim. Den Hartog had come in to listen.


  ‘I can’t believe we haven’t a clue who he is,’ she said. ‘After two days.’


  ‘We do,’ Van der Berg replied.


  ‘Really?’


  ‘He’s probably not from Amsterdam. Foreign perhaps. Doesn’t know many people here. Otherwise someone would have been on the phone.’


  ‘Not a lot, is it?’ Den Hartog complained.


  ‘It’s something. We’re passing on his description further afield. Fingerprints. DNA. We’ll get there.’


  Chandra didn’t respond to that. Instead she said, ‘This girl in hospital . . .’


  ‘Twenty-two,’ Van der Berg cut in. ‘Not a girl.’


  ‘This woman then. The one who hangs around places where they slip dope in your drink. It would really help if she went public. Made a statement on TV.’


  ‘I like that idea,’ the PR man said, suddenly enthusiastic. ‘A lot.’


  ‘May I ask why?’ Van der Berg wondered.


  ‘She’d make it personal. It could show how much we care about sexual assault cases. And demonstrate that she puts her trust in us too.’


  Van der Berg shook his head.


  ‘You can’t do that. You can’t even ask it. We don’t release the names of victims in sex assault cases.’


  ‘If she agrees . . .’ Den Hartog pointed out. ‘It’s her choice.’


  ‘Are you serious? What kind of state is she in to make a balanced judgement? She’s in hospital. Lucky she’s alive. It’s going to be hard enough for her to put this behind
  her as it is. Stick her on TV and she’s public property. The kid will have to live with it for the rest of her life.’


  Chandra looked as if the decision was already made.


  ‘I thought she was a woman. Not a kid. This is up to her. Not you.’ She turned to Den Hartog. ‘Get out there. Talk her round. Put her on the phone to me if you need to. Could
  you get one of your tame TV people down there quickly?’


  Den Hartog’s face broke into a rare smile.


  ‘For that? Like a shot . . .’


  There was a knock on the door and Schuurman walked in. Before he could speak Chandra said, ‘Do you have an ID for that man yet? It’s all we need to close this thing down.’


  The pathologist took a seat without being asked.


  ‘No. I’m afraid not.’


  ‘Oh.’


  One short exclamation, and it was as damning as she could make it.


  ‘Commissaris. Your press conference this morning.’


  ‘What about it?’


  ‘I wasn’t aware you were going to broadcast our preliminary findings quite so quickly. I’d really rather you hadn’t.’


  Den Hartog then produced a short lecture about media responsibilities and where they lay. Schuurman listened, visibly beguiled.


  When the PR man was finished he said, ‘Oh, I don’t object to your . . . decision tree or whatever you want to call it. Just the release of initial findings as if they were
  facts.’


  Chandra glared at him.


  ‘What do you mean?’


  ‘What I mean is . . . you effectively told the media Braat was the perpetrator here. He killed our unidentified friend and damn near murdered the Schrijver woman too.’


  ‘That’s what you said.’


  He shook his head firmly.


  ‘No. Not at all. What I said was that it was clear the two victims were physically assaulted in his houseboat. That Braat was definitely present and had been involved in some kind of
  fight.’


  ‘That’s as good as saying—’ Chandra began.


  ‘No. It isn’t. It’s a simple statement of the facts. The implications you drew from those were yours and yours alone. Had I known about them in advance . . .’


  Silence. Then Schuurman took out his tablet and started to consult his notes and photos.


  ‘I would have told you to wait.’


  She went quiet. So did Den Hartog. Van der Berg had his hand over his eyes.


  ‘First off,’ Schuurman continued, ‘I now discover Braat was inside the van wearing a seat belt. I was unaware of this fact because we were at the houseboat. Though I gather one
  of your uniform officers removed the belt after his corpse fell against you. A great shame. We would have much preferred him kept in place. You really must leave these things to us in the
  future.’


  She was glancing at Den Hartog.


  ‘I was . . . I didn’t ask for the belt to be . . .’


  ‘No matter now,’ the pathologist went on. ‘Damage done. In itself the seat belt is simply rather puzzling. Of more importance, it’s clear the engine wasn’t running
  when the vehicle went into the river.’ He held up a photo of a key in an old-fashioned ignition lock. ‘Turned to off.’


  One more photo. A bottle of wine on the table in Braat’s houseboat.


  ‘Two thirds gone. The rest very heavily dosed with GHB. So much I suspect it would have affected the taste. But it was a nasty cheap Spanish Tempranillo and I suspect they’d been
  drinking already. So perhaps . . .’


  More pictures. Muddy marks, on the bank by the crane that lifted out Braat’s van, by the man’s houseboat too.


  ‘Our corpse has large feet. Size forty-seven. These were forty-three, from thick-soled industrial boots.’


  He indicated the footprints on the river bank near the van.


  ‘These are heavier than the others. That would indicate pressure. Consistent with someone pushing the van into the water while Braat was conveniently drugged senseless inside, strapped
  into the driving seat to keep him upright.’


  ‘The houseboat?’ she asked. ‘What happened there?’


  Schuurman sighed.


  ‘As I seem to have to say rather too often, I can only address the facts. There was violence. We’ve yet to find any evidence of sexual activity. The bottle of wine was doped. If we
  assume . . .’ He slapped his forehead theatrically. ‘No. I really mustn’t make assumptions. So many people here to do that for you . . .’


  ‘Cut it out, Schuurman,’ Chandra barked at him. ‘I’ve got Vos’s name on the list already. Don’t make me add yours.’


  Den Hartog took a deep breath and said nothing.


  ‘Ah,’ Schuurman replied. ‘A list. Very well. Put my name on it if you like. My wife’s always complaining I spend too much time at work anyway . . .’


  ‘I need to know. What might explain it?’


  He hesitated for a moment then went on.


  ‘Were you to ask Vos I suspect he’d say this. The woman was drugged elsewhere and brought back to the houseboat for the enjoyment of those who abducted her. There, perhaps before
  setting about their unconscious victim-to-be, our gentlemen celebrated with a bottle of cheap wine. Which was drugged too. Braat and our nameless friend were rendered semi-conscious by one of their
  party. Fisticuffs ensued when they realized what was happening. They lost. This same third party later rubbed potassium cyanide in the mouth of our unidentified guest then lugged an unconscious
  Braat to his van and pushed it in the river, presumably hoping we’d believe this was all down to him.’ A smile. ‘You obliged.’


  He flicked through the notes quickly.


  ‘We’ve found no trace of potassium cyanide in the houseboat or any pinned butterflies, by the way. Braat seemed to prefer his alive. So it would appear our third party came
  prepared.’


  ‘You’re guessing.’


  ‘I’m ashamed to say I am.’


  Van der Berg asked, ‘The man had a tattoo. The woman didn’t. Seems odd.’


  ‘Your patch, not mine,’ Schuurman told him. ‘There are needles in the houseboat. A kit you can buy online very easily. Everything’s been very carefully wiped clean.
  Isopropyl alcohol all over the place. He knew what he was doing.’


  ‘Where do you get something like that?’ Chandra wondered.


  Schuurman glanced at Van der Berg. A look that said: Is she serious?


  ‘A pharmacy. A hospital. A morgue. Common wash-down stuff. There are traces of recent blood and skin on the needles. Our unidentified gentleman only, I’m afraid. Braat had a
  butterfly on his neck as well. That was old. Several years. I checked back and it looks like a pattern we found in Jonker’s studio, by the way. Perhaps he was part of that particular game.
  Before you ask you wouldn’t need to be a genius to track down potassium cyanide either. It doesn’t just kill butterflies. There are quite a few industrial processes that use it too.
  Anyone who really wanted it . . .’ He shrugged then shut the lid on the tablet. ‘All this is conjecture, of course. Which, as I emphasized, is not my field at all. But you requested it
  and you’re the commissaris. It may be true. Or half-true. Or pure fiction. However, one thing I can state with absolutely certainty.’


  He waited.


  ‘What?’ she asked.


  ‘The story you gave so readily to the media this morning without my knowledge bears absolutely no resemblance to reality. Jef Braat may be a murderer. I don’t know. But he’s
  certainly a victim. That’s beyond doubt.’


  Den Hartog took to scribbling furiously on his notepad.


  ‘Any more questions?’ the pathologist wondered.


  She looked shell-shocked.


  ‘Vos knew there was something up with this all along,’ Van der Berg said. ‘If we’d—’


  ‘Then why the hell didn’t he say so?’ Chandra cried.


  ‘Did you ask him?’ Schuurman wondered.


  Silence. He paused at the door.


  ‘Oh, and that list of yours. A word of advice, Commissaris.’


  ‘What?’ she grumbled.


  ‘The longer it gets the more people around here will want to be on it.’ He glanced at Van der Berg. ‘Most of us anyway.’


  When he was gone Chandra turned to Den Hartog and asked what they were going to do. He’d make calls, he said. Soften the story. Make it clear the case was still open and being actively
  pursued.


  ‘I’ll go round the hospital and get this Schrijver girl on TV whether she wants it or not,’ he added. ‘If we can put her face up there and a name to it we’ll get
  them off our backs.’


  ‘Do that,’ Chandra told him. ‘And next time you want to put me in front of the media make damn sure I’m in possession of the facts.’


  Van der Berg stood up and raised his phone.


  ‘I’ll get hold of Vos, shall I?’ he said.


  The last time he’d seen Vincent de Graaf was in court. Even there it seemed the man was acting out a part, that of a dissolute, rich and middle-aged Amsterdammer caught
  playing games that went too far. Standing, almost smirking before the judge, he’d appeared lean, fit and healthy, fifty-two when he was arraigned, used to affluence, single, occasionally
  featured in the gossip pages with a glamorous woman on his arm. A partner in a trust firm in the Zuidas, with business interests in property and other financial concerns throughout the city. He
  owned a terraced mansion on the Herengracht. Still did. Vos had checked. But now the place was rented out to Russians and Vincent de Graaf was sick.


  When they entered the hospital cell he barely looked up from the bed. Stick-thin with a skeletal wasted face and staring eyes, sallow bony limbs poking out from blue and white striped pyjamas,
  hair gone except for a few greying hanks.


  ‘You look terrible, Vos,’ he said as Kloosterman left, ordering the guard to lock the door. He puffed out cheeks that looked like waxy parchment. ‘How is the world out there?
  Must be dull without me in it.’


  Vos pulled up two chairs by the bed and said, ‘I gather you want to talk.’


  De Graaf’s eyes were as keen as ever. They were on Laura Bakker, running up and down her long frame as she took a seat, pulling her skirt over her knees.


  ‘Don’t see many worthwhile women in here.’ She glared at him. ‘I do apologize.’ He shuffled upright on the sheets, pulled a pillow behind his back and waved a hand
  at her, beckoning. ‘You come with a name?’


  ‘Bakker.’


  ‘Bakker.’ He said it very slowly, eyes on her all the time. ‘Do tell. Have you any . . . tattoos?’


  ‘In all honesty . . . do I look the tattoo sort to you?’


  His eyes narrowed.


  ‘Oh, my God . . . that accent. You really must do something about it, Bakker. An innocent from the wild green spaces of Friesland. A stranger in these parts. Lacking in sophistication.
  Thinking we’re all debauched, corrupt animals. Perhaps you’re right. Why exactly do you want her around, Vos? Personal amusement? Of one kind or another?’


  Bakker bristled. As she was meant to.


  ‘You asked to see us,’ Vos said.


  ‘First things first. I’d like my question answered.’ He leaned forward and stretched a bony finger towards Bakker’s legs. ‘Do you have a tattoo? Come on. Somewhere
  private. A crevice. A little patch of intimate skin. A woman from Friesland would never advertise it, I imagine. But . . .’


  Her cheeks were going red.


  ‘It’s there,’ he added. ‘Where exactly?’


  ‘I don’t have a tattoo.’


  He raised his eyebrows, smiled. His teeth were yellow. It was as if the man was rotting from the inside out.


  ‘I didn’t ask to see it, dear. Let alone touch it.’ His fingers waved and then retreated. ‘Not much point any more. Though there was a time . . .’ He closed his
  eyes for a moment, pleased with himself. ‘They let me get the news in here. I gather your problem’s returned. Dead bodies in the night. Wicked acts. Pharmaceuticals misused.’ He
  laughed to himself. ‘Sleep Baby Sleep. Can’t blame me this time, can you? Though perhaps I should be consulting a copyright lawyer. What do you think?’


  ‘You’re starting to bore me, Vincent,’ Vos said.


  He leaned back against the pillow and glared at them.


  ‘That bitch Kloosterman told you I’m dying, I presume.’


  ‘She did,’ Vos agreed.


  ‘Did she tell you there’s a private clinic at the hospital that might give me a few months more?’


  ‘She thought that unlikely. The treatment you’ve been getting—’


  ‘What treatment?’ he asked with a sudden savagery. ‘Painkillers and prison food?’


  ‘I’m sure they’re doing all they can.’


  ‘Are you? And I’m supposed to trust the word of these people? A low-grade prison quack? Against the opinion of a consultant who earns ten times the pittance she gets?’


  The cell had a small barred window. He struggled to his feet and put his fingers against the glass.


  ‘All I’m asking for is one appointment. Drive me there yourself if you like. Bring me back.’ He looked at himself then shook a skinny ankle in their direction. ‘I
  won’t be running off. Don’t worry.’ His eyes went to the grey world beyond the window. ‘I imagine it’s starting to smell of autumn out there. A chill on the breeze.
  The leaves turning. I won’t see it again, you’ll be pleased to hear. Not that I’m asking out of sentiment, you understand. Three more months those people can give me. Maybe. Even
  in this dump it’s better than being dead. If it’s wasted . . . what’s lost?’


  ‘And in return?’ Vos asked.


  ‘What do you want?’


  ‘The truth would be a start.’


  He nodded.


  ‘The truth. People always think they want that. I wonder sometimes . . .’


  De Graaf sat down on the edge of the bed. Just that small amount of effort had cost him much. His breath was short and rapid. There was sweat on his yellow, stubbly cheeks.


  ‘You know it wasn’t just the two of us. That clown Jonker. He was just a lackey. We used him for the premises. The tattoos. That dump of his was my private little Cabinet of
  Curiosities. Would have been out of place on the Herengracht. If the fool had been more circumspect you’d never have known.’


  ‘This other man,’ Bakker cut in. ‘He’s still alive then?’


  A brief, grim laugh.


  ‘Oh, very much so. Living life to the full and keen for things to stay that way. You’ll be grateful, trust me. Perhaps it’ll bring a little much-needed credit to the
  brigadier’s somewhat chequered career.’


  He looked at Bakker very closely then asked, ‘I must ask, sweetheart. Has he had you yet? Was it any good?’


  Vos’s phone trilled. He gave it to her and nodded at the corridor.


  She left in silence with a face like thunder. De Graaf watched her every inch of the way. When the guard slammed the heavy door shut he said, ‘It seemed a reasonable enough
  question.’


  ‘It wasn’t.’


  Another shrug.


  ‘Maybe not. Still, I got my answer, didn’t I? How extraordinary that you should find a junior as priggish as yourself. In the police of all places. You should get out more. Take that
  from someone who knows.’


  Vos retrieved his notebook and pen then placed them on the table.


  ‘Write me the name. I’ll have you in that clinic by this afternoon.’


  ‘Kloosterman won’t let you.’


  ‘This will be my call. Not hers.’


  De Graaf picked up the pen. An office ballpoint. He stared at it as if the thing were too cheap for him to use.


  ‘I’ve got a cancer eating at my guts. It hasn’t reached my brain.’ He put down the pen and folded his bony arms. ‘The clinic first. Then you get it.’


  Vos retrieved the ballpoint and the notebook, stood up and pressed the bell for the guard.


  ‘You want to know!’ De Graaf cried, and his voice was almost breaking. Then, more quietly, ‘He’s back in business. I read about it. Don’t screw with me, Vos. A
  couple of hours in the clinic then he’s yours.’ He shuffled along the sheets, jabbed a finger at the window. ‘There’s a woman out there thinking about tonight. Going out on
  the town. A few drinks somewhere. He’s waiting for her. I know. I invented this game. I was good at it and I taught my pupils well.’


  Vos hesitated.


  ‘Why those women in particular?’ he wondered. ‘You must have doped and raped . . . I don’t know how many. Three you killed. And marked.’


  ‘Three you know of . . .’


  ‘Why?’


  De Graaf looked interested, leaned forward on the bed.


  ‘You’re the clever one. All the papers used to say it. Until you . . . um . . . had your little breakdown. You tell me.’


  Vos said, ‘Because they woke. Because they saw you. And when you’d stabbed them to death you couldn’t resist doing something you wouldn’t have dared if they were going to
  live. Because then they’d be sure to come running to us, pointing to that tattoo on their shoulders. Instead of living a life of shame and doubt not knowing quite what happened. Or who to
  blame.’


  Bakker was at the door with Kloosterman.


  ‘Very good,’ De Graaf said, glancing at the two women. ‘Impeccable logic. So if you’d like to stop it happening again let me out of here. Just for a few hours. Let me see
  real daylight, go to that clinic in the Zuidas, then I’ll tell you . . .’


  ‘Jef Braat’s dead,’ Bakker broke in. ‘We fished him out of the Amstel last night. His name’s worth nothing to us at all.’


  That news took the man in the blue and white pyjamas by surprise.


  ‘Braat?’ he whispered. ‘What the hell are you talking about?’


  ‘Your old company driver. We don’t need a name.’


  De Graaf scowled.


  ‘Oh please, Vos. Is your little girl serious?’


  He was a cunning man but a lousy liar. When the evidence stacked up against him four years before he’d confessed readily. Perhaps too quickly. He didn’t look as if he was faking it
  now.


  ‘It’s serious, Vincent. We found the dope and the tattoo gear in his houseboat. Lots else besides.’


  De Graaf began to laugh. The effort seemed to pain him. When he’d recovered sufficient breath he looked at Bakker and said, ‘Jef Braat’s not the name I have in mind and Vos
  here knows it. That idiot was scum. Lowlife. Easily led. A spear carrier in a greater drama beyond his comprehension. I’m offended . . . deeply . . . that you should believe I’d dream
  of bartering a name like his for a life like mine.’


  Vos put his notebook in his pocket, checked his watch, sighed, and said, ‘Tell me now. Or you can rot here till they cart you out to Zorgvlied.’


  ‘No, no.’ He grinned. ‘Cremation for me, dears. Sorry. So many people would love the opportunity to dance upon my grave. Regrettably I must disappoint them.’


  They walked out. The door slammed shut. De Graaf’s furious yells barely made it through the metal and glass.


  Marly Kloosterman looked at him, astonished.


  ‘You mean you’re not going to give that evil bastard what he wants?’


  Before he could answer Bakker held up the phone.


  ‘The commissaris is very anxious to speak to you.’


  ‘I’ll call her from the hospital. After we’ve seen Annie Schrijver—’


  ‘No, Pieter. She says you’ve got to talk to her right now.’


  The summons came in a text from Nina: the doctors were willing to let them in. That was all. She was there already when Schrijver turned up at the hospital front desk. A
  different set of dark old clothes this morning: brown sweater, black trousers. In his head she looked just the way she did when he first began to admire her secretly, shyly, as she worked on the
  fish stalls a little way along. He’d put on weight, lost hair, got jowly, didn’t bother to shave as much or as carefully now she was gone. The years had crept up on him and with them
  their damage. But not on Nina. Just a few grey hairs and the shadow of crow’s feet around her eyes, a sadness there, a sense of loss, for which he felt responsible in ways he couldn’t
  quite name.


  Of all the things he’d screwed up over the years – and there were many – the divorce hurt the most. And still he didn’t fully understand why she’d left him. Because
  he was stupid. A failure. Maybe that explained all.


  ‘Hanging around again,’ he grumbled, clutching the plastic cup of coffee she’d brought him. ‘That’s all these places make you do. Sit there, twiddling your thumbs.
  Until one of them comes out and breaks the news. Like God. Or a priest or something.’


  ‘That’s a lot of words for you, Bert.’


  ‘Got lots of words in my head. Just don’t say them out loud too often. They’re not worth much.’


  ‘Says who?’


  ‘Says me. Says everybody. Why did they ask us here if we can’t go in?’


  She didn’t know the answer to that, though the waiting didn’t seem to bother her as much as it did him. Annie would recover. That was all that mattered. Nina was patient, calm,
  resigned. He’d never be any of those things. Schrijver sniffed at the coffee and wrinkled his nose. It was weak, lukewarm out of a machine. She got the message without a word, took the cup
  and disposed of it in the toilet. Nina was always tidy, always clearing up. The remnants of the castle he’d held on to were never as neat after she left.


  Her eyes crept to the double doors that led to Annie’s room. There’d been activity there. A tall, distinguished-looking man in a grey suit going to and fro, not that he spoke a word
  to them. Then a brisk, smartly dressed woman Schrijver thought he vaguely recognized though he didn’t know from where.


  Nina watched her go and said, ‘Isn’t she on the TV news?’


  ‘Don’t watch the news,’ Schrijver answered. ‘It’s just depressing.’


  ‘Maybe you should have said more,’ Nina murmured, barely listening to him. ‘Maybe I should have asked.’


  ‘Too late now.’


  ‘It’s never too late to be friends. Annie’s going to want that. She’ll need both of us when she comes out of here.’


  ‘Yes,’ was all he could think of.


  ‘She won’t be able to help out in the shop for a while either. Perhaps . . .’ She steeled herself and said it. ‘If you’re OK with it I could come round again. Work
  the stall. I know we rowed before but we can put all that behind us. Been a while since I sold anything in the market. I used to be good at it. Or so they said.’


  ‘You were the best. I mean it. I never ate so much fried fish in my life trying to pluck up the courage to ask you out.’


  She laughed at his words and he wondered when he’d last managed that.


  ‘I remember one day you had kibbeling. Then you came back for mussels. Then calamari. Something else . . .’


  ‘Prawns. I never really liked them.’


  ‘You probably said they were for your dad.’


  He was twenty-three when they started courting. There hadn’t been anyone before. He was too shy, too tongue-tied, too wrapped up in the flower business for a girlfriend.


  ‘I lied. Couldn’t think of anything else. Sorry—’


  ‘No, no. Don’t apologize. I knew. It didn’t matter. It was . . . nice really.’


  He thought of the woman from the estate agents. How hard, how calculating she was. How he’d bite off her hand if she could get the money he’d asked for.


  ‘Don’t take this wrong, Bert. I know you need some help with the business. I’m happy to do it. You don’t need to pay me any more than the maintenance. Maybe I’ve
  got some ideas about other things we could sell. Times change. You change with them. It’s not so hard.’


  ‘For me it is.’


  The thought returned: perhaps the Syrian lad called Adnan could help them put things right. New ideas, fresh enthusiasm. And with that idea Jordi Hoogland’s face came to mind, staring at
  him sourly, uttering the bitter words, ‘You need a rag head to save you now, do you? A foreigner I picked up on the street? Some man Bert Schrijver turned out to be.’


  She patted his hand just briefly.


  ‘Well, you think about it. It would be nice to get that place back on its feet again. Everyone else in the Albert Cuyp’s busy. No reason not to join them.’


  But I’m the reason, he thought. And one way or another I’m selling the place from under you because that’s all there is left.


  ‘Thanks,’ Schrijver told her. ‘How much longer are these bastards going to keep us hanging around before we get to see Annie?’


  Her face fell. Her hand moved away. The wrong words again.


  ‘I’m sure they’re doing their best. They saved her life for God’s sake . . .’


  There was a commotion then. An angry male voice he recognized too well. Rob Sanders, still in his blue nurse’s uniform, was bustled through the ward doors by a couple of uniformed cops.
  Schrijver hadn’t even realized they were there. He could see now there were more people down the corridor. Men with cameras, cables, mikes, gathering round Annie’s room.


  Sanders stormed over, glared at both of them.


  ‘Are you a party to this? Nina? I know that idiot would fall for anything. But you?’


  Bert Schrijver blinked. He was always slow to anger. But it happened and when it did he was just as slow to back down. He didn’t say a word, just got to his feet, grabbed Sanders by the
  collar of his thin blue jacket and slammed him against the wall.


  The woman on the reception desk was on the phone already. Schrijver really didn’t mind.


  ‘I should have punched your lights out when you hit her,’ he said, face so close up to Sanders’ he could smell the hospital on him, that chemical cloud supposed to keep you
  healthy. And still people died.


  ‘Maybe you should, Bert,’ Sanders cried, struggling in his arms. ‘Time you did something.’


  He pushed Schrijver away. The two men stood there, face to face, squaring up, fists half-raised.


  Uniforms were coming through the door. Cops and hospital security people. Nina was up by then, pushing her way between them. The smart man in the grey suit hovered round the back, whispering
  into his phone.


  Then the woman they’d seen earlier emerged through the door, red-faced and angry too, yelling for quiet.


  ‘Den Hartog!’ She went to the suit and prodded him in the lapel. ‘This is difficult enough as it is. Do something.’


  Schrijver realized Nina was right. He had seen her on the news. She was one of the presenters, a woman known for tough interviews and controversy.


  ‘Who are all these people?’


  ‘They’re putting Annie on TV,’ Sanders yelled. ‘Face, name, everything.’ He glowered at the scrum of bodies around them. No one looked back. ‘Do you lot know
  what you’re doing?’


  ‘The TV?’ Nina whispered.


  The uniform cops rounded on the Schrijvers and Sanders. Reluctantly maybe. But what they wanted was clear.


  ‘You’ve got to go,’ one said. ‘This is a hospital. You can’t disturb the place . . .’


  ‘Annie doesn’t deserve this!’ Rob Sanders barked at him.


  ‘She’s agreed,’ the grey man said. ‘That’s all we need.’


  Sanders flew at him.


  ‘You can’t put her up there for everyone to gloat over. Not after what she’s been through.’


  The TV woman turned on him.


  ‘And you are?’


  ‘A friend,’ he answered. A nod to the Schrijvers. ‘And these are her parents. Do you want this, Nina?’


  ‘No,’ she said straight off. ‘Annie won’t want it either . . .’


  ‘She’s already signed the waiver,’ the grey man chipped in. ‘She’s a brave young woman. She wants to do what she can to help. She’ll be a heroine after
  this.’


  Sanders pushed through the uniforms and got to him, jabbing a finger towards the TV crews.


  ‘She’s not free entertainment for these bastards. Nina. Bert. You can’t allow this . . .’


  ‘She’s twenty-two years old,’ the man said. ‘She can make her own decisions. She has.’


  ‘You think?’ Sanders replied. ‘You know that?’


  But the uniforms were moving, pushing them down the corridor, out into the grey day beyond.


  Schrijver couldn’t think straight, couldn’t work out who to yell at.


  Then they were on the pavement, listening to the racket of the traffic on the busy road, the construction crews working on the next line of buildings for the financial companies trying to turn
  the Zuidas into a new Dutch Wall Street.


  Hands shaking, Nina pulled out a pack of cigarettes from her bag. Bert Schrijver looked back at the vast plain building behind, hating it more than ever. There were two TV vans parked in the
  space for ambulances, people milling around them. Men with well-trimmed beards and trendy clothes, the kind who hung around the bars of an Albert Cuyp he no longer recognized.


  ‘Are you going to do something or not?’ Sanders asked him.


  ‘Like what? Go in there and slap her around the way you did? That worked, didn’t it?’


  The nurse glared at him.


  ‘You’re so dumb, Bert. Really. You don’t have a clue what’s going on.’


  Schrijver thought of punching him out then. It would have been so easy, and satisfying too in a way. But you couldn’t pass hurt on like that. All you did was double the pain, not halve it.
  A part of him said that was just what Rob Sanders wanted.


  ‘Why do you keep hanging round her?’ he asked. ‘You dumped her months ago.’


  ‘I still want her to be happy,’ Sanders answered in that sly, evasive way he had. ‘I want her to be safe. How’s that going to work if her face is on the TV, on every
  front page, people knowing what happened to her? How’s she going to stand out in front of everyone in the Albert Cuyp after that?’


  Schrijver had got on him with him once. Liked him enough to wonder if they’d ever marry. But Sanders was more than ten years older than Annie and he’d never understood why a man like
  him, seemingly solid, decent, good job, good prospects, had never settled down. Why he couldn’t stick with his daughter either. As if she wasn’t good enough.


  ‘I don’t know what to do,’ Schrijver muttered. ‘I’m an idiot. How would I? Nina?’


  She was weeping and that always made him feel bad.


  ‘There’s nothing we can do . . .’


  One of the TV crew came over and introduced himself. Schrijver didn’t even get the name. Just the message: they wondered if he and Nina wanted to give an interview as Annie’s parents
  once the cameras were through with her.


  The fury came out of nowhere. He was on the man, fists flying without a second thought. It took Nina and Sanders to pull him off. The TV hack retreated, hands up, bleating about only doing his
  job.


  ‘What kind of job is that?’ Schrijver yelled at him.


  The uniforms marched out again, barking orders. Come back when you can keep your temper, they said. Not before. And even then the staff might not let you in.


  A phone rang. It belonged to Sanders. He answered it, walked away so they couldn’t hear him, then wandered off into the adjoining hospital block with just a nod to Nina. Then the police
  pounced once more, telling them to get off the premises straight away or face arrest.


  As they walked down to the busy road Schrijver stared up at the first floor where they were keeping her. Blinds closed. A bright light behind them. Something for the cameras, he guessed.


  My girl, he thought. I should be there. Her mother too. No one else.


  ‘Bert,’ Nina whispered, tugging at his arm. ‘We’ll try again in a little while. When those TV people are gone. It’ll be easier. Leave it to me.’


  ‘The damage will be done by then.’


  ‘I guess.’ The tears stood glistening in her eyes and he could feel how much they were stinging. ‘You’re not as dumb as you think, you know.’


  Together they walked through the diesel smog of the construction trucks, the racket of hammers and cranes, into the tower blocks and building sites of the Zuidas. She’d find them a coffee,
  she said. Somewhere in this strange and foreign place not far from home.


  Vos went out to the car to take the call. Something was wrong with Bakker but he couldn’t guess what. So he phoned Marnixstraat, got straight through to Jillian Chandra,
  listened to what she had to say about Schuurman’s findings and said nothing at all.


  ‘You don’t seem surprised,’ she noted.


  ‘Sorry about that.’


  ‘What did De Graaf say?’


  He told her about the deal on offer: one trip to the private clinic and then a name.


  ‘When can you get him over there?’


  ‘The moment he gives me a name.’


  A long pause and then she said, ‘Do you understand the situation? I told everyone today we were closing this case. That Jef Braat was the final link in the Sleeping Beauty murders. Now we
  know he isn’t. We have a murderer out there, preying on young women in nightclubs.’


  ‘One woman. She’s alive. Two men dead. It’s not the—’


  ‘I don’t have time to play intellectual games. Neither do you.’


  ‘Neither does Vincent de Graaf. He’s got less time than any of us. So why won’t he just give me the name?’


  Bakker was staring at him.


  ‘Are you always this stubborn?’ Chandra asked.


  ‘It’s nothing to do with being stubborn. There’s something he’s not telling me . . .’


  ‘Yes! The name!’


  ‘Will you please listen?’


  ‘Is he a flight risk?’


  Vos thought of the man he’d first arrested and the shell of a human being they’d just seen, eking out his final days.


  ‘Not in the least. I doubt he can walk far, let alone run.’


  ‘Then give him what he wants. Drive him over there and get that name out of him afterwards.’


  Not possible, he said. They’d found an illicit phone in his room. He’d been in contact with unknown parties on the outside, perhaps in the very hospital complex he now wanted to
  visit.


  ‘Wait,’ Chandra cut in. ‘You said he wants to go to a private clinic.’


  ‘Yes. A clinic next to the university hospital, where he’s been treated already. Dammit . . . his old office can’t be far away. The prison doctor says there’s no medical
  reason for him to go there.’


  ‘I don’t give a damn whether there’s a reason for it or not. We need that name.’


  ‘If he’s serious he’ll be back with it before the day’s out. If he isn’t . . . this is about something else. I don’t—’


  ‘Jesus Christ!’ she shrieked. ‘Are you under the illusion this is a discussion or something? I told you. I ordered you. Tell Bijlmerbajes to take him to this damned
  appointment. When that’s done put him in the smallest, nastiest cell you can find and keep him there until he talks.’


  Behind the wheel Bakker had heard the shrill voice rising from Vos’s handset.


  ‘I caution against that, Commissaris,’ Vos said.


  ‘Your caution’s noted. Just do it.’


  ‘We need to interview Annie Schrijver again. Properly this time.’


  ‘Is this a bad line or something? Did you hear me?’


  He turned to Bakker and asked her to call Marly Kloosterman and tell her Commissaris Chandra had decided to comply with De Graaf’s request. Transport and an appointment needed to be
  arranged as soon as possible. Vos put his hand over the phone so Chandra couldn’t hear her caustic response.


  ‘Best do it outside,’ he said and waited until she’d climbed out of the car. ‘Yes, Commissaris. I heard. Annie Schrijver . . .’


  ‘You can’t interview her right now,’ she said and told him why.


  He was speechless.


  ‘If she’s on TV making a personal appeal perhaps that will loosen a few tongues,’ she went on. ‘More than I ever will.’


  ‘We don’t identify rape victims.’


  ‘No we don’t. But they can identify themselves. She’s going public out of a sense of duty. Brave girl.’


  ‘I cau—’


  ‘Yes, yes, you caution against it. Let me remind you. We’ve got a killer out there. For all we know we’ll be facing up to another dead girl, another tattoo tomorrow.’


  But only if she wakes, he thought.


  Bakker was having a difficult conversation. He waved at her to wait until he could take over the call.


  ‘The media will crucify me over this if I’m not careful,’ Chandra added.


  The words just came out.


  ‘But not if they’re drooling over an interview with a rape victim.’


  There was a long deep breath on the line.


  ‘You know, Vos, I’ve been very patient with you. Right down to the damned dog. But I have my limits. Get that name out of De Graaf. Then find the bastard. You’ve got time
  before that happens. What do you intend to do?’


  He’d worked that out already.


  ‘Braat was fired from the butterfly house at Artis. Someone led me to that party next door to the zoo on Tuesday night. We’ll stop there on the way back. Maybe there’s a
  link.’


  ‘You’re chasing butterflies?’


  ‘Unless you’d like us somewhere else.’


  ‘Happy hunting,’ Chandra told him and was gone.


  He got out of the car and took the phone from Bakker as she mouthed at him, ‘Your friend wants a word.’


  Marly Kloosterman sounded disappointed.


  ‘I don’t get it,’ she said when Vos took the phone. ‘I thought you were waiting to get a name . . .’


  ‘I thought so too. I’ve been . . . overruled. Commissaris Chandra has decided. Her mind’s made up and it’s not the sort you change. How quickly can you arrange
  it?’


  ‘The clinic will see him at the drop of a hat if he’s got the money. And he has.’


  ‘Try and arrange it for this afternoon. When he gets back we’ll talk to him.’


  ‘One condition,’ she added.


  Nothing was ever easy.


  ‘Which is?’


  ‘I want you to come round to see my new houseboat. We can have a glass of wine on the deck. You can give me a few tips. It’s your fault I bought the damned thing.’


  Bakker had her arms folded and was watching him.


  ‘My fault?’


  ‘Yes. You and your little dog. You always looked so snug in that place of yours. I guess that’s why I never got invited back. I was intruding.’


  It all began the Christmas before. A party, police and prison staff, and suddenly, he realized, she was interested in him. A beautiful winter evening, frost on the pavement outside the Drie
  Vaten. He’d started a little coal fire in the barge burner. Then, the next morning, found the idea of closeness, of ties and the demands of another, too daunting to face.


  A few difficult conversations had followed. After that nothing but a handful of meetings in the course of work, uncomfortable for him though Marly Kloosterman dealt with them gently, as if she
  understood.


  ‘I’d like that,’ he said. ‘I’ll try and do better this time round.’


  ‘Me too. Sorry if I was a bit needy.’


  He didn’t remember her being needy at all.


  The woman from the TV was called Lucie Helmink. She was one of the anchors for the nightly news, a station veteran of everything from chat shows to war zones, forty-seven
  though she dressed younger and, on the screen, looked it too. Den Hartog had worked with her before. It was often rewarding but never easy.


  Now she stood with her crew in the hospital corridor, arguing about the way the transmission was going to be handled. Helmink had talked to the station about running it live in the next
  newscast. Den Hartog was adamant that wasn’t going to happen.


  ‘Why not?’ she asked, arms folded, eyes fixed on his.


  Inside the room a make-up artist was working on Annie Schrijver, brushing her hair, trying to hide the blue streak, using powder to put some colour in her cheeks. A production assistant was
  bringing in bouquets of flowers to set around the room. The lights were ready, the cameras. Helmink said she was confident she could play this whole interview by ear, improvising questions as Annie
  Schrijver began to talk.


  ‘Because there’s a criminal investigation in train,’ Den Hartog said wearily. ‘If you go live there may be something she says we don’t want out there.’


  ‘And yet your new commissaris told us this morning this was all done and dusted? You’d got the guy?’ She leaned forward and tapped a bright red fingernail against the lapel of
  his grey suit. ‘Dead. If there’s no trial coming there’s nothing we can prejudice.’


  ‘Situations change,’ was all he said.


  ‘Not for me. Live broadcast’s got impact. We can key it into the news.’


  Den Hartog looked at his watch.


  ‘Lucie, please. I can still throw you out of here and get in someone else.’


  ‘You wouldn’t dare.’


  ‘Don’t test me. I’m not asking you to hold off for long. Just give us the chance to take out anything we don’t want out there.’


  He was always surprised by how the TV people looked close up. All the hard glamour and star quality the screen gave them was gone. What was left was a tough, determined mask, seeking one thing
  only: ratings, a story that beat all the others. A win.


  ‘The longer I hold this back the more we’ll have to run with the package we did this morning with Chandra.’


  Smart woman. She’d guessed the situation.


  ‘How long to edit the interview before you let it go?’ he asked.


  ‘Fifteen minutes. We can do it in the van here.’


  ‘Thirty,’ he insisted. ‘I may have to check some things with Commissaris Chandra first.’


  ‘Agreed,’ Lucie Helmink muttered then walked into the room.


  The crew had put baffles over some of the medical equipment to deaden the noise, though it looked as if most of it was no longer connected anyway. Annie Schrijver was still under the hands of
  the make-up woman. Helmink stood back, stared at her and tut-tutted.


  ‘What’s wrong?’ Den Hartog asked.


  ‘She’s supposed to look sick. Like someone who’s just been through hell.’ A scowl then, a glance around the room. ‘Not some nightclub chick with nothing more than a
  hangover.’


  Helmink told the make-up woman to stop.


  ‘Not finished,’ she objected. ‘The lights . . .’


  ‘You’re done. Leave it.’


  Annie Schrijver sat upright in the bed. She wore a hospital gown covered with a blue diamond pattern. There was a single line in her arm. An attractive young woman but exhausted, scared,
  confused. Den Hartog had prepared the way for the interview, through a long, persuasive discussion with her alone. Now she was Helmink’s.


  ‘You’re very brave, sweetheart,’ the TV woman said, pulling up a chair by the bed. ‘People will be saying that tonight. Not everyone has this kind of courage.’


  ‘Maybe I don’t.’


  She had a flat, weak voice.


  ‘But you do. I can tell. Believe me. I’ve worked everywhere. Libya. Syria. Places you wouldn’t believe. I know what courage looks like. You’ve got it.’


  ‘I don’t know if I want to—’


  Helmink began barking instructions at the crew. The cameraman was checking the lights. Ready to go. Everything was in motion.


  ‘No need to go into details,’ Den Hartog cut in. ‘We wouldn’t want them anyway. All you have to do is run through what we said. You went out for the night. Someone spiked
  your drink. That one little slip and . . .’ He shrugged. ‘Say what we agreed. You want women like you to be careful. To know the cost if they’re not. That’s all.’


  She sat up in bed and ran a hand through her hair. It was so clean, so carefully brushed it looked wrong.


  ‘My mum’s OK with this?’ she asked. ‘Dad too?’


  Helmink glanced at Den Hartog, a look that said: Your question, not mine.


  ‘They’re behind you every step of the way,’ he told her.


  ‘So why aren’t they here?’


  ‘Soon,’ he said. ‘Can’t have too many people in the room. Just say it in your own words. How women like you need to avoid getting into the same . . .’


  He was hunting for the right word when she cut in bitterly, ‘Mess. Same stupid fuck-up as I did, you mean?’


  ‘No language, darling,’ Helmink warned her. ‘Looks awful if we have to bleep things out. Please. We want sympathy here. You are a victim after all.’


  She didn’t get a response to that. So Lucie Helmink looked at the crew, the camera, smiled, checked her face in a mirror by the bed, grinning to make sure her teeth were OK.


  ‘Let’s get this started,’ she said. ‘We don’t have all day.’


  

  There were rules about prison transport but they didn’t apply to a dying man. Two nurses and a private ambulance were all that would be needed to ferry Vincent de Graaf to and from the
  private clinic in the Zuidas. The place was ready to make an appointment that afternoon once they knew they could name their price. Within an hour he’d be out of Bijlmerbajes. A visit to a
  consultant, perhaps another two hours for scans. Then back to meet his end of the bargain.


  Marly Kloosterman stayed in the room as he struggled into outside clothes: baggy khaki chinos, loose white shirt, bright blue nautical sweater, all from the time he was brought into the medical
  wing from the sex offenders’ block.


  ‘You might at least give a man some privacy,’ he grumbled, fighting with the zips, the buttons, the effort.


  ‘I’m your physician while you’re here. It would be remiss of me to leave you to your own devices.’ She watched him sweating as he tried to pull the sweater over the
  scraps of grey hair on his shiny bald head. ‘I can help if you want.’


  ‘No,’ he said with a quick savagery. ‘I don’t need help from the likes of you. Every minute I’ve been here you’ve enjoyed watching me. Every
  second.’


  She sighed and took a seat.


  ‘That’s very unfair, Vincent. It’s part of my job. As far as I’m concerned you’ve received the best treatment money could buy. If you feel otherwise I can find the
  complaints forms. Let you file—’


  ‘As if they’d listen to me.’


  ‘Oh, we all listen to you. Don’t have much choice, do we? Given you whine every minute of the day.’


  ‘When do I go?’


  A glance at her watch and she said, ‘Presently.’


  He got the sweater over his chest and struggled to pull it down, panting with the effort. Exhausted, he sat down on the bed, trying to get back his breath.


  When he finally managed it he glared at her and said, ‘I hate to spoil your fun, Dr Kloosterman, but you can leave me now. I’ll wait on my own.’


  ‘You mean you don’t want company?’


  ‘Not yours, thanks.’


  ‘Shame.’ She didn’t move. ‘When you get back . . . when Vos comes to meet you . . . what are you going to tell him exactly?’


  He placed a skinny finger against his nose.


  ‘That’s between him and me.’


  ‘Not really, Vincent.’


  ‘What do you mean?’


  ‘I mean if this is just a game . . . if you screw him around the way you’ve been screwing us ever since you set foot in this place . . . there will be consequences.’


  He laughed and looked at himself. The machines, the lines, the medication by the bed.


  ‘What do you think I care for consequences?’


  ‘So you are going to give him a name?’


  ‘Definitely,’ he said, nodding his head. ‘On my life. Any more questions?’


  ‘Only one.’ She walked up, looked into his dim, glassy eyes. ‘Do you ever think about them? All those women. The ones you killed. It wasn’t just three, was it? We both
  know that. Then all the lives you ruined along the way. Women who never quite knew what happened to them. Only that it was disgusting and somehow you managed to make them feel it was down to them.
  Their fault. That they’re the ones to feel guilty and bear the blame.’


  He scratched his neck, screwed up his face and said, ‘I hate to disappoint you but . . . no. Can’t say I do.’


  ‘Then why do we hear you screaming through the walls at night?’


  He laughed.


  ‘Oh, that? Bad dreams. I keep having this nightmare that I’m trapped in some hellhole with a bitch of an ice maiden who takes enormous pleasure sticking needles in me day in and day
  out. Understandable in the circumstances.’


  ‘Very funny.’


  He tried to sit more upright.


  ‘You know, Marly, ordinarily I wouldn’t consider a woman of your age. There’s nothing left to . . . spoil. But for you I’d happily make an exception.’ He glanced at
  his skinny frame. ‘Not personally you understand. But it could be arranged. Just ask—’


  ‘You’re not going to tell him a damned thing, are you?’


  He hesitated for a second then said with a grin, ‘The appointment’s booked. Nothing you can do to stop it now. Vos is an unusual man, don’t you agree? He likes to see the best
  in people. Extraordinary if you think about it.’


  She retreated to the door without a word then leaned on the bell. One of the male nurses came in pushing a hospital wheelchair. There were grey blankets folded neatly over the back and an oxygen
  kit on the seat.


  ‘We’ll let you know when it’s time to leave,’ she said on the way out. ‘If you disobey one word the nurses tell you they’re under orders to bring you back
  here instantly. No clinic. No appointment. No possibility of a rerun. Do I make myself clear?’


  His right hand rose in a salute.


  ‘I promise not to run away, dear doctor,’ Vincent de Graaf said, then hobbled over, found the wheelchair, sat in it and closed his eyes.


  Bakker had returned to the car, still upset at something. Vos asked what was wrong.


  ‘Is that what monsters look like?’


  He’d called ahead to Artis and got through to the keeper of the butterfly collection. His name was Lucas Kramer. The man had grunted something inaudible when Vos mentioned Jef Braat then
  said he was happy to speak if they met him in the butterfly house. They were still dealing with problems in the stock records. Braat’s legacy from the sound of it.


  ‘Not really,’ he said. ‘Monsters look like you and me. Like the person sitting next to you on a tram.’


  ‘The way he asked if I had a tattoo . . .’


  ‘Let it go. You’ll meet much worse.’


  ‘He knew,’ she murmured.


  ‘Knew what?’


  ‘I do have one.’


  Vos couldn’t think what to say. Laura Bakker was a conservative, level-headed woman, without the least concern for fashion. The last person he’d expect to get a tattoo.


  ‘None of my business,’ he said.


  ‘A boyfriend wanted me to do it. Something . . . personal between us. I just went along with it. Don’t know why.’ She shook her head and looked out of the window.
  ‘It’s like we’re conditioned. Programmed not to think. A man asks. A woman complies.’


  ‘We’ve all done something stupid when we’re young, Laura. You put it down to experience. Consign it to the distant past. Friesland. When you were a kid.’


  She started up the Volvo and they set off back into the city. The events of Wednesday night remained sharp in his memory. There was surely something there he’d missed.


  ‘This isn’t the distant past. It happened six months ago,’ Bakker said. ‘Not in Friesland. Here.’


  Vos sighed, looked at her, said, ‘Sorry.’


  There was something in the way he did it that made her laugh.


  ‘No. I’m sorry. I’m being stupid. It’s just a little tattoo. A humming bird. No need to know where. What does it matter?’ They were on the long straight road to
  Artis. Not far from the impromptu party where the panda girl had dispatched him to Zorgvlied two nights before. ‘Marly Kloosterman really likes you. Were you two once . . . ?’


  ‘No. At least . . . not any more. Not ever really. I’m not good at all that. Never was.’


  ‘Relationships,’ she grumbled. ‘More trouble than they’re worth. You get pressured into feeling . . . if you don’t have one there’s something wrong with you.
  And there isn’t.’ She caught his eye. ‘Is there?’


  Vos pointed out the lane by the canal that led to the staff gates into Artis. Marly Kloosterman’s new houseboat had to be nearby. He wondered what it was like. Whether she enjoyed living
  there on her own, a bright, lively woman, sociable in a way he’d never be. Divorced too and he couldn’t for the life of him imagine how any sane man could fail a woman like that so much
  he’d come to lose her.


  He and Bakker never talked about their private lives. It was easy for him since he didn’t have one. The subject wasn’t off-limits.


  Just irrelevant. This sudden frankness was awkward, unwanted yet somehow needed too.


  ‘What do I know? If it happens it happens,’ he said. ‘If it doesn’t then . . . perhaps you save yourself a lot of pain.’


  ‘And a tattoo,’ she added, turning into the gate.


  They walked past a rock pool full of noisy sea lions, barking and honking, then entered the Artis butterfly house, a modern two-storey glass building at the very edge of the
  zoo. The atmosphere hit them the moment they stepped through the plastic sheet doors, a wall of hot air so humid the moisture seemed to stick to them. A world of lush green vegetation lay ahead,
  gigantic palms and succulents stretching two floors to the roof. Through the leaves and branches gaudy shapes flitted, some the size of a hand, some like tiny flying flowers darting to and fro. The
  noises of the zoo outside, animals, exotic birds and excited visitors, were gone entirely. It was as if they’d entered a verdant tropical jungle recreated in the chilly northern clime of
  Amsterdam.


  Kramer was there to meet them. He was a stick-thin, silver-haired man of fifty or so, smart in a white lab coat and steel-rimmed glasses. With him was his assistant, Rik Loderus. He looked the
  perpetual student with a head of bubbly dark hair atop a round, beaming, bespectacled face. A pair of baggy hiking shorts and a T-shirt covered in bright butterfly designs completed the outfit. The
  two men could scarcely have seemed more different.


  Straight from a school party, Loderus explained when Bakker stared at the bizarre clothing.


  ‘I dress for the occasion,’ he added then took off his glasses and wiped away the moisture.


  A gaggle of kids in uniform was filing along the winding path to the floor above. Loderus called out to them and got happy waves back.


  ‘I trust this won’t take long,’ Kramer said then ushered them through to the office, pointing out the frames of chrysalises set out for public display along the way.


  ‘Half of them empty,’ he said with a dismissive wave. ‘Thanks to that thieving bastard. I should never have let him set foot in this place. It was only on the recommendation of
  others . . .’


  He glared at Loderus.


  ‘Not me, boss. I thought you took him on,’ his assistant commented as they went through the double doors into a small and tidy room where the busy air conditioning brought some
  welcome cold. ‘Besides, he’s dead. Saw it on the news. Seems he did a lot worse than pinch our butterflies.’


  ‘Well,’ Kramer said. ‘That’s the last time we take a convict here.’


  Loderus sat on the edge of his desk and raised an eyebrow.


  ‘Lucas. We’ve had ten, eleven men from prison helping out before. None of them caused any problems. A couple are still here. Very good workers.’


  ‘Never again in my department,’ Kramer repeated. He stared at Vos and Bakker. ‘What do you want?’


  ‘We’d like to know about Jef Braat,’ Vos said. ‘What he did, where he came from, who he hung around with.’


  Kramer looked at his sidekick and said, ‘I’ve got a budget meeting. You can deal with this.’


  With that he walked out of the door.


  ‘Lucas is very busy,’ Loderus explained. ‘Don’t take it personally.’


  ‘We’re police,’ Bakker told him. ‘We don’t.’


  He smiled at her.


  ‘Good. There’s not a lot I can tell you really. We give ex-cons a chance from time to time. Braat was one of them. Spent some time in the reptile house then talked his way in here.
  He seemed . . . OK. I wouldn’t have gone out for a beer with him to be honest with you.’


  ‘Why not?’ she asked.


  ‘Not my type. A touch aggressive if you rubbed him up the wrong way. That big butterfly tattoo on his neck didn’t look right either. I doubt he’d have lasted. Even if he
  wasn’t taking our babies.’


  ‘Babies? They’re insects.’


  ‘Beautiful insects,’ he said, pointing at the window. Something had landed there. It had huge wings, strange patterns on them in lurid red and blue and yellow.


  Vos asked if Braat had any friends.


  ‘Doubt it. He was only with us a few weeks. Then someone noticed things were missing. Security confronted him. Lucas and I decided it would be best if we left it to them. After which he
  was gone. Cleared his locker that same day. I kind of thought he might punch someone on the way out but . . .’ Loderus frowned. ‘Most of the guys we get from prison are fine. They
  deserve a break. If we lose a few butterflies along the way . . . we can always get more.’


  A second shape fluttered in front of the glass, then clung to a vine running down the pane, long spindly legs, fat furry body.


  Vos looked at it and asked, ‘How do you kill them?’


  That seemed to surprise him.


  ‘Why do you ask?’


  ‘It may be important.’


  Loderus went to a door at the back of the room, pulled a set of keys out of his pocket and opened it. They followed him into a storage area full of filing cabinets running almost to the low
  roof. Bakker opened the nearest drawer. There were lines and lines of dead butterflies inside, pinned to paper boards, Latin names beneath, desiccated bodies, some ancient, a few more recent. By a
  blacked-out window stood a row of killing jars. On the wall was a poster: an old pastel drawing of butterflies. She glanced at Vos. He’d seen it too. The images resembled the tattoo on
  Braat’s neck.


  ‘We only do it when we really need to,’ Loderus explained. ‘God knows we’ve got enough specimens from way back when people used to pin them up for fun. I hate it . .
  .’


  ‘How does it work?’ she asked.


  ‘We put poison in a killing jar and drop the poor thing in.’


  ‘Potassium cyanide,’ Vos said.


  ‘Exactly. How did you know?’


  ‘Where do you keep it?’


  Loderus pulled out his set of keys again and went to a cupboard secured with a single padlock. Inside were bottles and packs of chemicals. He rootled through a few and muttered,
  ‘It’s here somewhere.’


  The two of them came and stood behind him.


  ‘It should be.’ Nervous, he pulled on his long dark hair. ‘I don’t understand . . . Ah.’


  He retrieved a brown jar and pointed to the skull and crossbones on the label.


  ‘Almost gone,’ Loderus said, unscrewing the lid. ‘Need to order some more.’


  Vos looked inside. A thin layer of white powder lay on the bottom.


  ‘Let me guess. Jef Braat had access to this locker.’


  ‘I imagine so.’


  Vos asked about records. Loderus checked a book. The last time the killing jars had been used was two months before. There was no way of telling if more poison had been taken from the bottle
  since then.


  ‘Lot of use that is,’ Bakker said. ‘And he really had no acquaintances here? No one he talked to?’


  Loderus shook his head.


  ‘Don’t think so. I know this looks like a zoo. Show business or something. But we’re a serious scientific operation. The visitors help pay for real research. And maybe we
  educate them a little too. Lucas is one of the top men in his field. I’m not exactly without qualifications myself. Jef Braat was . . . a man who swept up and took out the rubbish.’


  Bakker kept on at him. Vos poked around the boxes. Dead butterflies, pictures on the wall. Poison. Braat could have taken some, could have used it too. And then someone murdered him in turn. It
  was all conjecture. They needed something positive. A name from Vincent de Graaf might be a start. Perhaps Jillian Chandra was right.


  His phone trilled. A message from one of the night team just coming on duty.


  I don’t know if you’ve been told or not. But the Schrijver girl’s going on the news. Right now. You may want to watch.


  ‘Damn,’ he murmured and walked back into the office, found the PC, sat down at the desk and pulled up the live news feed.


  A familiar face came on the screen. Lucie Helmink standing outside the hospital, mike in hand, telling people that what they were about to see might shock them.


  Then the scene switched to Annie Schrijver upright in bed, eyes darting everywhere. The make-up artist and the hair stylist had made her look as if she was in a TV studio. Still, she seemed
  drained and frightened.


  ‘Can’t believe we put her up to this,’ Bakker whispered. ‘I’m not even sure I can watch it.’


  She went back into the storeroom. They could hear drawers getting opened, her low complaining voice.


  Loderus sat down to watch. In spite of the distressed face on the screen he seemed amused.


  ‘Something’s funny?’ Vos asked.


  ‘Not that,’ Loderus said with a nod at the computer. ‘Your friend. She’s different. Is she . . . um . . . ?’


  He stopped as if he’d gone too far.


  ‘Is she what?’ Vos asked and felt he was speaking like a cross father interrogating a potential boyfriend.


  Annie Schrijver had started talking. She had a quiet, monotonous voice, something unexpectedly hard to it too.


  ‘Nothing,’ the butterfly man said. ‘Sorry I asked.’


  The sky was getting darker, rain was starting to fall as they took Vincent de Graaf down in the lift to the Bijlmerbajes car park. The pair of prison nurses handled the
  wheelchair. Marly Kloosterman accompanied them in silence. The man himself wore a bored smile throughout, clutching his sweater around him against the cold.


  A silver Mercedes ambulance had been booked for the short trip to the Zuidas. The driver remained behind the wheel while two medics came and signed the paperwork. Kloosterman talked to them, ran
  through the arrangements. The ambulance would drive into the clinic car park at the side of the public hospital and there be met by local staff. They were to remain on site until De Graaf’s
  examination and any scans were complete. After that he’d be returned by a clinic nurse and taken back to Bijlmerbajes.


  One of the men gazed at De Graaf in his wheelchair and chuckled.


  ‘I don’t think he’ll be doing a runner, will he?’


  ‘If he does I’ll have your heads on a block.’


  ‘Thank you, ma’am.’


  ‘No. I mean it. You take him there. You bring him back. No screw-ups.’


  He handed over the signed documents and said nothing. She returned to De Graaf and the local nurses then went through the journey ahead. He couldn’t take his eyes off the sky, the blocks
  of the prison, the walls, the van. It was if he’d forgotten what the outside world was like.


  ‘Enjoy your treat, Vincent,’ she added. ‘It’s more than you deserve.’


  ‘You don’t know what I deserve. You’ve no idea.’


  ‘As soon as I get news you’ve left the clinic I’ll bring Vos back here. You’re going to talk to him the moment you turn up.’


  ‘I do so hope I’ll feel up to it. These things can be terribly tiring.’ He looked up at her and winked. ‘I don’t suppose you could put back that appointment till
  tomorrow, could you? Give me time to recover. To . . . um, think.’


  ‘You promised him a name.’


  ‘Oh, I’ll give him a name.’ He eyed the nurse’s badge. ‘Robin.’ He looked up at the man and smiled. ‘That’s a nice one.’


  ‘I could stop this—’


  ‘No you can’t. Wheels in motion, Doctor. A prison quack must know her place.’


  ‘Take him,’ Kloosterman snapped and watched them load the wheelchair up the ramp.


  There was a crack of thunder somewhere in the east. Autumn was coming and with it the cold and wet, the smell of damp leaves, the promise of dead winter.


  Two minutes later the Mercedes was through the heavy gates of Bijlmerbajes, heading out into the early evening traffic. De Graaf sat in his wheelchair, smiling at the nurses, amused by the stern
  way they returned his gaze.


  ‘Windows,’ he said. ‘It would have been so nice if I’d had a vehicle with windows. Perhaps on the way back . . .’


  ‘This is what you get,’ the senior medic told him.


  The sound of traffic. Music from the ambulance dashboard up front. A waft of diesel on the damp evening air.


  It was as close as freedom would ever get if the likes of Pieter Vos and Marly Kloosterman had their way.


  ‘Very well,’ De Graaf said then folded his skinny arms over the blue jumper and tried to peer through the windscreen up ahead.


  Bert and Nina Schrijver found themselves in a trendy cafe set in the midst of the finance blocks springing up all over the Zuidas. It felt like another city, a different world.
  Thirty-somethings in expensive-looking casual clothes, bent over laptops and tablets, tapping constantly at their giant phones.


  He’d given up trying to apologize. She wasn’t much interested in listening anyway. Schrijver had stopped counting the hours too. If he moaned about waiting one more time she’d
  scream. The entire afternoon had vanished in silent recrimination, overpriced coffee they couldn’t drink, fruitless calls to the hospital pleading for entry only to be told to phone back
  later.


  After a while you ran out of things to say. All that was left was the guilt and the dark thoughts that came out of nowhere, laughing at the back of your head.


  Annie was alive and yet somehow a shadow still hung over them. He couldn’t name it, couldn’t quite see it, but he knew for sure it was there.


  Hoogland came on the phone. Schrijver went outside to take the call. The stall was busy. It seemed the Syrian kid was proving popular, bringing in more money than even Annie had managed with her
  sweetest of smiles.


  ‘Keep him,’ was all Schrijver said when he heard.


  ‘What do you mean?’ Hoogland asked. ‘Keep him?’


  ‘I mean bring him back tomorrow. He’s got no other work, has he?’


  ‘Have you lost your mind? He’s living in a hostel somewhere. We don’t even know who he is. He might be a terrorist.’


  ‘Don’t be stupid. Does a terrorist want to work a flower stall? He’s making me money. More than you ever do. Maybe if I watch him I can learn how to stay afloat.’


  ‘He’s smiling at people and running up bouquets on the spot. Neat trick but I don’t need him to do it.’


  ‘You should check your smile in the mirror, Jordi.’


  That didn’t go down well.


  ‘Annie can smile at them,’ Hoogland replied. ‘She’s good at that.’


  ‘Annie won’t be back on the stall for a while.’


  Maybe never, he thought.


  ‘Then I’ll do it. Or get some other market bum . . .’


  ‘You make shit bouquets. Even I can manage better.’


  ‘If we wind up needing a rag head to fix things . . .’


  ‘We?’ Schrijver yelled. ‘Since when was it . . . we? This is my business. Not yours. You can piss off and take your thieving fingers elsewhere for all I care.’


  It was a cruel, unnecessary thing to say. Hoogland was no angel but at least he’d been loyal. Or, more accurately, turned up to work for pennies, paid late on occasion, when no one else
  would bother.


  ‘If he’s illegal and you employ him they’ll fine you. Put you out of business.’


  ‘I’m almost out of business already. Let me worry about that.’


  ‘You’re a fool, Bert,’ Hoogland barked. ‘Bigger than you know.’


  The line went dead.


  ‘Handled that well,’ Schrijver muttered to himself.


  He looked back in the cafe. People were standing up, going to a huge flat-screen TV set against the back wall. Nina was among them, hand to her mouth, tears in her eyes.


  On the TV he saw the reason. Annie was there staring into the camera, looking sick and scared. Something else too that was obvious now she was blown up four times life-size on the screen,
  something that seemed alien, wrong in the child he’d always raised to be polite and decent and truthful. But that was on the surface and the surface was all a stupid man saw. Not the private
  life, the seething hidden world that lay beneath.


  Evasive was how his daughter seemed. There was no other word.


  He marched back into the cafe and took Nina’s arm.


  ‘We’re going to see her. I don’t care what they say.’


  ‘Laura,’ Vos called. ‘Get in here. I need you to watch this.’


  She wandered into the office and joined the two men at the computer.


  Annie Schrijver was nodding as the interviewer went through what she called ‘the story so far’.


  ‘Story?’ Bakker murmured. ‘It’s a bloody outrage . . .’


  Vos shushed her. Lucie Helmink was pushing the mike closer to the figure on the bed, urging her on.


  ‘Now tell us, Annie. What do you think happened? In your own words.’


  ‘As if they’d be somebody else’s!’


  ‘Laura . . .’ Vos said.


  ‘Laura,’ Loderus echoed more softly.


  She was silent then. So was Annie Schrijver.


  ‘What exactly do you remember?’ the TV woman asked.


  A frown, a pained look at the camera then she said, ‘Nothing much. Going out for a drink. With a guy. Waking up.’ She rolled her eyes. ‘In a van somewhere. Blacking out. Coming
  to . . . here.’


  ‘You didn’t know this man?’


  ‘No.’ It was said with the slow, extended petulance of a child. ‘He bought some flowers. Seemed nice. A . . . guy . . . I didn’t know. It happens.’


  ‘You didn’t think . . .’


  ‘He wasn’t wearing a shirt with the word rapist on it. I’d probably have noticed.’


  ‘This sleeping beauty’s got claws.’ Bakker whispered.


  ‘Where did you meet him?’ echoed Lucie Helmink.


  ‘Some place.’ She screwed her eyes tight shut, looked as if she was struggling for a memory. ‘Nearby I guess. I don’t remember a car. Or a taxi. My bike . . .’


  ‘Just any place?’ Helmink asked. ‘This man was a stranger. You went with him—’


  ‘Not just any place!’


  Her eyes flickered from side to side, as if looking to someone for comfort.


  ‘Couldn’t have been. I wouldn’t . . .’


  ‘Somewhere you thought you were safe?’


  ‘Must have done.’


  ‘And what happened?’


  ‘Had a drink,’ she said, close to a whisper. ‘Talked. He was . . . OK, I guess. Otherwise I wouldn’t have stayed. Not stupid . . .’


  ‘No one thinks you’re stupid.’


  Annie Schrijver glared at her but didn’t speak.


  ‘The drink . . .’


  ‘It was a drink. A beer. No. A cocktail. And then I don’t remember. What—’


  Bakker jabbed a finger at the screen and said, ‘Wait . . .’


  ‘Laura,’ Vos warned. ‘Will you keep quiet?’


  ‘But—’


  ‘They taste funny,’ Annie Schrijver said. ‘Don’t they?’


  ‘I don’t know,’ Lucie Helmink answered. ‘What kind of funny?’


  ‘Like someone put salt in them.’


  ‘But you didn’t notice?’


  ‘It was a cocktail. They taste funny anyway. A—’


  The audio bleeped out something.


  ‘Missed that,’ Loderus complained.


  ‘A fuck-me cocktail, she said,’ Bakker told him.


  Annie Schrijver was laughing at her strange little joke, a short, mirthless sound. It was painful to see.


  ‘What do you think he did?’


  There was a long pause then nothing. Helmink asked again.


  ‘Maybe you should ask the police. Or the doctors. They’ve been prodding and poking me.’


  ‘You think he raped—’


  ‘What do you reckon?’ she cried. ‘We played cards? He did what they always do. It’s not like this was the . . .’ She stopped herself and there was sudden colour in
  her cheeks. ‘Not like I’m the first.’


  There was a break then as if something had been cut. Helmink returned, face to camera. It wasn’t even clear if she was talking as part of the interview at all.


  Vos had his phone out and looked ready to go.


  ‘It’s very brave of you, Annie, to talk about this,’ the TV woman was saying very slowly. ‘What’s your message to women like yourself . . .’


  ‘Laura,’ Vos cried. ‘Come on. We’re off. Let’s find the car.’


  ‘But, but . . .’ She pointed at the screen. ‘It’s not finished.’


  ‘Seen enough.’


  He shook Rik Loderus by the hand. So did she. The butterfly man was blushing and seemed to be mumbling something about her number.


  ‘Oh, for God’s sake,’ Bakker grumbled. ‘Not now.’


  Outside they headed through the back of the zoo into the staff car park. Vos was on the phone, through to Jillian Chandra.


  ‘The interview—’ he began.


  ‘Wasn’t so great, was it? You’d think that TV woman could have made more—’


  ‘Annie Schrijver was lying.’


  They got to the car. He nodded at Bakker to take the wheel.


  ‘Any directions, sir?’


  ‘The hospital.’


  Chandra was listening.


  ‘What is this, Vos?’


  ‘I said. She’s lying. She knows damn well where they went. Maybe she’s got a good idea who did this. Who that corpse in the morgue is too.’


  ‘Oh, please. Once again the great detective sees something the rest of us are blind to. Shame you didn’t manage this four years ago.’


  They began to edge out onto the road by the narrow canal, past the building site and the houseboats. From somewhere behind an animal bellowed.


  ‘Can’t believe we never got to see a giraffe or an elephant or something,’ Bakker complained with a shake of her head.


  ‘No,’ Chandra barked down the phone. ‘This is not a priority. We’ve interviewed Annie Schrijver. He gave her that date rape drug. She knows nothing.’


  ‘I’m telling you—’


  ‘Listen to me. I want you at Bijlmerbajes for when De Graaf returns from the clinic. I want a name from him. That’s something solid. Not you playing detective with some amnesiac
  victim while we still have that bastard out there.’


  Bakker bounced over the speed bumps too quickly. It took a moment for him to get his breath back.


  ‘De Graaf won’t be back for an hour at least. There’s time. Maybe I can grab him when he comes out of the clinic. I’ll let you know how it goes.’


  ‘Did you hear me?’


  He cut the call and put the phone in his pocket. Then to be sure took it out and turned the thing off.


  ‘It could just be an awkward interview,’ Bakker said. ‘You might be reading too much into it, Pieter.’


  He wasn’t listening.


  ‘She lied,’ Vos said. ‘Though why . . .’


  For the life of him he couldn’t imagine.


  The Copernicus Cancer Centre was a two-storey block tacked to the side of the public hospital complex, close to the rising forest of towers of the financial district. The
  ambulance pulled into the small car park at the back. The doors opened and Vincent de Graaf caught his first sight of evening sky outside Bijlmerbajes since three months before, when Kloosterman
  last sent him to the public hospital next door for a scan.


  The lights were on in the Zuidas buildings. As they manoeuvred his wheelchair he found the familiar silhouette reaching up into the darkening sky like a giant concrete finger and said,
  ‘You see that one? Third in. I built that. The De Witt Trust. Paid some stuck-up architect. Had to. But I built it. Ten floors, all rented now. Upwards of three hundred and fifty a square
  metre last time I checked.’ He grunted. ‘Not that it’s much use to me.’


  ‘You’re talking to yourself, pal,’ the nurse said.


  The chair bounced on the hard car park ground. The Zuidas was different four years on. The financial centre must have doubled in size, eating up the green polder fields, replacing meadow with
  asphalt, glass and brick.


  It didn’t smell sweet any more. There was smoke and tar on the rainy breeze and the noticeable whiff of pollution. He liked that.


  ‘I know I’m talking to myself. Do you think I’d waste my precious breath on you? Christ . . . !’


  The idiot had gripped him hard around the shoulders and by accident dragged out the needle-like cannula in De Graaf’s left arm. The pain was brief but sharp.


  ‘You want me to put that back?’ the medic asked, reaching for his gloves.


  ‘I’ll wait,’ De Graaf snarled. ‘For a doctor.’


  They pushed him to the rear doors of the Copernicus clinic. A figure in blue scrubs was waiting there half-hidden in the shadows. He came out with a clipboard, a pen, a steady, knowledgeable
  manner, walked behind the wheelchair, signed the forms the ambulance man gave him, then pushed De Graaf up the slope.


  They went into a tunnel by what looked like a private staff car park in the bottom of the building.


  ‘Stop,’ De Graaf said, raising a weak hand.


  He told the man to turn the wheelchair round. He wanted to see the Zuidas again. The tower he’d built. The way the place was rising out of nothing but green meadow.


  Vincent de Graaf stared at the urban landscape before him, all lights and glass and concrete. He’d been praying to see it again for months. Now he was here it seemed disappointing. This
  was once his world, a place he ruled, where he did whatever he felt like. But carelessness had robbed him of that prize and now a wicked, cruel thing inside would take the weak and flimsy husk that
  was left.


  ‘We have to go,’ a confident male voice said from behind.


  ‘How did he find you?’


  ‘Does it matter?’


  The messages he’d received in Bijlmerbajes were vague invitations. Difficult to interpret, hard to refuse. That need he had for freedom, albeit briefly, had consumed him. Just the thought
  of seeing the night sky without those damned prison blocks around . . .


  ‘We need to go.’ The wheelchair squeaked into motion. ‘The time—’


  ‘I know about time,’ De Graaf cut in, shocked by the sound of his own voice, how close it was to breaking. ‘I know more about that than you ever will.’


  Around the corner stood what looked like a white golf buggy. When he worked down the road De Graaf had seen them use these to transport patients around the hospital complex, from X-Ray to MRI,
  theatre to intensive care.


  Strong arms came down and lifted him gently from the chair. De Graaf’s hands reached out like those of a sickly child, rising to the neck of a parent. Then stopped as he felt foolish, and
  clutched them instead to his bony chest.


  ‘I don’t know you,’ he said, looking at the face above him. Then wondered, ‘Do I?’


  ‘Doubt it,’ the man said as he carried him to the buggy.


  The fake leather cushion of the back seat was at least soft. The stranger found a blanket, laid it over him, up to the chin, and gingerly raised it to his face.


  ‘No,’ De Graaf said, surprised to find that suddenly he was scared. Now. When he was free. ‘Don’t cover me.’


  ‘I’ve got to.’ He lifted the blanket over De Graaf’s sweating, trembling face, went to the front, brought the electric motor to life, and trundled out into the
  night’s steady rain.


  Annie Schrijver’s parents were with her when Vos marched through the door, Bakker at his heels. Her father looked up. Her mother didn’t. The room was full of the
  flowers the TV people had placed there for effect. Roses, lilies and tulips, their heady scent filling the air.


  ‘She wants some peace,’ Bert Schrijver said, glaring at them. ‘You people have done enough already. Leave her be.’


  He came and stood in front of Vos.


  ‘You hear me?’


  ‘Bert,’ Nina whispered. ‘Remember what they said when they let us in. No more . . .’


  ‘They think they bloody own us. Put Annie on the TV like that . . .’


  ‘Not our decision, Mr Schrijver,’ Bakker broke in. ‘We did our best to fight it.’ She looked at him hard. ‘She could have said no.’


  ‘But people don’t, do they?’ he yelled. ‘Not when they’ve got all manner of clever folk like you standing round, telling them what to do.’


  Vos eased past, caught Nina Schrijver’s eye, took a seat, pulled it up by the bed. Her daughter wouldn’t look him in the face.


  ‘I’m Brigadier Vos, Annie. I was the one who found you that night . . .’


  ‘The one who saved your life,’ her mother added.


  ‘I’m sorry you were pressured into this. I wish it hadn’t happened. All the same . . .’ His phone was still switched off. In his head he could see Jillian Chandra getting
  mad somewhere, perhaps even on her way here already. ‘A very dangerous man’s still out there. We need to find him. To stop him. For that . . .’ She looked at him then. ‘For
  that you have to tell us the truth.’


  ‘What do you mean, the truth?’ Bert Schrijver roared.


  A nurse stopped by the door, looked in, asked if everything was OK. Bakker flashed her ID and got her out of there.


  Schrijver seemed to get the point. More quietly he said, ‘She told you everything she knew. That bastard doped her. She doesn’t know what’s happened. If she did . . . if . .
  .’


  He went quiet. Something in his daughter’s face had stopped him. Vos put a hand in his pocket and turned on his phone. Nothing Chandra could do to stop him now.


  ‘Guilt’s a funny thing,’ he said, watching the way she hung on his every word. ‘We all get it. We all think we understand it. We’ve got it under control. But then
  it comes out from nowhere and bites us. Tells us however innocent we think we are really it’s us to blame. For being careless. Or stupid.’


  Nina Schrijver’s hand went out and took her daughter’s fingers.


  ‘It doesn’t matter how often you say . . . you’re not to blame, it’s not your fault. Nothing that happened was down to you. You’re forgiven. That sense of shame
  just stays there like a stain inside. One no one else can see. Just you.’


  ‘Stop it, please,’ the mother whispered.


  ‘I can’t,’ he said. ‘Annie knows something. I need her to tell me.’


  ‘What in God’s name is this about?’ Bert Schrijver asked, voice low for once.


  ‘Where did you go, Annie?’ Bakker asked. ‘Who with?’


  Head down, chin on her pale neck, glassy eyes staring up at them, childlike and full of resentment, she mumbled something.


  ‘Can’t hear,’ Vos said.


  When she spoke her face was contorted, full of pain and anger like a child.


  ‘The Mariposa! It’s where they all go. All the rich ones from the Zuidas. Ten-euro cocktails and clothes I’ll never afford. Lives I’ll never have.’ Just saying that
  seemed to lift some weight from her. ‘He was a foreigner who chatted me up in the market when he bought some flowers. I just went for a drink . . .’


  ‘We need a name.’


  ‘If he told me I don’t remember.’


  ‘There’s more,’ Vos said.


  ‘Is there?’


  She wasn’t going any further so Vos said straight out, ‘You stumbled over your words, Annie. You were going to say this wasn’t the first time it happened.’


  ‘Wasn’t,’ she snapped.


  ‘He’s still out there,’ Vos added. ‘If you can help us find him . . .’


  Bert Schrijver let out a low and mournful groan, long and pained, just one word after, ‘What?’


  ‘We’ve all got secrets,’ Bakker added. ‘It’s just that yours are about more than you. We need—’


  ‘Rob did it just the once!’ she cried. ‘Years ago. When me and him first met. He put something in my drink. It wasn’t . . . wasn’t like you think.’


  Schrijver turned to his ex-wife, face full of thunder and shock.


  ‘Sanders? That bastard was part of this? You knew and never told me.’


  ‘Of course I didn’t know! How could I? Christ, Annie. He did that and you still . . .’


  ‘It was just one of those things! Happens all the time. For God’s sake, Dad, don’t look so fucking angry. You got mum pregnant while you were pissed, didn’t you? The pair
  of you . . .’


  ‘Not the same,’ Nina whispered.


  ‘You’re sure about that? It would have happened anyway. I wanted him.’ More quietly, ‘Rob never tried anything like that again. Never needed to. He said sorry. He meant
  it. Dad!’


  Schrijver was out of the room. Vos told Bakker to find any uniforms around and keep him away from Sanders.


  ‘How many years ago?’ he asked.


  ‘Four.’


  ‘Where?’


  ‘In the city. De Wallen.’ She peeked at her mother. ‘The kind of place I wasn’t supposed to go. It was different. I was on my own. Nothing to do with this.
  Nothing . . .’


  ‘It was just him?’ Vos asked. ‘Just Rob? You’re sure?’


  Annie was hesitating over her answer when Vos’s phone rang. Chandra, he guessed, picking it out of his pocket. He’d try to get the news in before the argument started.


  ‘Pieter,’ said a gentle, concerned voice in his ear.


  He had to think for a moment. Then it continued, ‘It’s Marly. What’s going on?’


  ‘Sorry?’


  ‘I just got a call from the Copernicus people. De Graaf didn’t show up for his appointment. I checked with the paramedics. They’re still in the car park. They say they dropped
  him off with a nurse almost an hour ago. In his wheelchair. They don’t know where he is. He can’t just vanish . . .’


  Nina Schrijver was back at the bed, arms around her daughter.


  ‘Can’t he?’ Vos whispered.


  Outside in the corridor he heard the commotion. Two uniforms wrestling with a furious Bert Schrijver, Bakker with them. He called control and told them to bring a search team to the hospital,
  then assign some people from the night crew to pick up Rob Sanders.


  ‘Where’s the CCTV room?’ he asked the woman on reception.


  Same floor, four hundred metres along the corridor. Restricted access.


  ‘Get us in there,’ he ordered. ‘Laura.’


  Thirty seconds later they were in a small office watching a security guard flick through the screens. Cameras covered the sprawling complex, more than a hundred in all. Vos got him to look at
  the Copernicus car park and scroll back an hour. It took a little while but he found it. An ambulance turning up, two men unloading a wheelchair. They vanished into a blind spot, came back, just
  the medics, pulled out cigarettes, little red lights darting on the screen.


  ‘Get me inside,’ Vos said.


  Up came a view of a corridor to the lift that was supposed to take De Graaf to Copernicus reception. Nothing.


  ‘Where could someone push a wheelchair from there?’ he wondered. ‘Without being seen?’


  ‘Not inside, that’s for sure.’ The security officer scratched his neat hair. ‘It has to be the other side of the staff parking area.’


  He played with the keyboard and brought up another gloomy exterior. Cars glistening under the rain, splashes of light on puddles. Then, in the dark, something like a golf buggy moving steadily
  down the pathway between the vehicles.


  ‘That goes nowhere,’ the guard said, baffled. ‘In this weather? In one of those things?’


  ‘Let me see it live,’ Vos ordered. ‘Pull back and give me the area.’


  The screen changed. No buggy. No movement.


  ‘Pieter,’ Bakker said, pointing at the picture. ‘There.’


  A neon sign on the tower block at the very edge of the screen.


  De Witt it said, in vertical red neon letters.


  ‘That was his company, wasn’t it?’


  He went for the door. She followed, checking her weapon.


  His phone was ringing. It had to be Jillian Chandra this time. She could wait.


  Holding hands in the flower-filled room, listening to the whir of the air conditioning, the dwindling yells and cries down the corridor, the silence between them.


  ‘They’re going to throw Dad out for good, aren’t they?’ Annie said finally.


  Nina Schrijver was there already, thinking of how she’d handle things.


  ‘Probably. Doesn’t matter. You’ll be out of here before long.’


  ‘He’ll hate me for not telling him. You too . . .’


  ‘All I knew was you and Rob had a bad start. Not the details. Never wanted them. Don’t now.’


  ‘Dad’s going to hate me—’


  ‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Nina Schrijver snapped. ‘Your father doesn’t have it in him to hate anyone. Except maybe himself. We’ll get you home soon.’


  ‘Home.’


  There was a message in that single word.


  ‘Come to my place, then. Or maybe we could go away for a few days. I’ve got the money.’


  Annie glared at her, something in that look: I’m a Schrijver. I don’t run.


  She said, ‘I did this. I made him lose it like that. My fault. Whatever that policeman said . . .’


  Nina’s fingers tightened on hers.


  ‘Don’t think that way, love. It won’t help.’


  Annie nodded, closed her eyes, took a long, pained breath.


  ‘What will?’


  It had to be said.


  ‘The truth. Like that police man told you.’


  Annie laughed, a short, dry, mirthless sound.


  ‘The truth? No one tells you everything. There’s stuff you don’t even say to yourself.’


  ‘Someone did this to you. Someone put you in here.’


  ‘It wasn’t Rob. What’s Dad going to do to him?’


  ‘Nothing. I’ll make sure of it. Make sure he understands.’


  She was close to tears.


  ‘You think you do? Or me? I’ve screwed up everything . . .’


  ‘I understand,’ Nina Schrijver answered, ‘that you and Rob had a difficult relationship. It started bad. It ended bad. You’re not the only one it’s happened
  to.’


  ‘Guess not,’ she whispered.


  ‘Do you really not know his name? The one who . . .’


  She couldn’t say it.


  ‘The one who doped me? Raped me?’


  ‘Him.’


  Annie hesitated. She was better at lying than her father. But Nina Schrijver had raised her. She recognized that glance to one side, the sly and culpable cast in her eye.


  ‘I asked a question. You’re going to have to face it some time—’


  ‘His name’s Greg Launceston. American.’ She nodded at the window. ‘Works for a computer company around here somewhere. Loaded. More money than you could imagine. Thought
  it could buy him everything.’ She sighed. ‘In the end I guess it did.’ A brief and bitter laugh. ‘And if he did rape me I don’t remember a thing. Or feel
  it.’


  ‘He’s dead.’


  ‘Am I supposed to be sorry?’


  Nina couldn’t think of an answer to that.


  ‘Anything else you want to know?’ Annie asked.


  ‘Save it for the police—’


  ‘He’d been coming to the market nagging me for ages. I went out for a drink with him last week. He tried it on. Had his little bag of coke with him. Full of himself. I played along
  for a while then told him where to get off. He got all shouty. Called me a . . . prick teaser. Lots of other names too. Not so nice ones.’


  Nina squinted at her, trying to work this out.


  ‘And you still went out with him again?’


  A sarcastic nod then, ‘And I still did. What a little slut your daughter is, eh? Why couldn’t I have stayed home in that tiny little room of mine watching the TV?’


  Old fingers tightened on clammy young skin.


  ‘You weren’t to know. Don’t torture yourself—’


  ‘I really have to tell them, do I? When they come back.’


  The doubt in Annie’s voice amazed her.


  ‘Of course. Everything. Get it off your chest. Once you’re out of here we’ll start again. I’ll help Dad get back on his feet. You don’t have to work until you want
  to. We’ll cope.’ She bent forward and peered into her daughter’s face. ‘That’s what we do. Market people. We manage. We get by.’


  ‘Everything.’ Annie Schrijver spoke so softly the word was barely audible.


  ‘It’s like poison. You want it out of yourself. You heard what they said. There’s a monster out there somewhere.’


  Annie was staring at her, not pleasantly.


  ‘There’s always been monsters. Nothing new there. No one’s got the right to know everything. Not even you. Stuff happens, Mum, and you wish it never did. Wish you could forget
  it . . .’


  Words were funny. Sometimes they came so easily. Sometimes they wouldn’t form at all. With strangers. With people you’d known all your life.


  Then occasionally they lurked at the back of your head, daring you to utter them, wondering if you had the guts to hear the answer you dreaded in return.


  The question she really wanted to ask was . . . And what the hell does that mean?


  Nina Schrijver lacked the courage to say it. Instead she asked, ‘Is there anything I can get you?’


  Her daughter sniffed, wiped her face with the sleeve of the gown and looked around.


  ‘A bedpan might come in useful.’


  A blustery wind greeted them when they emerged from the Copernicus car park, biting rain in their face, nothing moving ahead. The De Witt building seemed a long shot. A
  coincidence too many.


  ‘Could have got him in a car,’ Bakker said.


  ‘Could have,’ Vos agreed. ‘But where’s the wheelchair? Where’s the buggy?’


  She looked around, scanning the hospital perimeter, the finance blocks further on.


  ‘I don’t get it. The man’s sick. Dying. He must need medical treatment every single day. He can barely walk. What possible motive could he have for doing a runner
  now?’


  ‘“Do not go gently . . .”’ Vos murmured.


  ‘Pardon?’


  ‘It’s a poem. Nothing.’


  Vincent de Graaf was counting down the days. Immobile, dependent on others. Dying slowly, certainly, trapped inside a clinical prison cell. Vos felt he could usually think his way into the minds
  of the people he was chasing. But one in that position . . . he didn’t know where to begin.


  The phone trilled. Another text message, another obscure foreign number.


  Are you suffering, Vos?


  He looked around, wondering who might be watching them from the many shadows, then tapped the number to make a call.


  Three rings, nothing he could hear nearby. An answer. Silence except for the wind somewhere.


  ‘Are you suffering, Vos?’


  The voice was digital, robotic. There had to be some kind of software between them, an app that changed the way he – or perhaps even she – spoke.


  ‘No. I’m lost.’


  The thing laughed. It sounded like a creature out of a child’s cartoon.


  ‘You’re closer than you think for once,’ it said and then was gone.


  The entrance to De Graaf’s office building was a black glass frontage with a desk and one lone man in uniform behind it. The floors above were mostly in semi-darkness. The Zuidas worked
  twenty-four hours a day, buying and selling financial services around the world. But not, it seemed, the De Witt Trust.


  Vos pressed his police ID to the door until the guard came.


  ‘We’re looking for someone,’ he said. ‘A patient in a wheelchair. Someone with him. Perhaps . . . more than one.’


  The man stared at him and said, ‘Is this a joke?’


  ‘No joke,’ Bakker told him. ‘Vincent de Graaf, the man who started this company, has just gone missing from the hospital. We wondered if maybe he came . . . home.’


  ‘De Graaf?’ the guard asked, wide-eyed. ‘He’s supposed to be in jail. Murdered some girls. You let him out?’


  ‘No,’ Vos answered. ‘We didn’t let him out. When did you last admit someone to the building?’


  He was heavily built with a sour, florid face, a thick dark moustache above a mouth that seemed set in a permanent sneer. The kind of man who wouldn’t admit the Pope without seeing a photo
  ID.


  ‘Just before six. Two cleaners. They’re still in the downstairs office behind me. Next question?’


  Bakker grunted something and wandered outside into the dark.


  ‘So who else is still here?’


  ‘Five or six people working on the top floor. Software outfit who rent space from the management company. They work any hours they feel.’


  ‘I meant for De Witt . . .’


  ‘De Witt barely exist any more. Not since you lot put the boss inside. It was a trust company and who’s going to trust someone like that? They just own the building and rent it out.
  Only Mr Strick’s left from the old days.’ He sniffed. ‘Used to be De Graaf’s partner. One of the rich blokes. More like office manager now. Hate it when that happens,
  don’t you?’


  Somewhere in the distance rose the angry wail of a siren. Marnixstraat was sending out the troops. They could flood this area. But it was a faceless, labyrinthine place, half office and hospital
  complexes, half building site. In the dark, without a clue where to look, it was going to be hard.


  ‘Is Strick here?’


  ‘No. Left at five as usual.’


  The phone in Vos’s jacket rang.


  ‘I’m round the back,’ Bakker said. ‘Found a hospital buggy in the bushes. Near what looks like the tunnel for an underground car park.’


  ‘Coming,’ he said and looked at the security guard. ‘There’s a car park beneath the building?’


  ‘Well spotted.’


  ‘We need to check inside.’


  The guard shrugged.


  ‘Can’t help. Don’t cover that bit. Not on my round. Different company and—’


  Vos reached out and tapped him on the chest.


  ‘I want to go in there. I want to go in there now. If you can’t open it up find someone who can.’


  The man laughed at him.


  ‘In that case I’ll give you a number you can call.’


  Before he could take it further Bakker was on the line again.


  ‘Pieter? There’s a set of steps hidden behind the bushes. They go down to a fire door or something. It’s open. I can just about make some light. I think there’s
  someone’s inside . . .’


  ‘Stay where you are,’ Vos ordered.


  ‘I’m not sure but—’


  ‘Stay where you are!’


  She was waiting for him by a thick stand of conifers set by the sloping drive to the underground garage, gun out low by her side. A white and blue hospital buggy sat halfway up
  the pavement, driven into the hedge, front wheels deep in mud.


  The rain was turning denser, heavier.


  A line of steps ran down from behind the trees. Perhaps fifteen or so, slippery with algae and rain. At the foot was a narrow metal door, half-open.


  He took out a torch, set off first, ignoring her bleats about the fact she was the only one with a weapon.


  At the foot of the greasy steps he pushed open the metal door, listened to it creak on dry hinges then turned the beam down a corridor so narrow they’d have to walk single file. Ten metres
  ahead lay another door, just cracked open. No sound of machinery ahead, no heat from any boiler. There seemed little purpose to the place at all.


  Then, faint on the dank breeze, it came to him: a man’s laboured, shallow wheezes.


  He flashed the torch round the walls. Bare cement, thick cobwebs dangling from the low ceiling. Then the floor. Grubby concrete, deep with dust marked by recent footprints as if the place had
  been unused for years then recently rediscovered.


  He thought of De Graaf struggling for breath on his prison hospital bed. A ghost of what he once was.


  A man in that condition couldn’t walk down these steps.


  Vos got to the second door and poked it open with his foot. Bakker squeezed beside him, gun in one hand, torch in the other. Their two beams swept the space ahead.


  ‘Jesus,’ Bakker murmured.


  Three uniformed officers had Bert Schrijver in the back of their van. Cuffed, manacled to the side rail, unable to move much, which meant he banged his big feet on the metal
  floor, shouting and screaming all the time.


  When he stopped for a moment one of them said, ‘You know. We’d really like to be sympathetic here. But you’re making it very hard.’


  ‘Screw your sympathy,’ Schrijver bellowed. ‘What use is that to me?’


  The oldest of the officers sat down opposite, looked at him and sighed.


  ‘We don’t want to arrest you, mate. We certainly don’t want to charge you. But if it goes on like this we will. If you could just cut the threats . . .’


  ‘That bastard Sanders raped my daughter!’


  The men exchanged glances.


  ‘We are looking for him, you know,’ the officer told him. ‘May take a while but we’ll find him. Vos is on his case. Bit of an oddball but he’s the best man we
  have.’


  That calmed him a little.


  ‘If Rob Sanders isn’t here why am I in this bloody van? In handcuffs like a criminal?’


  ‘Because you’ve been yelling and screaming blue murder all day. The hospital told us. They don’t want you on the premises.’


  ‘My girl—’


  ‘Your daughter’s coming out tomorrow. You can wait for her at home. Or in the station. You choose.’


  He didn’t answer.


  ‘Do you want me to phone your wife? She says she’ll come and help.’


  ‘Ex-wife,’ Schrijver snapped. ‘We’re divorced. She never told me. Never told me—’


  ‘For God’s sake,’ one of the younger men broke in, exasperated. ‘Make it easy for us, will you? Else we can chuck you inside a cell for the night, shut the bloody door
  and see what you look like in the morning.’


  The sirens were everywhere, their radios alive with chatter. From what he’d heard the commissaris was on the way. The big boss. These men thought they had better things to do than deal
  with the likes of him, Schrijver guessed. They were probably right.


  ‘You say you haven’t found him?’


  ‘No,’ the officer moaned. ‘We only just put out the call. You got any idea where he might be?’


  Schrijver thought about that.


  ‘You might want to try some dive called Mariposa in the Albert Cuyp. Seems popular with that sort from what I can gather.’


  One of them got on the radio with the tip straight away.


  ‘Thank you,’ he said when he’d finished. ‘Cooperation. That’s what we like to see.’


  A rattle of the cuffs then, a silent plea.


  ‘If I get your wife . . .’


  ‘Ex-wife.’


  ‘She still uses your name. If I get her here and she takes you home do you promise to stay there? To behave? Like a good boy? Who knows? When you wake up tomorrow it might be a bright new
  day.’


  ‘Fat chance.’


  The man growled, ‘Well in that case it’s a cell for you—’


  ‘I meant . . . fat chance about . . . the day.’ He rattled the cuffs again. ‘You can let me go. He’s not here. I won’t go looking.’


  ‘Fetch her,’ the officer told the other two. ‘I’m going to find out what’s going on. Don’t let him free until the wife’s turned up. Sorry . . .’
  He corrected himself before Schrijver could. ‘Ex-wife. If we’ve got a spare car someone can drive them home. If not . . . Get them in a taxi. I want them gone and I don’t want to
  hear another squeak from him this side of Christmas.’


  ‘Your fault . . .’ Schrijver muttered.


  The man came and crouched in front of him.


  ‘What was that?’


  ‘I said it’s your fault. Police were supposed to have dealt with all this years ago. The papers said. If—’


  A hefty fist came out, strong fingers grabbed Schrijver’s jacket.


  ‘Don’t push it.’


  Silence then, on both sides. Bert Schrijver hung his head, kept his mouth shut and waited.


  The chamber hidden deep in the dark Zuidas polder was as cold as the tomb and stank of mould and damp, of earth and rank decay. At its centre, beneath a single fluorescent
  tube, a man lay on a red leather barber’s chair much like the one Vos had seen in Ruud Jonker’s tattoo parlour in De Pijp four years before, a corpse dangling from a rope by its side. A
  dusty mattress, stained with fungus and filthy drips of water, was set on a bed by the near wall. Next to it was a row of rusting green metal cabinets with narrow drawers, most of them open,
  contents strewn everywhere as if by a child playing a wicked game.


  The man was Vincent de Graaf and he was naked, a yellow skeletal shape reclined on the dusty leather, ribs sticking through waxy skin, one hand at his groin though the fingers were covered by
  sheets of cards scattered like leaves across him. For a second Vos couldn’t take his eyes off the filing cabinets. He’d seen something like them before, and recently. Then it came back:
  the dead butterfly collection in the zoo.


  There were faces on the cards, photographs, all of them women, naked, some eyes closed, some half-open with black and staring pupils. Their mouths stood agape. In a few a hand intruded, the back
  of a man’s head, a penis erect like a fleshy exclamation mark there to insult the sleeping and the dead.


  These were his prizes, Vos thought, and this the place he liked to win them. Not Ruud Jonker’s dismal den in De Pijp at all. Being an organized, meticulous man he kept his trophies for
  future enjoyment in his own private Cabinet of Curiosities, the proof of them pinned to card like trapped insects, a record of his conquests to be enjoyed at leisure. Though surely never, even in
  his febrile imagination, in circumstances like this.


  De Graaf’s face was half-turned in their direction, a gaping grin halfway between terror and ecstasy; it was impossible to tell. The man’s right arm was caked and smeared with blood.
  Midway between wrist and elbow stood the red plastic mark of a cannula, its needle straight into the vein. Above was a medication stand, a bag of clear liquid, some kind of machine, a pump Vos
  guessed, hooked onto the metal rig, beeping, lights flashing, feeding the drug into him much as something similar would once have done in Marly Kloosterman’s clinic.


  There was more blood on his naked shoulder as well and Vos understood what he’d see when he looked there. Beneath the gore and scratched skin a fresh tattoo, crude and hasty.


  Sleep Baby Sleep.


  ‘Does it suit me?’ De Graaf whispered in a voice that was weak but full of venom. ‘I ask because I can’t quite turn to see.’


  Vos ignored him, looked at the label on the clear plastic bag attached to the stand. It was a tag with a brand name and a declaration of the contents: morphine. The thing was half-empty. It
  seemed to be working overtime.


  He bent down to the man on the chair, put his head to his chest, listened to his shallow breathing.


  ‘You need to see this,’ Bakker said.


  She was going through the cabinet drawers, pulling out more pieces of card.


  ‘Not now. Do you know anything about morphine?’


  ‘Not really. I . . . This is where he took them, isn’t it? And he came back here . . .’ She glanced towards De Graaf’s right hand, where it was, what it seemed to be
  trying to do in the midst of all the photographs, the naked faces, submissive skin. ‘Christ. The sick bastard—’


  ‘Not now,’ he repeated and pulled out his phone. Half a bar of signal. It was enough to get through to control, say where he was, demand immediate emergency medical help.


  ‘There are some steps near the private car park behind the De Witt building. If you get problems, ask the security guard.’ A thought. ‘Tell Chandra she doesn’t need to
  worry about Vincent de Graaf. We have him. If . . .’


  He stopped. De Graaf was laughing out loud. The effort faltered, fell into a cough, then subsided into short and shallow breaths.


  ‘Get here quick,’ Vos added. ‘He’s bad.’


  With his free hand De Graaf was trying to lift a photo stuck to his chest. One among scores, picked at random. All white, all young. All unconscious or dead.


  An echo rolled down the long damp corridor. Voices and sirens getting near.


  Vos couldn’t think straight. Couldn’t take in all the possibilities here. So he did what came easily, bent down over the skinny, yellow creature on the chair, tore the photo of an
  unconscious teenager from his crooked fingers.


  ‘I want that name,’ he said, staring into Vincent de Graaf’s bleary, liquid eyes.


  The pupils were dilated, the whites tinged yellow. Still they seemed to be mocking him.


  De Graaf laughed and mumbled, ‘Do you?’


  The intravenous pump clicked and shot out another dose. De Graaf let out the faintest whinny as the drug hit him.


  Decisions, Vos thought. In a moment a medic might be here and take De Graaf from him.


  ‘We had a bargain, Vincent. A good businessman always keeps his word.’


  ‘You never did business with me. What do you know?’


  ‘I know we had an arrangement. And if you don’t deliver I’m going to rip that line of morphine out of your arm right now.’ He leaned closer, aware of the stink on the
  dying man’s breath. ‘Will that hurt?’


  A pause, a hateful look in two failing, jaundiced eyes and then, ‘Too late, Vos. You are always too late.’ A glance at the plastic bag, the clear line running into his arm.
  ‘Hurt’s beyond me now.’


  ‘I want that name.’


  De Graaf closed his eyes, smiled a pained smile.


  ‘I want that name.’


  Feet coming down the corridor, voices, the loud, stern tones of Jillian Chandra among them.


  ‘Stop this,’ Bakker said, putting a hand gently to his arm.


  ‘Can’t,’ was all he could say before, with one violent movement, Vos ripped the line out of the dying man’s arm. There was the briefest, saddest, softest scream. Blood
  pumped up, spattered them both.


  ‘Tell me, for fuck’s sake,’ Vos hissed, a finger’s width from the sallow, shiny cheeks.


  But all that came from his mouth was a single gasp of breath, no words at all.


  De Graaf couldn’t move, couldn’t look, couldn’t speak. His eyes were turning still and glassy.


  Vos threw away the torn cannula and gripped his bony bleeding wrist, yelling, shaking, screaming. Shapes flooded through the door, blue medical scrubs, doctors. Uniforms and voices he
  half-recognized.


  Arms gripped him, forced him aside, pushed him towards the rusty green cabinets, through the photos strewn everywhere like leaves shed by a cruel autumn gale.


  Jillian Chandra was there, Van der Berg with her. Both looking at him in shocked silence. Bakker too and that hurt most of all.


  ‘We need the name,’ Vos shouted, pointing at the naked clammy figure as the medics swarmed around. ‘I told you not to let him go until we had it. We need it now . .
  .’


  ‘Get Vos out of here,’ Chandra ordered.


  ‘Listen to me . . .’


  Medics swarmed around the stick-thin shape in the chair, taking away the morphine stand, the pump. A doctor in a white jacket was barking orders.


  ‘He’s gone, Pieter,’ Laura Bakker said. ‘Let’s get out of here.’ He didn’t move. ‘I’ve something to show you. Outside.’


  He followed her across the strewn cards and photographs, rustling testaments to human misery kept close beneath the cold Zuidas earth.


  Up the greasy steps the rain had stopped, the clouds had cleared. Half a moon cast a silver light on the trees, the cars, the damp roads around them, the tower block above.


  ‘I should have got it out of him,’ he whispered.


  ‘Well, you didn’t. We didn’t. But he left us something. Those pictures.’


  A sea of lost faces, the sleeping, the vanished.


  ‘What use are they? Even if we could find them . . . what good would it do? With any luck they’ve mended their lives. The last thing they need is the likes of us bringing all that
  poison back again.’


  ‘True,’ she said. ‘In principle. But . . .’


  She’d brought one picture from inside and held it out in front of him.


  Vos fell silent, unable to imagine what this might mean.


  They must all have come from the same camera. A cheap instant one, he imagined from the shiny square paper. Someone had written dates in a neat hand – blue ballpoint – in the corner
  of each.


  The picture in Laura Bakker’s fingers was from four years before. Not long before the Sleeping Beauty case broke.


  The face there was younger but recognizable all the same.


  Annie Schrijver, slimmer, paler, with longer hair, almost a schoolgirl.


  Eyes half-open.


  Awake.


  Vos’s phone throbbed and he knew what he’d see there: another text from another untraceable number.


  Any the wiser?


  Vos hit the redial button. Four ring tones and then an answer.


  ‘Not much,’ he said. ‘Are you?’


  A laugh. A man. Dry. Not young. Then something switched in, the robot voice.


  ‘Nice try,’ it said. ‘Goodnight, Brigadier. Sweet dreams.’


  


  FOUR


  The dreams weren’t sweet. They were dark and discomfiting. Naked bodies, dead, unconscious, some crooked in a leather barber’s chair, others floating in a swirling
  river that rose to swallow them. And Annie Schrijver everywhere, the face of a victim but something knowing about her too.


  That last had stuck with him all the long morning, through the awkward briefing with Chandra, Van der Berg by her side. No one mentioned his tantrum the previous night. It wasn’t that they
  were being considerate. The case had simply moved on to fresh and more difficult pastures.


  Working on a tip from Annie Schrijver’s mother, the night team had finally got a name for the man found dead in Zorgvlied. An American, Greg Launceston, who’d been working for one of
  the tenants in the De Witt building. Rob Sanders hadn’t been seen since clocking off at the hospital the previous afternoon. Every duty officer in Amsterdam now had his photograph and
  instructions to arrest him on the spot. A small team had broken into his flat in De Pijp and found nothing incriminating so far.


  Vos had a hunch Sanders would turn up one way or another. More than anything though he wanted to pick up where he’d left off with Annie Schrijver and that was proving impossible. The
  hospital said she’d be allowed home shortly but every request for an interview was being rebuffed. To Chandra’s disgust the parents were directing inquiries to a law firm notorious for
  handling anti-police cases. There were questions about the pressure Den Hartog had placed on Annie to go on TV. At least that meant Chandra was more occupied with thoughts of damage limitation than
  interfering in an investigation that seemed to grow murkier by the hour.


  The photos from De Graaf’s subterranean lair were posted around the walls of the serious crimes unit, a team of desk officers and civilians set on identifying the victims they so cruelly
  portrayed. Four women had been traced, all missing, now presumed dead.


  ‘We’re not going to find them all, are we?’ Bakker asked, staring at the sea of faces. ‘They weren’t human to him. Just trophies to gloat over.’


  They’d fixed an appointment with Willem Strick, De Graaf’s former partner, in his office at the De Witt building.


  ‘Um . . .’ She nudged him and pointed discreetly across the corridor. Marly Kloosterman was there getting out of the lift, bright-eyed, scanning the office. ‘Your
  friend’s here. Do you want me to . . . ? Look busy?’


  He didn’t answer. Just got some coffee and found a desk where the three of them could talk.


  ‘I’m genuinely sorry, Pieter. Sorry we fouled up. Sorry he’s dead.’


  Marly Kloosterman was flicking through the preliminary report from the morgue. It said Vincent de Graaf had died of pulmonary oedema. He’d effectively drowned as his lungs filled up with
  fluid caused by the massive morphine overdose administered through the pump.


  ‘Not your fault,’ Bakker told her.


  She didn’t look as if she agreed.


  ‘Did you get anywhere with that phone I gave you?’


  Forensic said it had been remotely wiped. Someone had a way into it from elsewhere. The moment they thought it was compromised they sent a command which restored the thing to factory
  defaults.


  ‘That’s a shame.’ She placed the papers back on the desk. ‘I really haven’t been any help at all, have I?’


  ‘He was still alive when we got there,’ Vos said. ‘If I could—’


  She shook her head.


  ‘He was a very sick man.’ She tapped the printout. ‘Nothing was going to keep him alive after that.’


  ‘I could have got a name.’


  ‘Vincent was never going to give you anything. He as good as told me when he left.’ She grimaced, scraped nervous fingers through her short hair, looked worried for a moment.
  ‘I think he maybe threatened me too.’


  ‘Threatened you? How?’


  ‘It was just a stupid thing. He said . . . He said he wouldn’t usually be interested in someone my age.’ She smiled. ‘Nothing left to spoil apparently. But for me
  he’d make an exception. Not for himself, you understand. His friend.’


  ‘His friend’s still out there,’ Bakker said.


  ‘His friend killed him, didn’t he?’


  ‘Looks that way,’ Vos agreed. ‘We can still get someone to keep an eye on you.’


  ‘No. I should never have mentioned it.’ A thought; she glanced at him. ‘But if you want to come along . . .’


  ‘Marly . . . this is serious.’


  ‘Oh, please. Whatever drove Vincent on . . . whatever’s driving this accomplice of his now . . . it’s not vengeance, is it? Nothing quite so noble.’


  ‘I still think . . .’


  ‘No. I don’t want any of you wasting your time on my behalf. You’ve better things to do. I’ve got to get back. The shit’s going to be flying over this. Not your
  way. I’m the one who fixed that transportation.’


  But it was just what the prison did in the circumstances, Vos said.


  ‘It was. And it went wrong. I put my hand up. I’m to blame.’


  ‘Obvious you don’t work round here,’ Bakker growled. ‘You’d be busy finding someone else to carry the can.’


  There was a difficult atmosphere in the office. Jillian Chandra had been taking calls from her superiors in Zoetermeer. Word was they were less than impressed by results so far. Den Hartog was
  stomping round the corridors like a man with a hangover. Van der Berg seemed to be out of Vos’s team for good, working by her side, barely talking.


  Vos pulled up one of the autopsy pictures on the computer. It was something he’d seen briefly in the angry confusion of the previous night. He pointed to the photo: Vincent de
  Graaf’s right arm, the one that had taken the morphine line that had killed him. The drug went in through a small needle fixed into the vein. But his arm was covered in bruises and puncture
  marks from near the shoulder to the wrist, dark red blood marks on them. More than a dozen. Not a man fond of injections, or even the thought of them, Vos found it hurt just to look.


  ‘This thing you put in a someone’s arm,’ he said, pointing to the tiny plastic and silver device.


  ‘A cannula,’ Kloosterman told him.


  ‘Are they hard to insert?’


  ‘Can be if you want to get it right.’


  ‘So many—’


  ‘De Graaf’s veins were like him. They never wanted to cooperate. I used to struggle sometimes and I must have inserted thousands of those things.’


  Bakker, less squeamish, rolled up her sleeve and pinched the blue line beneath her pale skin there.


  ‘Can anyone do it?’


  Kloosterman thought about that.


  ‘In theory I suppose. It’s just a short, sharp needle with a tube on the end. You find the vein, you drive it in. If the arm doesn’t work you try the back of the hand. I insist
  a doctor does it. We have the time and we have the staff. In an emergency you’d leave it to a nurse.’


  She peered at the photo more closely.


  ‘Some of those marks probably date back to someone in the clinic struggling to get one into him. I really don’t know. It’s not something we record.’


  ‘Would it have hurt?’ Bakker asked.


  Vos had gone a little ashen-faced. Kloosterman noticed and it amused her.


  ‘Needles,’ she said. ‘When you don’t have many they terrify you. If someone sticks them in you day in and day out most people barely feel them. When I was a medical
  student my flatmate used to let me practice on him. Although . . .’ She looked a little coy. ‘It is possible he had other reasons for cooperating. We did end up married. For a
  while.’


  ‘You’re saying it wouldn’t have hurt?’ Bakker persisted.


  ‘Vincent de Graaf was a very sick man. He was no stranger to needles. Can you blow that picture up?’


  Bakker did and they looked at the map of bruises, yellow and purple, on De Graaf’s bony dead arm.


  ‘I’d say you’re looking for a very clumsy nurse who’s well out of practice. Or a rank amateur who discovered it wasn’t as easy as he thought.’


  Vos flicked over to the general photo of the scene. The naked skinny corpse on the barber’s chair, the stand, the equipment behind.


  ‘A rank amateur couldn’t set that up.’


  Marly Kloosterman patted his knee.


  ‘It’s a bag, a pipe and a pump, love. You could pick up how to use it on YouTube if you wanted. Oh dear. I’m not being helpful, am I?’


  Bakker had the car keys out. She wanted to be gone from Marnixstraat, hunting round the place where Vincent de Graaf died such a strange and mysterious death. So did Vos, if he was honest.


  ‘You’re a lot of help,’ he said. ‘We have to go. Is there anything else?’


  ‘Not that I can think of.’


  He had to say it.


  ‘I need to know you’re safe. De Graaf met this man. If he really did pass on your name then—’


  ‘Oh, please. I’m a big girl now. Unless a certain brigadier I know is in the neighbourhood. It’s quite a boat. Did you see Het Parool at the weekend?’


  The question threw him. He hadn’t.


  ‘I was in the Beautiful Homes section.’ She pulled out her phone and showed them a picture of the two-page spread. The place looked impressive even though the photos were tiny: a
  long, shiny green boat, elegant rooms, a bedroom with a double divan, ornate linen and a chandelier. ‘I do tours, but only for special friends.’


  Bakker had her long arms folded and was staring at the two of them.


  ‘Would you like a quiet moment together?’ she wondered.


  Silence.


  ‘Obviously not,’ Kloosterman announced. ‘Still. Can’t blame a girl for trying.’


  She wandered off with a little wave. Bakker up scooped her bag, checked her gun, got her jacket.


  ‘I really like your friend. Not sure about that houseboat. Bit over the top.’


  ‘Thank you.’


  ‘No. I mean it. About liking her. She’s different. Sense of humour. You could use that. Been a bit grumpy of late.’


  ‘Thank you again.’


  On the way downstairs his phone bleeped: an email. It was from Marly Kloosterman. A copy of the article from the paper and a message.

  
  
  
  
  
  
  Just a reminder, Pieter. One day. Please . . .

  

  

  

  

  

  

  The lawyer called Petra Zomer had phoned Nina Schrijver the night before after seeing the interview on TV. She was partner in an activist firm based in the city centre, keen to
  take on social cases, everything from immigration appeals to child custody and police persecution issues. By the time Annie was ready to leave hospital Zomer was behaving as if she owned them
  already. Her firm organized the transport. One of its seniors warned off the media as much as was possible while Zomer fielded calls from Marnixstraat demanding a fresh interview, staying
  noncommittal, promising she’d get back to them.


  Bert Schrijver wondered where the money for a fancy lawyer was going to come from. The police, Zomer said. In the end. Until then the firm would work for free, no win, no fee. With long black
  curly hair and a lively, ever-smiling face she looked like a student of twenty-three, dressed even younger, had tattoos running up her thin, taut arms. Nina was sold on her already. Annie
  didn’t have – or want – much of a say. The debate was over before he realized it had even begun.


  Annie’s return home was quiet in the circumstances. A blacked-out Mercedes took her round the side. Zomer got her to pull the hood of her jacket over her head then walked her in through
  the back door. Her mother and father followed. There were still plenty of photographers and reporters around, all looking for new pictures of the rape victim who’d been brave enough to go
  public, but they’d been sent a fake tip-off to look for Annie going in the front.


  Inside, Zomer told them she’d had four offers from magazines and TV stations, promising big sums for ‘the full story’. Not now, Nina insisted. Maybe not ever. What mattered was
  getting Annie settled, getting her well. Bert Schrijver watched and stayed quiet. There was still a distance between the three of them, something unspoken, a place no one much wanted to go. At
  least he and Nina were equal there for once.


  He’d closed the doors to the market side of the building. Adnan was selling hard on the stall. Hoogland was nowhere to be seen. Perhaps he’d given up on the flower trade finally and
  tagged onto one of the other businesses. Or joined the team that broke the market nightly, taking down the stalls, scouring the filthy street with sweepers. There was always casual work to be had
  and Jordi Hoogland knew everyone hereabouts. Even if they didn’t like him they needed hands from time to time.


  Then they sat round the desk in the office, the lawyer taking a chair as if she was family already. Vos had been on the phone nagging for an interview, she said. He wanted to clear up some
  points from the previous night. She’d stalled.


  Annie listened and asked if they’d found Rob Sanders.


  ‘Still missing,’ Zomer told her. ‘They’ve been round his apartment. I imagine they’re trying to connect him to the Sleeping Beauty case.’


  ‘Rob wasn’t part of all that,’ Annie cried.


  ‘You seem very sure,’ the lawyer said.


  ‘I am. I know him. We’ve been close a long time.’


  Schrijver scowled and muttered, ‘After what he did.’


  ‘You don’t know what he did,’ Annie snapped at him. ‘I do and I’m not taking him to court. I don’t care what they say. What happened . . .’ She glanced
  at her father. He didn’t look her in the face. ‘What happened was a long time ago. I put it behind me. If I hadn’t do you think we’d have stayed together all that time? This
  is my decision. My life—’


  ‘It’s not unknown for abuse to lead to relationships,’ the lawyer told her. ‘That doesn’t make it right. Doesn’t mean he’s not liable. Perhaps in a
  civil court—’


  ‘Rob Sanders hasn’t got two cents to rub together,’ Schrijver broke in. ‘If you’re thinking of suing him you’ll be sticking your fingers into empty
  pockets.’


  There was a smile between the lawyer and Nina. One that said, ‘There. Now you see what he’s like.’


  Then Zomer said, ‘This isn’t about money, Mr Schrijver. It’s about justice. If anyone deserves to be hauled into civil court it’s surely the police. They need to
  understand they can’t treat victims any way they want. Besides, they really want to find Vincent de Graaf’s accomplice. If—’


  ‘That wasn’t Rob!’ Annie said. ‘How many times do I have to tell you?’


  ‘Just drugged you up on your own. And then . . .’


  Schrijver regretted his words immediately.


  ‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Rob just spiked my drink and on it went from there. Shame really. Shouldn’t have wasted his money on those drugs. I’d have slept with him anyway.
  Guess he was being a bit shy.’ She looked exasperated. ‘Dammit, Dad. Don’t you get it? Sometimes people make mistakes. They regret them. They’re sorry. I never saw anyone as
  sorry as Rob was and . . .’


  She stopped there. Nina swore under her breath. All four of them went quiet for a while. Schrijver just knew it was going to be the lawyer woman who’d break the silence.


  Zomer leaned forward, reached out to Annie with her long thin fingers. The tattoos on her arms were flowers and dragons, all colours. Schrijver couldn’t for the life of him work out why
  she’d want them.


  ‘When you agreed to that interview? Was it your idea?’


  ‘Course not,’ Annie snapped. ‘Do I look stupid?’


  ‘No. You don’t. But—’


  ‘They said it was the right thing. Other women might come forward. I’d be helping them.’


  ‘Very decent of you,’ Zomer said. ‘But did they outline what effect it might have on you? The publicity. You were still in a vulnerable state. Did they offer any
  counselling?’


  Annie calmed down a little.


  ‘That man from the police. Den Hartog. He said Mum and Dad were fine with it. They thought it was a good idea. If they—’


  ‘What?’ Schrijver roared.


  Nina had her hands to her mouth.


  ‘We never told them that, love,’ she said. ‘They never asked. If they had we’d have wanted you to stay clear of it. So would Rob. He was dead mad too.’


  ‘Hardly surprising in the circumstances,’ Bert Schrijver muttered and was glad his phone rang since it saved him from the filthy looks coming his way.


  He went out into the courtyard to take the call. It was Lies Poelman, the estate agent.


  ‘Mr Schrijver. Good news.’


  ‘You don’t watch the TV. Or read the papers. Do you?’


  ‘I’m sorry?’


  ‘Doesn’t matter.’


  ‘I have an offer. From our Chinese client. She’s willing to pay the asking price. Five hundred and fifty thousand. Cash. No need for a mortgage. We can start on the paperwork this
  afternoon if you like—’


  ‘Not now.’


  There was a long silence and he could just see her mouthing a curse on the other end of the line.


  ‘What do you mean . . . not now?’


  ‘I mean I’ve got a lot on my plate. Personal issues. Look at the news, woman. See if you can work it out.’


  There was another breathy pause then she said, ‘Clearly this is a bad time. When will be a good one?’


  The lawyer had come out into the yard too and slunk off to the other side, phone in hand.


  ‘You tell me.’


  ‘Mr Schrijver. My client is enthusiastic but needs to close this down quickly. There are other options. I’d be loath to see you lose this sale to someone else. To be perfectly frank
  I don’t think your property is going to be easy to shift. It’s in a state. There may be regulation issues. You grasp at this now or it could be months . . .’


  ‘I’ll get back to you.’


  The Zomer woman was on the phone too, talking to someone in tones so low he couldn’t hear.


  He went inside. Annie had gone into her room and was picking up some things, putting them in her rucksack. Nina still sat at the desk. She looked up when Schrijver walked in. A touch guilty, he
  thought.


  ‘Going then, are you?’ he asked.


  ‘We think it might be best if Annie stays with me for a while.’


  ‘Whatever you want. I’ve got to do the van run. Leave the stall to the lad outside. But no worry . . .’


  ‘We’re not abandoning you, Bert. Petra reckons the police have really screwed up. Putting Annie on the TV like that. Lying to her about us two saying it was OK.’


  ‘I don’t give a shit about the police. What about her? That bastard Sanders? How do we get her over that?’


  Nina wasn’t even listening.


  ‘She reckons they put Annie up there to take the heat off that new woman running the place. We can sue for damages. All the pain that interview’s caused. She just needs a
  witness.’


  ‘A witness?’ he murmured.


  The young lawyer was still talking outside in the courtyard, looking their way. Petra Zomer caught their eye, raised a hand and then a victorious thumb.


  They were ten minutes from going on air when Zomer got through to the TV newsroom to say she was representing Annie Schrijver.


  ‘That was quick,’ Helmink told her. ‘Congratulations. At least I assume congratulations are in order. I mean . . .’ She laughed. ‘You don’t take on losers, do
  you?’


  ‘I take on victims. People the others won’t touch because it’s too awkward.’


  ‘Sure. Things are really busy here. We’re running a story saying Amsterdam’s got another Sleeping Beauty killer. What do you have for me?’


  A choice, Zomer said. Watch the police take all the blame for the way Annie Schrijver’s been treated. Or stand with them in the dock.


  ‘You’re threatening me?’ Helmink asked. ‘Get serious. We’re big. You’re a mouthy little bunch of unwashed students pretending you’ve got a social
  conscience. It wouldn’t be an even contest.’


  ‘Don’t like those, Lucie. More a David and Goliath type.’


  ‘Get to the point. Like I said. We have stories to run.’


  ‘The point is this: were you under the impression Annie’s parents had given their blessing to her talking to you? Did Den Hartog tell you that?’


  The producer was making clucking noises and pointing at his watch. He could wait. Helmink had a cold feeling in her gut. She was there when the parents screamed blue murder at the idea the girl
  might go on TV. A witness to Den Hartog lying to Annie Schrijver, telling her the opposite. More than that, a beneficiary too. Journalists lost their jobs over stunts like that.


  ‘She’s an adult. I didn’t need their permission.’


  ‘I know that. But she was in a distressed state. Annie’s put herself in the public domain without understanding the consequences. She’s adamant she asked Den Hartog if Nina and
  Bert thought it a good idea to give that interview. He told her they were right behind her. They were sure it was the best thing to do. If he said that he was lying. They wanted her to have nothing
  to do with it and he knew it too.’


  She remembered the conversation well. Without that lie Annie Schrijver could well have pulled out of the whole thing. Rape victims were never identified. If some form of subterfuge had been used
  to get her to give up her anonymity the fallout could be massive.


  ‘And?’


  Zomer sighed in exasperation.


  ‘Did you hear him say it?’


  ‘What if I did?’


  ‘Then you need to choose sides.’


  ‘I already have. I’m on mine.’


  ‘So were you there?’


  ‘What’s that worth?’


  The briefest of pauses. Helmink guessed the calculation was made already.


  ‘If you’re willing to put it in a statement . . . Annie on a plate. When the air’s cleared you can interview her again. There’s a better story you don’t even know
  about. I promise. Much better.’


  That was good bait.


  ‘There are legal issues, Petra. You of all people should understand that.’


  ‘I do. We play a long game.’


  ‘So when the police have finally nailed that bastard,’ Helmink said, ‘like they should have done years ago, then I get to talk to her? Exclusively?’


  ‘Quite,’ Zomer agreed. ‘See. We’re in this together. All the blame gets shifted back to the police. Where it belongs. And this is serious. Annie can sue big time. Play
  ball and I guarantee it won’t be you.’


  Dealing with stories you got wrong had become harder over the years. It was no longer acceptable simply to ignore the errors and hope they’d go away. Some form of public mea culpa
  was required. What better than a reflective face-to-face with Annie Schrijver? Maybe a tearful one on both parts? A confession from Lucie Helmink that she was too trusting in what the man from
  Marnixstraat had told her. A reconciliation with the victim she’d unwittingly wronged.


  ‘If you’re right this could take down Jillian Chandra,’ Helmink said. ‘Not just her lapdog PR man. Daughter of an immigrant. A woman at the top of Amsterdam police for a
  change.’


  Zomer snorted.


  ‘She’s still police. I want justice for Annie.’


  Helmink swore beneath her breath. She could ladle on the bullshit herself when needed, but rarely with such skill and never at such a tender age.


  ‘Besides,’ the young lawyer added, ‘wouldn’t that make for an even better story?’


  ‘I’ll forget you said that. Let’s just stick to the justice stuff, shall we?’


  ‘Sorry. I didn’t mean to—’


  ‘I was there when Den Hartog told Annie her parents supported giving the interview. I heard him say it. If he hadn’t I might have pulled back from talking to her. She was obviously
  in quite a state. It was hearing they wanted her to do it that made her go on. Truly, if I’d known . . .’


  There was a silence between then. Perhaps some embarrassment on both parts.


  ‘I’ll need that in a formal statement at some stage,’ Zomer said.


  ‘You’ll get it. We have a deal?’


  The producer came and stood over her, pointing to the studio.


  ‘You bet.’


  ‘Got to rush,’ Helmink told her. ‘Call me when you can.’


  Midday traffic, sluggish and angry, so bad it took almost forty minutes to get to the De Witt building. The car park was full of police vehicles. Forensic were swarming over
  the basement, officers in white suits everywhere. TV vans were parked up at the perimeter, a few reporters holding mikes, talking to camera.


  Nothing new had come from inside. So the two of them wandered back into the main building, got no grief from the security guard they’d met the previous night, and went to the office of
  Willem Strick, once business partner to Vincent de Graaf in the trust company that had built the place. Now, as the guard had said the night before, little more than an office manager.


  He looked the part: a tall, skeletal man in a drab black suit, white shirt, red tie, gloomy narrow face with a protruding chin that bore a small Van Dyke beard. His staring grey eyes scanned
  them up and down as they came in.


  Strick started off slow and bureaucratic, going through the succession of events that had toppled him from the executive office on the top floor of the building down to this cubby hole behind
  reception, counting the rent receipts, fixing the plumbing. It all began with De Graaf’s conviction and the flight of De Witt’s customers to other trust firms. They ranged from tech
  giants to rock bands, all keen to avoid the curious eyes of international tax authorities. The last thing any of them needed was a welter of publicity thanks to a man who’d promised them
  privacy and charged a fortune for those desperate to hide behind the company’s walls.


  ‘And so.’ He swept his long arm around his small, bare office. ‘I’m left with this.’


  ‘You could have sold the building,’ Vos pointed out.


  ‘And come away with pennies. It’s mortgaged to the hilt. The rent just about covers that. Better to wait on capital appreciation. Vincent . . .’ He pulled a face. ‘He was
  brighter with money than I ever was. Somehow he managed to syphon a lot more out of De Witt than I knew about. When the boat went down I was left alone at the wheel. So now I draw a salary and
  collect the monthly dues.’


  ‘What was the rent on that place downstairs?’ Bakker wondered. ‘The little hidey-hole where he used to take the women?’


  Strick briefly closed his eyes as if the question pained him.


  ‘I’m an accountant, not an architect. The first I knew of any basement was when you people called me last night—’


  ‘There are steps down there. And a door! You’re telling me you never even had a look?’


  Strick turned to Vos and said, ‘Is this serious? Because if it is I’ll get a lawyer in here right now . . .’


  ‘People have died. It’s serious.’


  ‘I meant . . . are you really asking me whether I knew Vincent had that place?’


  ‘Yes. We are.’


  He looked aghast.


  ‘I’m a happily married man. Two kids. Both at college. Struggling to keep them there. I’ve no need of a . . . hidey-hole. No reason to look for one. Don’t you get it? We
  had an office manager. When the sky fell in I fired him and took his job. I do what he did. Fix things. Collect bills. Kick people out if they can’t pay. Vincent never mentioned any basement.
  Understandable in the circumstances, don’t you think?’


  ‘I suspect one of your tenants found that place,’ Vos said. ‘Greg Launceston. American. Worked for a software company . . .’ He checked his notes. ‘The Syclamen
  Group.’


  Strick shrugged.


  ‘Not aware I ever met the man. What does he look like?’


  Bakker pulled up the passport photo they’d retrieved from the US authorities overnight. A thirty-year-old Stanford graduate, moved to Amsterdam six months before to work on a mobile app
  start-up located on the top floor of the building. Funded by US venture capital money and a group of Dutch angel investors.


  Strick frowned at the photo, a clean-shaven unremarkable man with neat, businesslike dark hair and a glint of a smile.


  ‘He grew a beard here,’ Bakker added. ‘The usual bushy sort.’


  ‘May have seen him come and go. Don’t really recall. They’re just tenants. I don’t wish to be part of their . . . social scene. If he wanted to poke around in the bushes
  looking for a basement I never knew about, that was down to him.’


  ‘What social scene is that?’ Bakker asked.


  He laughed.


  ‘Oh, come on. This is the Zuidas. Hipster central. They’re burning through other people’s money and spending it any way they like. Dope. Drink. Hookers. Unpaid bills.
  I’ve kicked out two of these software outfits in the past year. What they do in their spare time is up to them but I don’t want it on the premises.’


  ‘You had much worse than that,’ Vos observed. ‘You had murder. And rape. You had Vincent de Graaf’s accomplice putting him to death down there last night. Just when we
  thought we were about to get a name out of him.’


  ‘And,’ Bakker said, ‘you gave a character reference to Jef Braat when he was in court on a sexual assault charge?’


  Strick glared at her.


  ‘A character reference? I was asked if he’d done anything wrong when he worked here. I told his lawyers the truth. Not that I knew. He drove for us. That was all.’


  ‘Where were you last night?’ she added.


  ‘At home. With my wife. Listening to the Berlin Philharmoniker. Live. We have a web subscription. You can check with her if you like.’


  ‘We will,’ Vos promised.


  ‘Shostakovich. Violin Concerto No. 1 in A minor. Richard Strauss. An Alpine Symphony. That’s my . . . our idea of a congenial evening. Vincent and I were business partners
  only. He made me money for a while but frankly I never liked him. Nor did I make a habit of meeting him outside these walls.’


  ‘And now he’s dead.’ Vos watched him. ‘Will you go to the funeral?’


  ‘I’m busy that day. Whenever it is. He screwed up my life . . . and yes, before you say it, plenty of others’ too. Much worse.’


  He scribbled a name on a card and a phone number.


  ‘Syclamen’s run by a woman here. Louise Warren. From London. Formidable. If you want to know about this Launceston character, I suggest you talk to her.’


  Vos took it, they went outside. Bakker was busy working her phone.


  ‘Shostakovich and Richard Strauss in Berlin last night. Maybe he is telling the truth. I can’t see a cold fish like that getting caught up in Vincent de Graaf’s kind of
  games.’


  ‘Maybe not,’ Vos said and called the number on the card. Louise Warren, it seemed, was expecting them.


  The Saturday market was busier than usual, crowds cramming the narrow street, squeezing between stalls to find space on the pavement then stumbling back when they
  couldn’t find room there. Which was all Bert Schrijver needed. The flower business had a large frontage, too big for the business he now had. Most of it was wasted on storage for the stall
  outside. That meant his was one of the few spots along the Albert Cuyp where people could gather without being constantly bustled or hassled by shopkeepers.


  Every day it happened. Smokers, drinkers, people who just wanted to chat. They got in the way between the street and the building and he didn’t have the heart or the will to move them.


  What added to the bustle was the young Syrian. He was loving the job Schrijver had given him, chatting up the women shoppers, flourishing bouquets at strangers, offering to make one for them.
  Schrijver heard him flit between English, French and Dutch. He was bright, enthusiastic, a born salesman. The business hadn’t seen anything like it since Schrijver’s father was
  around.


  He had ideas too. A lot.


  Not long after the lawyer headed off to her office, and Nina and Annie for a coffee somewhere, Adnan was inside going through the storage area. Schrijver was cautious about stock. There was
  little he could do with a bloom that was past its prime except send it off for recycling. But Adnan had been selling so hard they were running out of several key lines: roses, lilies,
  chrysanthemums. There was even a limited range of tulips left. By the time it came to break the stall at five he’d probably be out of most of his reserves, something that hadn’t
  happened in years.


  ‘Boss,’ the Syrian cried, hunting through the flowers. ‘We need more roses.’


  ‘My name’s Bert. Don’t call me that.’


  ‘Bert. I’m out of . . .’


  ‘The stock you see is the stock we’ve got. Live with it.’


  Adnan was always busy, always anxious, always thinking. Different ways to keep the boxes to make them more accessible. Another range of flowers to stock for more ambitious – and expensive
  – bouquets.


  ‘Back in Aleppo we used to do things a bit different.’


  ‘This is Amsterdam. It’s how we do things here.’


  Adnan looked a bit taken aback by the sudden caustic tone.


  ‘Sorry,’ Schrijver said. ‘Bad time. Lot going on. Don’t suppose you read the papers either?’


  ‘Papers are full of stories about people like me. Not easy reading. And why? I know what happened. Even if they don’t.’


  Put in my place again, Schrijver thought. This time by an immigrant Jordi Hoogland had picked up off the street.


  Adnan pulled a slim dog-eared photo album out of his pocket and found a picture of a young dark-haired woman and a toddler with a round and smiling face. His wife and little girl, he said. With
  him now in Amsterdam and grateful a kind local had offered him some work. Schrijver didn’t have the time to deal with all that.


  ‘You’ve got a customer,’ he said and nudged the Syrian back out into the street.


  Twenty minutes later the estate agent called again. The Chinese woman wanted an answer by Monday. If he was still dithering then she was out.


  He didn’t say a thing.


  ‘You could decide now,’ Lies Poelman told him. ‘Just say it. I’ll get on with the paperwork.’


  It was tempting, but of all his many faults rashness wasn’t one of them.


  ‘I’ll call on Monday.’


  ‘It needs to be the morning. I’m out in the afternoon.’


  ‘I’ll bear that in mind.’


  The bank emailed asking about the overdraft. Then the wholesalers wondering when they might get paid. Nina came on the line and said that Annie didn’t want to work the shop again.
  Didn’t much feel like being in the public eye after what had happened with the TV people. The Albert Cuyp had awkward memories. The little room on the ground floor behind the shop she used as
  a bedroom Schrijver could turn to storage or something else. Soon she’d be looking for a job. ‘A real job’, as Nina put it.


  ‘Are you all right for money, Bert?’ she asked.


  ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’


  ‘I mean . . . that place looks like it’s on its uppers.’


  ‘I’m not bankrupt. May not be the brightest spark around but I can manage money well enough to know that.’


  ‘Good,’ she said. ‘Will you be OK on your own? Till we get things sorted?’


  Been on my own for years, Schrijver thought. What’s the difference now?


  ‘Forget about me. It’s Annie we need to worry about.’ He had to say it even if this was the coward’s way, over the phone. ‘You knew something was wrong with Rob
  Sanders, didn’t you? You never told me. I had the right to know.’


  There was a long gap. He wondered if she was getting mad. But she didn’t sound it when she came back.


  ‘I knew there was something funny there. That’s all. If she’d told me what it was I’d have been as mad as you. Except I’d have tried to talk it through with her.
  What would you have done?’


  ‘Don’t know really.’


  ‘I do. You’d have gone round and kicked his head in. Told yourself you’d done what any loving father would. In the circumstances.’


  That was true.


  ‘Maybe.’


  Then Adnan was back at the street door, waving something in his hand. Schrijver walked outside. This conversation seemed better surrounded by the busy babble of Saturday.


  ‘You need to get to grips with this, Bert,’ Nina said, still nagging. ‘Some things start off bad and turn good. Some go the other way.’


  The Syrian was waving a US fifty-dollar bill.


  ‘Annie loved that man,’ she added, an audible note of regret in her voice. ‘For better or worse. Doesn’t matter what you think. Or me. Something in him, something maybe
  in what he’d done . . .’


  ‘What he’d done! You know what he did! He drugged her. And then . . . then . . .’


  He hadn’t meant to shout. The shock and embarrassment were obvious on the Syrian’s face. Adnan wasn’t waving the note any more. He didn’t know where to look.


  ‘I don’t really know what happened, Bert. I won’t ask either. It was a long time ago. The young . . . they do things we don’t understand. Always have done. Same with you
  and me . . .’


  ‘I never slipped something in your drink. Never would have.’


  ‘No. We just got stinking drunk a couple of nights and next thing I know I’m pregnant. For quite a while Annie and Rob seemed happy enough. Did you really never notice?’


  Too busy, he thought.


  ‘I hope they find him before I do. Bye.’


  Adnan just stood there, the fifty-dollar bill in his hand.


  ‘What is it?’ Schrijver snapped.


  ‘An American, boss. I mean . . . Bert. She don’t have euros. Just this. Can I take it?’


  ‘What did you do in Aleppo?’


  That came out all wrong, with an aggression he’d never intended.


  ‘We took people’s money. Didn’t matter what kind. Money’s money. Better in your pocket than theirs.’


  ‘Do what the fuck you like,’ Schrijver muttered, desperate to go back to the computer, to moving boxes of flowers, getting in the van for the afternoon run, a mindless, boring
  circuit of the city.


  Head down, worried, maybe even scared, Adnan went back to the stall.


  And there was Jordi Hoogland, tugging a cart through the sea of shoppers. He’d witnessed the angry exchange with the Syrian. Too far away to hear, thank God.


  Hoogland smiled for a moment, an expression Schrijver couldn’t interpret. Then tipped him a brief salute and moved on.


  Louise Warren was European CEO of the software company Syclamen, fifteen people, all men except her, occupying the top floor of the De Witt building. A sharp-featured, brisk
  English-woman in her early thirties, elegantly dressed, cautious, she spoke to them in her office overlooking the car park that adjoined the hospital. Police vehicles filled it now. Half a
  kilometre away another team was going over Greg Launceston’s plush penthouse in a new Zuidas block. Information was starting to come in from the US too, after his mother and the authorities
  had been told of his murder.


  Launceston grew up in Palo Alto, son of a family wealthy from tech investments. After Stanford he went into marketing with a number of web start-ups, one of them successful. According to the
  police he’d fought off a date rape charge after a Halloween party in San Francisco the previous year. A young woman tourist out for the night claimed Launceston had drugged her then taken her
  to his apartment. When she woke up the next morning she couldn’t remember a thing. Launceston was adamant, to her and to the police, that the sex was consensual.


  The police team who worked the case had every reason to believe he was guilty. As they were preparing an indictment the victim withdrew her statement. They felt sure she’d been paid off by
  Launceston’s family. Mud stuck though. No one would employ him locally afterwards. The move to Amsterdam and a company backed by his own family appeared to be the only way he could find
  work.


  Warren didn’t read the Dutch papers or watch TV. She knew nothing about the deaths that week, hadn’t seen the photofits the media had carried in an effort to identify the body in the
  Marnixstraat morgue.


  ‘Sorry,’ she said with a shrug. ‘I don’t speak Dutch. How would I know?’


  ‘Because he didn’t turn up for work?’ Vos suggested.


  ‘He was Greg. He’d go missing for days on end. I’d never hear a thing.’ She smiled. ‘I preferred it that way.’


  ‘Did you know you were employing someone who’d faced a rape charge?’ Bakker asked.


  She wriggled on her leather chair and glanced out of the window.


  ‘He was accused. It never went to court. Twenty-five per cent of the equity for this company came from his parents. Need I say more?’


  Beyond the glass partition of the office a young team was working. Men in their twenties, casual clothing, beards, more time spent looking at screens than faces.


  ‘What did he do?’ Vos asked.


  ‘Greg was executive vice president, marketing.’


  ‘What did he do?’ Bakker repeated.


  ‘Not a lot. To be honest he didn’t come into the office much at all.’ She hesitated then said, ‘The security guard says there was some secret basement here. You think he
  found it?’


  He must have, Vos told her. Somehow.


  ‘You’d no idea?’


  She shook her head.


  ‘Greg was on the payroll because he had to be. I didn’t mix with him. No one in the office did, as far as I know. We had work to do. Lots. He didn’t. He’d come in with
  his laptop from time to time. Get his head down. Research, he called it. Mostly as far as I can gather he was chasing up the story of that creep who built this place. What was his name? They said
  he died here last night or something.’


  ‘Vincent de Graaf,’ Bakker said.


  ‘Him. Greg kind of got obsessed. He used to show me the press cuttings he’d found. He’d even taken to mapping out the bars he’d used. The places the victims were
  found.’ She shuddered. ‘I never dreamed he’d actually do anything. I just thought he was a rich kid on the payroll to keep mummy happy.’


  Friends, Vos asked. He didn’t have any. As she said, he barely mingled with the office.


  Bakker didn’t quite believe this.


  ‘You didn’t socialize with him at all?’


  Warren shook her head vigorously.


  ‘No, I did not. Once he asked me to join him for a drink. I found an excuse. I think I was a touch outside his age range. Whenever I caught a glimpse of the photos he liked to ogle on his
  laptop they were . . . young. Almost childlike.’ She thought for a moment then added, ‘His family had better not think about pulling funding on us now I can’t babysit their little
  boy. If they do, I’ll run his name through the shit everywhere. I don’t see why we should lose our jobs because of that creep.’


  ‘Nice thought,’ Bakker noted.


  Warren wasn’t impressed.


  ‘You never met Greg. If you had—’


  ‘I think he found out about that basement,’ Vos said. ‘It looks as if it hadn’t been used for years. Since De Graaf went to jail. Any idea how?’


  She shrugged.


  ‘Like I told you. Greg was obsessed with all that Sleeping Beauty stuff. He seemed to think the fact we’d wound up occupying his old offices was fate or something. Smart guy.
  I’ll give him that. When he wanted something he usually got it. Had the time too. Wasn’t as if he had to work or anything.’


  Something jogged her memory. She turned to her laptop, tapped the keys, then dragged the screen round so they could see. It was a digital map of the city covered with blue and black dots and
  three red crosses. A legend said the blue dots were for bars, the black ones for places victims who survived the attacks were left. The three red crosses were where the murdered women had been
  found. A skein of lines connected them all.


  ‘Stats were Greg’s thing,’ Warren said. ‘He sent me this when he still thought I might be interested in his little obsession. You get the picture? He’s trying to
  form a mathematical analysis of the places involved to see if they tell him anything. See this?’ Like the radials of a spider’s web, the lines led to a shaded area over the Zuidas,
  around the De Witt building itself. ‘He told me he thought the location of the attacks and the placing of the bodies suggested they originated from somewhere nearby.’


  ‘So that’s what led him to the basement here?’ Bakker said.


  ‘Maybe,’ Warren agreed. ‘Greg was always poking around the place. He was quite keen I joined him for a while. Then . . .’ She shrugged. ‘He just stopped pestering
  me.’


  ‘He’d found it,’ Vos said. ‘And lots more besides.’


  Bakker passed over an email address and asked for the message to be forwarded, along with everything else they had from Launceston on their system. Warren shook her head.


  ‘You can have this one. You’ll need a warrant for the rest and I’ll fight it. I’m not handing out our private correspondence just like that.’


  ‘But . . .’ Bakker began.


  ‘But nothing. Listen to me. I put up with that foul bastard because I had to. I paid him. I listened to his creepy stories. I did my best to keep him away from decent people working here
  who didn’t want to know him either. Now I’m going to have to deal with this car crash and try and keep this company afloat.’ She tapped the laptop screen. ‘That’s what
  you get.’


  Two minutes later they were outside. Bakker wanted to take another look at the basement. Vos waited for the beep on her phone. Louise Warren had been as good as her word. It was
  Launceston’s map.


  ‘So,’ she said. ‘He was probably a serial date rapist to begin with. Sent over here by his mummy to keep him out of trouble. As luck would have it he lands up in the office of
  someone even better than he is. Someone he can try and emulate.’


  Vos was looking at the entrance into the underground room. With the tramp of forensic the way in was now obvious. It hadn’t been before. But a man who went hunting could surely locate it.
  Find how to get inside too.


  ‘He must have felt he was that archaeologist getting inside Tutankhamen’s tomb,’ Bakker said, echoing his thoughts. ‘Finding all those treasures.’


  True, Vos agreed, then zoomed in on the part of the map that interested him. One of the blue dots was in the middle of the Albert Cuyp. He showed it to Bakker.


  ‘At a guess I’d say that’s where the Mariposa bar is,’ she said.


  ‘Me too,’ he agreed. ‘One problem there.’


  ‘It wasn’t around four years ago, was it?’


  Vos called the team going through Launceston’s apartment. The place wasn’t looking promising apart from one thing: they’d found a phone number scribbled on a beer mat there. It
  was Jef Braat’s mobile.


  When he came off the line he told Bakker.


  ‘So Greg Launceston was trying to pick up where Vincent de Graaf left off,’ she said. ‘His habits. His right-hand man. His little lair here.’


  But De Graaf wasn’t alone. There was another partner. The name he’d promised them in return for the slim chance of a few more months of life.


  ‘We need to take a look at that bar in the Albert Cuyp.’


  His phone rang and he heard the angry tones of Jillian Chandra.


  ‘I want you two back here straight away,’ she said. ‘No diversions. No excuses.’


  Twenty minutes later they were in her office. Den Hartog was twitchy, Van der Berg making notes, still not looking anyone in the eye.


  Eleven of the twenty-seven individual women in De Graaf’s photographs were now known to be missing, murdered, they had to assume. Doubtless with the tattooed words on their shoulder,
  ‘Sleep Baby Sleep’. The victims came from all over the Netherlands: Eindhoven, Rotterdam, Dordrecht, one from a small village near the Belgian border. Subtle differences in the pictures
  suggested they’d been attacked and murdered elsewhere, then snapped. Afterwards their pictures were taken back to the De Witt crypt to be part of De Graaf’s collection.


  Of the remaining sixteen women a dozen had been accounted for. Five had been spoken to. None was willing to give a statement about what had happened to them.


  ‘So,’ Chandra said, ‘four years ago we had the worst serial killer in living memory active here and no one noticed.’


  It was bad, Vos thought. But in the circumstances understandable. The women were listed as missing persons in various parts of the country. There was nothing to connect them with Amsterdam or
  Vincent de Graaf.


  ‘We put the man in jail,’ he said. ‘For life. Life meaning . . . life in this case.’


  ‘He wasn’t the only one, Vos! Was he? What about Braat?’


  Braat was part of the game, he said. De Graaf confirmed that before he left for the Zuidas.


  ‘They had Annie Schrijver’s photo. Does that mean Sanders was part of all this too?’


  ‘Commissaris . . . I have to get Annie in here. She’s out of hospital. She knows something she’s not saying. There’s no reason for her to refuse an interview. If need be
  I’ll arrest her for withholding evidence if it comes to—’


  ‘No,’ Chandra said emphatically. ‘You won’t go near her.’


  Bakker was on that in an instant.


  ‘What? You saw her on TV. There’s a photo of her in that basement, wide awake, which means she ought to be dead. We’ve got to talk to her.’


  It was Den Hartog who chipped in.


  ‘You can’t. There are legal issues.’


  ‘Legal issues?’ Bakker repeated. ‘She’s an important witness in a murder case.’


  Van der Berg briefly raised an eyebrow at her before going back to his notebook.


  ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ she threw at him.


  ‘It means there are legal issues.’ He glanced at Den Hartog. ‘Aren’t there?’


  ‘They’re threatening us over the TV interview she gave,’ Chandra explained. ‘Gave willingly, I might add. A lawyer from the awkward squad’s sidled up to the parents
  and told them she can get some money out of this. She’s claiming we coerced a vulnerable woman into going public with an admission that was not in her own interests.’


  Silence then until Vos said, ‘So I take it we did.’


  ‘No one’s making any admissions,’ the PR man replied.


  ‘But clearly she’s got a point. Otherwise we wouldn’t be sitting here discussing it. I’d have her in an interview room downstairs and we might be getting
  somewhere.’


  Chandra turned to Van der Berg and told him to make sure he wrote down word for word what she was about to say.


  ‘Vos. You go nowhere near Annie Schrijver until the lawyers say it’s safe to do so. We’ll try to negotiate something.’


  Van der Berg scribbled at the page obediently.


  ‘Then what do you want me to do?’ Vos asked.


  ‘You could start by telling me what you know. If you’ve any idea why this suddenly blew up out of nowhere. That might help.’


  He understood quite a lot when he thought about it.


  ‘What happened is Jef Braat came out of jail and met his biggest fan. An American. Greg Launceston. A rich kid from one of the software start-ups in De Graaf’s old building in the
  Zuidas. Launceston had form for date rape back in California which is why his so-kind family dispatched him over here. Unfortunately – I’m assuming this is coincidence – he
  discovered our friend Vincent’s hobbies and this rather fired a passion for them.’


  He picked up his phone and showed them the map from the email Louise Warren had given them.


  ‘Launceston didn’t have a real job. He seems to have spent most of his waking hours chasing everything he could find out about De Graaf. The bars he used to haunt. The places the
  papers said he left his victims. He seems to have been very good at tracking things down. Eventually he came to believe De Graaf had some kind of base in the Zuidas. Unlike us he found it. I assume
  through Jef Braat.’


  ‘How did he know Braat?’ Van der Berg asked.


  It was the first decent question Vos had had from him since Chandra snatched his old colleague away.


  ‘Can’t say. If he spent long enough digging, hanging round the bars De Graaf used, perhaps the two of them bumped into each other. Found common cause. Given they’re both dead
  it may be hard to find out.’


  Bakker was following all this too.


  ‘So on Tuesday night Launceston met up with Annie Schrijver—’


  ‘We have to ask her about that,’ Vos broke in. ‘And we can’t.’


  ‘Well, say he did,’ she carried on. ‘Launceston spiked her drink. Got her back to Braat’s boat. The third man murders Launceston and leaves Annie with him in Zorgvlied.
  Then pushes Braat into the river hoping we’ll think he did it all.’


  ‘Very roundabout way of killing people,’ Van der Berg chipped in.


  Quite, Vos thought, wishing his old friend was back on the team, not wasting his time taking notes in Jillian Chandra’s office.


  No one spoke. Then Van der Berg asked, ‘Why would he kill them?’


  ‘Because our mystery man thought he’d put it all behind him,’ Bakker suggested. ‘De Graaf’s in jail. The case seems closed. Having this pushy American come back
  wanting to kick things off again brings back the risk. It means we’ll start looking again and this time round perhaps we’ll find him.’ She looked pleased with herself. ‘So
  you kill anyone who knows. Braat and Launceston. Then he lures De Graaf out of jail to the Zuidas and kills him too. He’s safe.’


  ‘Could work,’ Van der Berg commented, nothing more.


  ‘Unless you have a better idea.’


  ‘Not my case.’


  ‘Annie Schrijver might know,’ Vos pointed out.


  ‘She’s already said she only met the one man and then blacked out.’


  ‘Maybe she’s lying.’


  Chandra grimaced and said, ‘You’re not going to get the chance to find out. Do you have any idea who this man might be?’


  Some, Vos told her. He was clever, meticulous. All that choreography the night Sam was snatched showed that. The man was familiar with technology. The map coordinates. The phone he’d
  managed to smuggle to De Graaf somehow then wipe remotely. The text messages from an ever-changing array of untraceable foreign SIMs. An active man able to handle a boat, navigate the narrow
  waterways around the Amstelpark. That ringing cry through the dark next to the Zorgvlied cemetery.


  Another day, Vos. You will hear from me again. That I promise.


  ‘He’s . . . educated.’


  ‘What about Rob Sanders?’ Chandra wondered.


  ‘It can’t be him. Forensic didn’t find a single incriminating thing in his apartment. No foreign SIMs. No books. This man reads books.’


  Chandra looked smug.


  ‘Books? Really?’


  ‘Really. Also . . .’


  Two things he couldn’t get out of his head. One was the picture of Vincent de Graaf’s right arm covered in bruises and cut marks. The other the tattoos quickly scrawled on Launceston
  and De Graaf by their killer.


  ‘Sanders is a nurse. He wouldn’t need twenty or thirty goes to get a needle into someone’s arm. And that tattoo . . . Sleep Baby Sleep. He puts it on the women because
  they’re trophies. It’s the final act of possession. Why go to the trouble of doing that to two men? Doesn’t add up. It’s not Rob Sanders.’


  Van der Berg sighed and closed his notebook. Den Hartog pulled out his phone and started to check his messages. Vos wondered what he’d said.


  Then Chandra threw a blue forensic folder on the desk and told him to read it.


  The report was an hour old. They’d taken DNA samples from the bathroom in Sanders’ flat in De Pijp. They matched the traces in the felt band of the suede hat Van der Berg had picked
  up outside the Drie Vaten on Wednesday night.


  By all rights she should have revealed that at the start of the discussion, not the end. He’d been set up.


  ‘You need to cut out the clever stuff, Vos,’ Chandra ordered. ‘It’ll be the death of you. Me too if I allow it. Just find Sanders and put this mess to bed. Do you have no
  idea where he is?’


  ‘The best person to ask is—’


  Her voice rose. Van der Berg’s head went down. Den Hartog too.


  ‘How many times do I have to say it? You can’t go near Annie Schrijver. So what else?’


  Before he could say anything Bakker leapt in.


  ‘We need to check out a couple of bars. Starting with that one in the Albert Cuyp. What’s it called?’


  ‘The Mariposa?’ Van der Berg said. ‘You know what that means? In Spanish?’


  ‘Butterfly,’ Vos replied. ‘Thanks, Dirk.’


  Chandra scooped up the blue folder.


  ‘Go near that family and you’re digging your own graves. I’ll be the one who pushes you in.’


  Bert Schrijver had given the young Syrian a money belt for the market that morning. A leather pouch with a hundred-euro float in it. Ordinarily Adnan would have offloaded some
  of the cash back into the office during the day. But Schrijver’s foul temper meant he was reluctant to come inside again. So, close to the end of the busy afternoon when the stallholders were
  looking round, getting ready to start the long and laborious task of breaking the market and looking forward to Sunday, the only day the Albert Cuyp closed, he went into the adjoining alley and
  quietly counted the takings.


  Out of the way so no one could see. He’d lost track of how many times they’d been robbed on the long and arduous journey from Aleppo, across the sea to Greece then on through
  countries he could barely name until they wound up in Amsterdam. A kind of home. A place of safety for him, his wife Mariam and their four-year-old daughter Lia even if it meant sharing a single
  room with so many others in a squalid block near the IJtunnel.


  Carefully he went through the notes. Almost fourteen hundred euros plus the fifty-dollar bill that was all an enthusiastic American woman could offer. Big money. Bert Schrijver looked as if he
  could use it. Adnan would be happy with his share: ten euros per hour. In his head he could already see himself proudly returning the takings to Schrijver in the office, placing the money on the
  table and hoping that might cheer him up.


  As he was sorting the bills into some kind of order a shadow came and blocked out the light from the market.


  ‘Thinking of running?’ Jordi Hoogland asked.


  He was a broad and powerful man. The kind Adnan and his family had met a lot on that difficult journey across Europe.


  ‘No, sir. This is Mr Schrijver’s money. I count it for him. I give it him. Then I get my wages.’


  He smiled and brandished a fan of notes. Hoogland just stood over him, a bitter smile on his face.


  ‘That was my job you took. Years I worked at it.’


  Fear. It was always there. Always would be after the barrel bombs began raining down on Sulaymaniyah, the neighbourhood where they lived. His people had stayed out of the civil war. Perhaps the
  government planes made a mistake. Or they wanted to send a message. No one bothered much about motives when those metal canisters began raining from the sky on houses, schools and hospitals. They
  were just afraid, like now.


  ‘I never meant to take anything from you, mister. You asked me to work here. I just did what I was told. If—’


  He held out a fifty from the wad of notes. Most of what he expected to earn that day.


  ‘Here. You take my wages. I never meant to offend you. Or anyone—’


  One punch straight into the place they often aimed for. The soft belly beneath the rib cage. You winded a man that way. His head came down. Your knee came up, met with a chin or lips, it really
  didn’t matter. Once you’d got those blows in you’d won.


  Adnan went over with little more than a whimper. Somewhere along the way he’d learned that screaming just made things worse.


  Hoogland’s hard fists rained down on him until all he could do was wind himself into a tight, pained ball, crouch at the Dutchman’s feet, hands over his dark hair, taking each punch
  and kick as it came.


  After a while they stopped. His mouth was full of blood. His lips were swollen.


  One more kick and Hoogland rolled him over, dragged his slender frame up against the black brick wall, patted him down.


  The wad of notes went and the cheap phone Adnan kept for calling Mariam. She was struggling to find a kitchen job that included child care.


  Hoogland’s fist closed on his jacket, his other hand on Adnan’s windpipe. Face hard against the wall he listened to the man’s rants, wondering when they’d end.


  One last knee to the groin. Hoogland’s mouth came up. Spittle flying, he snarled, ‘If I so much as see or smell you in the Albert Cuyp again I swear I’ll rip your head off.
  Chuck you in the canal. Who’s going to miss you? One more stinking rag head. I’d be doing the world a favour.’


  Maybe that was true, Adnan thought, as Hoogland pulled him back to the point where the alley joined the emptying street.


  ‘When I let you go you run. As fast as those skinny legs will take you. If you stop I’ll be there. And then it all gets worse. With me?’


  ‘Yes, sir,’ Adnan whispered through swollen bloody lips.


  Hoogland let go. The Syrian looked at the Albert Cuyp. He knew markets. Knew flowers. Thought perhaps just this once they might be in luck.


  But run he did.


  The market was pretty much over by the time Vos and Bakker got there. Cleaners were out hosing down the street, sweeping away the rubbish. Small electric trucks wove through
  the last of the customers, taking down stalls and shifting scaffolding and timber boards. A new crowd was turning up for the Albert Cuyp. The early shift of the Saturday night people starting to
  cram into the cafes and the cocktail bars that were springing up everywhere.


  They stopped outside the Mariposa, a few hundred metres along from Schrijver’s flower stall. That was closed already, just a few bare green stalks on the pavement betraying its presence.
  The sliding doors to the shop were shut. No sign of life at all.


  ‘Not that we can go there anyway,’ Bakker said, anticipating Vos’s thoughts.


  He was staring at the bar on the other side of the road.


  ‘God, I’m an idiot,’ he murmured.


  The outside walls had been painted, desert scenes, cacti, mountains, bottles of tequila, glasses of margarita.


  ‘That was Ruud Jonker’s place. Where he had his tattoo parlour.’


  ‘You’re sure?’


  ‘Not the kind of thing you forget,’ Vos muttered and they went inside.


  Stainless steel chairs, shiny mirrors, abstract art on the walls, stripped pine. A board full of exotic cocktails twice the price of a beer in a local dive. The early evening crew was starting
  to gather, three deep at the counter already. There were just a couple of men busy behind the bar and it was hard to tell them apart. Early thirties, combed brown beards, striped shirts with
  braces, heavy workmen’s trousers. Vos went to the counter, flashed his ID and said he wanted to talk to whoever was in charge.


  The two glanced at each other and the nearest said, ‘We both are. Can it wait?’


  ‘No,’ Bakker told them. ‘It can’t.’


  They’d remodelled the place so much it was unrecognizable, turning what was once a chaotic den into an open space with cramped tables and tall chairs. The clearest memory Vos had of that
  night four years before was of finding Ruud Jonker swinging from a beam by a rope next to a red leather chair. He couldn’t place that anywhere here. The premises had changed so much.


  Then one of the men led them into a small office at the back. A computer, a desk and a few chairs. A beam in the ceiling. No barber’s chair, no drawings of butterflies on the wall. But
  this was where they’d found the individual they’d believed to be Vincent de Graaf’s sole partner in a cycle of rape and murder, one much larger and wider than any of them had
  suspected. A man who’d killed himself when he knew they were closing in.


  Vos left it to Bakker to get the story. The near-identical beards were the owners, Tom and Anton de Vogel, two brothers from what sounded like a fancy address in the Canal Ring. They’d
  opened the place eighteen months before.


  ‘Where did the name come from?’ Vos asked.


  The one they were talking to was Tom.


  ‘It’s Spanish. We wanted a Mexican theme. We do some fancy tequila and mezcal.’


  Vos glanced up at the beam, stared at the man in the blue striped shirt and heavy trousers and asked the question again. Tom de Vogel tugged nervously at his long brown beard.


  ‘We’re not great believers in coincidence,’ Bakker added when he kept quiet.


  ‘There were all these butterfly posters on the walls when we took over the lease. Tattoo art.’ He laughed. ‘Still that leather chair too. I’m amazed you took away the
  rope. Seemed a good joke . . .’


  ‘A joke?’ she said.


  ‘Sorry. Poor taste. I apologize. The truth is this place had been empty for a couple of years. No one wanted to take it on. It wasn’t the history. Everything was a mess. Took us
  eighteen months to convert it the way we wanted. Get permission. Find the right architect. Came in at twice the budget we expected. Mariposa. It sounds nice.’


  Vos wanted to know where the money came from.


  ‘Family,’ he said. ‘Dad’s in banking. He wanted to set us up in business. We didn’t . . . We didn’t want to trade on all that bad stuff. And we haven’t.
  We’re not ghouls. We sell drinks. That’s all.’


  Vos pulled up a photo on his phone.


  ‘What about him?’


  A file shot of Braat from criminal records.


  De Vogel grimaced.


  ‘So you do know him?’ Vos said.


  ‘Jef. Just a first name. Started coming in regularly a few weeks ago. Seemed to know a few people.’


  Then a picture of Launceston from the morgue. De Vogel went white at that one and whispered, ‘Jesus Christ. So it was him. In the paper. He’s dead.’


  ‘Let me get this clear. You knew we were asking for help identifying this man. You recognized him. You did nothing.’


  ‘That wasn’t the picture in the paper,’ De Vogel objected. ‘I mean . . . it could have been anyone. His name was Greg or something. Acted like he had money.’


  ‘You knew him?’


  He was getting twitchy.


  ‘Not really. He just came in with Jef a couple of times. Creeped me out to be honest. We never went out of our way to talk up all that stuff about the tattoo guy. It was years ago. Most
  people round here have forgotten all about it.’


  ‘Greg Launceston hadn’t,’ Bakker suggested.


  He was back to tugging at the carefully coiffured beard.


  ‘True. The idiot wouldn’t shut up. He begged us to let him come in the office and take photos. I couldn’t wait to get him out of the place.’ He blinked, as if trying to
  remember something. ‘He even talked about buying us out at one point. We thought about it too. Then everything went quiet. He said he’d found somewhere . . . more suitable. Whatever
  that means.’


  Vos knew and so, from the look on her face, did Bakker. Launceston had discovered the hidden basement in the De Witt building.


  ‘Listen,’ De Vogel pleaded. ‘It gets really busy in here of an evening. Anton and me try and run the place on our own as much as we can. It’s just booze and finger food.
  We’re trying to pay off Dad’s loan—’


  ‘Do you ever get women pass out?’ Bakker asked.


  The face behind the beard turned a shade rosier.


  ‘We know the rules. We don’t serve drunks—’


  ‘Not talking about drunks, Tom. Are we?’


  He was getting very nervous.


  ‘I know what you’re saying. If we caught anyone up to that kind of thing we’d throw them out. Hard enough making a living as it is what with the rent and stuff . . .’


  ‘Throw them out?’ she asked. ‘You’d call us, wouldn’t you?’


  He laughed.


  ‘And in the meantime . . . what? We’re supposed to keep hold of them? Just the two of us? Be reasonable.’


  Vos pulled up another photo on his phone: Rob Sanders.


  ‘Seen the face.’


  ‘When?’


  ‘Er . . . recently. We don’t keep a guestbook you know.’


  ‘I want your CCTV. Last Tuesday.’ Vos nodded at the computer. ‘We’ll wait.’


  ‘What?’


  ‘We know for a fact one young woman was doped here on Tuesday night,’ Bakker said, pulling a memory stick from her pocket and waving it in his face. ‘So put the CCTV on here.
  Unless you think we should go back through all the date rape complaints we’ve had from De Pijp over the last year. See how many of them happened to stop by too.’


  ‘It’s not that kind of place! We’re just a bar, for God’s sake.’


  She pointed at the computer.


  ‘Give us the video.’


  ‘I can’t. We don’t have CCTV. People come here to enjoy themselves. We’re not going to spy on them.’ He curled a lip. ‘We’ll leave that to you
  people.’


  Vos flipped him a card and said to contact him if he or his brother thought of anything else he might want to hear.


  They walked back into the bar. Vos looked up at the board on the wall and asked her what she wanted. She got the idea. They weren’t welcome. That meant they were going to stay.


  Back behind the counter De Vogel groaned.


  A virgin margarita for her, a cocktail with old tequila for him. They paid, almost twenty euros, no tip, then found two tiny stools by the window and placed their drinks on the ledge.


  ‘Don’t think Commissaris Chandra would approve,’ Bakker said, then took a sip.


  ‘Perhaps not,’ he agreed, unable to take his eyes off the green doors of Schrijver’s shop down the street. ‘Don’t you have something to do this evening? Washing? I
  don’t know.’


  She put down the glass and stared at him.


  ‘I’m not leaving you here on your own. Don’t think that for a moment.’


  The cocktail was good. Another night he might have two.


  The van route round the city, dropping flowers for hotels and corporates, picking up more stock from the wholesaler, seemed to take forever. Bert Schrijver’s mind was
  working overtime and getting nowhere in the end.


  It was always the same. He wanted to do something. To help. To make things better, for Annie and for Nina too. But knowing what the right thing was never came easy. All too often when he thought
  he was there the world turned and he realized all he had hold of was the familiar feel of failure.


  Just do nothing, Bert. Make your life easy.


  That’s what his father used to say with a sarcastic sneer whenever he saw his son in agony over some decision. Schrijver would never have plucked up the courage to ask Nina out in the
  first place if the old man hadn’t nagged him so much. That awkward, embarrassed courtship. The pregnancy. The marriage. Annie. Everything just happened, was never planned.


  He turned into the parallel street at the back of the market and parked outside the rear doors. The photographers were gone. But Nina was there looking furious and with her a grim-faced Jordi
  Hoogland.


  ‘Shit,’ Schrijver muttered as he got out of the van.


  Without waiting to hear what they had to say he walked through the storeroom, across the courtyard out towards the street. The doors were closed already. Just behind them, waiting to be stowed,
  was a line of buckets still full of flowers.


  ‘Where’s Adnan?’ he asked as the other two turned up.


  Hoogland sucked in a quick breath and caught his eye.


  ‘We had to shut it up ourselves, Bert. I tried to tell you. He was a quick fix the day we needed someone. You can’t trust those sly bastards. I never meant—’


  ‘Where is he?’


  ‘Apparently he’s done a runner,’ Nina said, nodding at Hoogland. ‘With the day’s takings. Over a thousand euros if the stock’s anything to go by.’


  And for Monday I’ve got a bigger order than ever, Schrijver thought. Bought only because the Syrian was shifting so much stuff.


  ‘I don’t get it. Adnan seemed a decent kid. I yelled at him a bit earlier. Caught me at the wrong time.’


  ‘He saw his chance and took it,’ Hoogland said. ‘They’re all like that. Steal the shirt from your back while you’re trying to help them.’


  Schrijver started to pick up the half-empty buckets of flowers and drag them back into the storeroom. Nina came to help. Then Hoogland too.


  ‘He seemed a real nice lad,’ Schrijver said again. ‘If you don’t trust anyone . . .’


  ‘That’s you,’ Hoogland told him. ‘Decent. Honest. Generous. Just the sort they go for. I’m gutted I ever found the little sod.’


  ‘Not your fault,’ Schrijver murmured. He looked at Nina. ‘How’s Annie?’


  ‘She’s having a drink with a couple of her market mates round the corner in the square. I thought it would be good for her. Didn’t want her in that Mariposa place.’


  He couldn’t believe it.


  ‘She’d go back there? After all that’s happened?’


  The look came then. The one that said: You really don’t understand a thing, do you?


  ‘This is where she’s from. You can’t expect her to run and hide. Not in her nature.’


  Jesus, he thought. The young. They brought it on themselves.


  ‘You need to tell the police about that Syrian,’ she said.


  ‘No.’


  She lugged in the last of the roses, put her hands on her hips and stared at him, open-mouthed.


  ‘What?’


  ‘I said no. Those poor bastards have been through enough already. Put me in their shoes I’d nick the clothes off your back if I had to. He’s got family. They looked lovely.
  I’m not having him going to jail and them homeless. Got enough on my conscience without that.’


  Hoogland nodded.


  ‘Police wouldn’t do a damned thing anyway. Except give him more of our money to live off. Don’t know where he’s staying either.’


  That didn’t ring true.


  ‘How can I have him on the books if he doesn’t have an address, Jordi? I know you’re always running jobs for cash. But you said he had the documents—’


  ‘Yeah. Like he told me. But I didn’t check. Did you? And let’s face it . . . if we knew how to find him he wouldn’t be running off with all your cash like that, would
  he?’ He balled a big fist. It looked bruised and bloody already. ‘Want me to look? I’ll get it back. Let him know he can’t pull those tricks round here.’


  Nina shook her head and said she was going home. Before she set off she looked hard at Schrijver and said, ‘We’ve got enough on our plate without your mate going round beating up
  thieving foreigners. Haven’t we?’


  ‘Always a wise woman,’ Hoogland replied with a sarcastic salute.


  When Nina left, the two men tidied away the spent flowers and put them in the recycling bins. Another week over. No money made. Schrijver felt bad about that. Adnan looked a bright lad and he
  wished he hadn’t bawled him out. That temper was costly sometimes. Now it had left him back in the hands of Jordi Hoogland, with his stupid hair and ridiculous leather clothes.


  He went and turned off the lights in the office then closed the door to Annie’s room, wondering when it would get used again. Maybe he ought to give the whole thing to the Chinese woman
  and let her decide.


  Hoogland was shuffling about in his big boots, awkward for once.


  ‘I feel really bad about this, Bert. I was the one who brought that little shit in here.’


  Schrijver thought he’d check the books later. Perhaps there was an address. He could go round, stay calm, try to reason with him. But Hoogland was right. If it was real, he wouldn’t
  have walked off with the money.


  ‘Shut up, will you? I was the one who asked you to find someone.’


  Hoogland pulled a wad of notes out of his pocket. A big load.


  ‘Water under the bridge. I did well out of here. Went down the docks and did a night shift. Bit of toing and froing round the market. Bloody hard work. Happier with you.’


  Schrijver said nothing. He was looking at the notes.


  A nervous tug at the ponytail then, ‘Anyway, Bert. How about we pretend we’re young again? You and me go out and blow this lot getting shit-faced. Do you a power of good to wake up
  tomorrow with a stinking hangover. Take your mind off things.’


  Schrijver reached out and extracted the fifty dollar bill from the middle of Hoogland’s wad. Then waved it in his face.


  ‘Wonder where that came from?’ Hoogland said, stashing the rest. ‘Some sod must have . . .’


  They’d never fought before though sometimes it had been close.


  Schrijver swiped him with the back of his right hand. Then when Hoogland was still reeling from the shock he punched him hard, straight in the face, blood coming from the man’s nose as he
  fell back towards the plastic buckets and trays they used for the flowers.


  A minute it must have lasted. Less maybe. Had Schrijver thought about it he might have been worried but all the anger and the pain inside came out and Jordi Hoogland was unfortunate enough to
  bear the brunt of it.


  He stopped the blows when they were amidst the upturned buckets, Hoogland’s hands upturned. Surrender and it wasn’t half the fight Schrijver had expected.


  ‘What the fuck have you done, Jordi?’


  Hoogland’s right eye was swollen, closing.


  ‘A favour for you. A big one. Here.’ He took out the wad of notes and dropped them next to a bunch of expiring tulips. ‘Have the bloody money. That’s not why I did it.
  Don’t even want any.’


  Still no straight answer.


  ‘Did what?’


  ‘Did what was needed. Punched that little scumbag’s lights out. Taught him a lesson. What his place is here. Not running round like he owns you. Like he’s got a better idea how
  to run this shop than us.’


  There it was again.


  ‘Us? You’re not part of this. You never were. I only gave you work because you were there. I felt sorry for you. Don’t you even get that?’


  Hoogland struggled out from underneath him, wiping his bloody face with the sleeve of his torn and tattered leather jacket.


  ‘What I get is you’re a loser, Bert. Always were. Always will be. Biggest I ever met. You lost Nina. You lost Annie. And now you’re going to lose this place your old man left
  you . . .’


  Schrijver’s fist came back and it was all he could do not to hit him again.


  ‘Get out. Don’t come back. Don’t ever come near me or mine, or anyone who works here, again.’


  The man in leather made the yapping sign with his fingers and said, ‘Yeah, yeah.’


  Schrijver dragged him by the arm across the courtyard, pulled the shop doors to one side and held them open.


  ‘They put you inside for beating up immigrants,’ he said. ‘Worse than picking on your own. Should be too. Coward’s way. For pity’s sake he was half your size and
  if—’


  ‘Oh.’ Hoogland was swiping his nose again and laughing. ‘Like you care? Like it matters what Bert Schrijver, the biggest clown in the Albert Cuyp, thinks about a bloody thing?
  Don’t kid yourself, mate. We all know what you are. The only one who doesn’t is you.’


  ‘Get out.’


  Hoogland was staring at him, grinning through the blood.


  ‘You really are the dumbest, Bert. Don’t have two brain cells to rub together.’


  ‘If you don’t want me to kick your arse again just fuck off out of here and don’t come back.’


  Again the grin. Hoogland nodded towards the door to Annie’s room, the partitioned storage area, flimsy wooden wall around it, windows at the top. He walked over and picked up one of the
  flower pallets, placed it by the door, turned it over and stood on it. Schrijver could see now. When Hoogland did that he could peer through the narrow window at the top.


  ‘Not a clue what that girl of yours gets up to while you’re out running orders round the place. Just me here having to watch her. And listen.’


  He grabbed Hoogland by the grubby collar of his leather jacket and pulled him off the box. Still the market man couldn’t stop laughing.


  ‘Big dumb Bert Schrijver. Everybody’s fool. Maybe you should ask her.’


  A couple of punches, faint, weak sorry ones. He got Hoogland to the door and kicked him outside. The street was half-empty. Lines of the young were walking along the pavement, headed for the
  Albert Cuyp nightlife, something that didn’t even exist when he was their age.


  Then, hurrying from the short road that led to the square on Gerard Doustraat, he saw her. She looked as if she’d been crying as she walked down the market with that fierce, determined
  gait she had.


  ‘Annie!’ he yelled.


  Bakker saw him first. A shambling, slumped figure, head down, hood up, sidling nervously towards the Schrijver place. He had something in his hand.


  She nudged Vos’s elbow so hard the expensive cocktail spilled down the front of his jacket.


  ‘Laura—’


  A long finger, pointing.


  ‘That’s Rob Sanders over there.’


  The figure across the road stopped by a Vietnamese noodle shop, phone to his ear, looking as if he was checking out the menu. Not convincing.


  By the time Vos called control Bakker was outside by the door, leaning on the frame, telling a hipster with a glass of fruit drink that looked positively botanical exactly what she’d do if
  he didn’t stop blocking the view.


  The call must have gone out instantly to a car in the vicinity. From somewhere back in the main drag leading up to the Heineken Experience and the Singelgracht came the rise and fall of a
  familiar wail. Sanders twitched, dragged his hood around his head more tightly and looked around.


  ‘Oh, for God’s sake,’ Vos moaned. ‘A siren?’


  Bakker was scanning the street.


  ‘Our friend Rob’s not alone,’ she said and pointed.


  A hundred metres along Annie Schrijver was marching towards him.


  Bakker had started to move when Vos put out a hand stop her.


  ‘We walk,’ he mouthed, and walk they did. Steadily, keen not to alarm anyone. To begin with anyway.


  Then a marked police car came screeching round the corner, sliding on the greasy asphalt, lights flashing, klaxon blaring.


  Vos and Bakker ran out into the road, dodging the sweepers and the piles of trash.


  There was a shout. A loud, aggressive male voice. Bert Schrijver yelling his daughter’s name over and over.


  ‘Too late,’ Bakker muttered and in that moment the hooded man began to run. Straight away she was after him, red hair flying behind her, elbows working, legs pumping. She followed as
  Sanders raced south, pushing through the growing night crowds.


  Vos tried to keep up. So did Annie Schrijver. But Sanders was too quick and so was Bakker. In a few moments the chase was joined by the two young uniforms from the car. Soon they were out of the
  market altogether, headed towards Sarphatipark, a patch of green in the midst of De Pijp’s crowded streets and alleys.


  At the end of the road, by the iron railings that marked the park edge, another police car pulled up, two more uniforms leaping out. Closing in they followed the fleeing figure, faster even than
  Bakker as the hunt led down the winding path into the heart of the tiny oasis, a place for lovers and dog walkers, the odd bum stopping for a smoke.


  By the time Vos and Annie Schrijver got there, exhausted and out of breath, the four uniforms were circling their target in front of an elegant monument surrounded by fountains. The waters rose
  and fell. The tulips around them had seen better days. The uniforms were nervous, twitching, uncertain about what to do. Bert Schrijver turned up and put his strong arms around his struggling
  daughter.


  Vos stopped, short of breath, then watched as the officers pounced, one taking Sanders down to the pavement, knee in the back, the other seizing his arms, getting out the cuffs.


  Annie Schrijver flew from her father’s grip, trying to get to the man on the ground. Vos just managed to get hold of her and keep her back.


  ‘What is this?’ she yelled, at Sanders, no one else, voice breaking, furious. ‘What is it now, Rob?’ Something flew from her hand. A phone, landing on the ground in front
  of the fountain wall. ‘You say you want to talk—’


  ‘And then you call the police,’ Sanders yelled back, trussed now, incapacitated. ‘Thanks for that.’


  Vos stepped between them and said, ‘We were here anyway. Looking for you. Annie never knew. It was just luck. Bad or otherwise—’


  ‘Bullshit!’


  She was crying. Sanders couldn’t look at her.


  ‘It’s not bullshit,’ Vos insisted. ‘It’s true. Not a word I can use about much at the moment. Unfortunately.’


  Annie Schrijver stared at him, angry tears in an angry face, no words left.


  Her father came up and tried to pull her away. Bakker was onto control telling them Sanders was coming into custody.


  ‘Annie . . .’ Schrijver begged, trying to pull her away.


  ‘You don’t get it,’ she muttered. ‘None of you.’


  ‘No,’ Vos agreed. ‘We don’t. We can’t. Not until you tell us.’


  She glared at him and there was that familiar, uncompromising look in her eyes he knew so well. The one that said: You’re police and we don’t trust you. Because you refuse
  to understand. You won’t believe a word we say.


  ‘Who are you to talk?’ she snapped. ‘That lawyer says you fooled me into making an idiot of myself in public. She’ll take you to the cleaners for that. If you want to
  speak to anyone, speak to her.’


  Then she shook herself free of her father, turned on her heels and walked away, past the dying tulips, past the locals watching puzzled and shocked at this sudden intrusion into their peaceful
  little world.


  With a long and miserable face, Bert Schrijver followed, trying to catch up with her. There were more marked police cars turning up at the park entrance. Soon the place would be swarming with
  uniforms.


  ‘There’s gratitude for you,’ Bakker said as Annie Schrijver headed back towards the Albert Cuyp. ‘At least the commissaris will be happy.’


  ‘You think?’


  Annie Schrijver marched off to the Pilsvogel. Her father followed and didn’t know why. It was a bar he’d used when he was a kid, back when the Albert Cuyp was
  nothing but a tight local community built around the market. All that had changed. Foreign voices, crowds of young hogging the tables on the street, cramming into the narrow interior. He guessed
  her friends had left. If they existed at all. He wasn’t sure what to believe any more. Or who.


  Nina was there though, seated at one of the barrel tables by the street, a glass of wine in front of her. She looked angry and upset as Annie stormed over.


  Schrijver stayed back, wondering if a smarter man might know his place and retreat in silence to the lonely quiet of home. But that wasn’t him. Something needed to be said.


  ‘What the hell did you think you were doing, Annie?’ he asked when he came up to them. ‘You know the police were looking for him.’


  A waitress in a short skirt came up and asked what they wanted. Stood there until Schrijver answered. It was a bar. You had to drink. Beer, he said, and Annie nodded at her mother’s
  wine.


  The girl vanished to the counter so he asked again, ‘For God’s sake. You were going to meet him. After what he’s done—’


  ‘What he’s done?’ she broke in.


  Schrijver looked at Nina and asked her the question that had been nagging him ever since the scene in the hospital the night before.


  ‘How much else is there an idiot like me doesn’t know?’


  ‘Search me, Bert,’ she muttered and took a swig of wine.


  The drinks came. The waitress stood there until she got some money. Annie knocked back half of hers in one go, closed her eyes briefly, then glanced at her mother and said, ‘I need out of
  this place. De Pijp. This bloody city. I may need to ask for a loan.’


  ‘Of course,’ Nina said. Annie always got what she wanted.


  Schrijver wagged a finger at her.


  ‘You should talk to the police.’


  ‘Why?’ She looked angrier than he’d seen in ages. ‘Really, Dad, after everything they’ve done . . . why?’


  ‘That man Vos didn’t put you on the TV. He told us. He’s a decent sort. You deal with him. They’ve got Rob Sanders now. You can’t keep avoiding
  them—’


  ‘Can’t I?’ she cut in. ‘I don’t owe anybody anything. This is no business of the police. It’s between me and Rob. No one else—’


  ‘There were other girls,’ her mother said quietly. ‘It wasn’t just you.’


  ‘Not with him!’


  ‘Really?’ Nina asked. ‘You believe that? And Tuesday night was nothing—’


  ‘Nothing to do with Rob. Nothing at all. I just felt like some company. So I went for a drink with that American creep. Next thing I know . . .’ Another big slug of wine went down.
  ‘I’m in hospital. You two looking at me like I’ve done something wrong. Everything else is a long bad dream. No Rob in it. Wish there was. Things might have worked out
  differently.’


  She stood up and looked at her mother until Nina pushed away her half-finished drink.


  Schrijver stopped them before they could flee.


  ‘That lawyer won’t hide you forever. You’re going to have to talk to Vos. One day. None of this will go away until you do. Doesn’t matter if you run off
  either.’


  When she looked up at him like that, headstrong, wilful, awkward, he saw the child in her, the wayward, always active kid who dashed around what was left of the castle never doing as she was
  told. The only daughter he had and he’d loved her more than anything else in his life.


  ‘You know that, do you, Dad?’


  ‘I do.’


  There was a brief and savage look of victory on her face.


  ‘Well, if anyone would it’s you. Let’s face it. You’re the king of hiding stuff. What’s going on with the shop . . . with everything.’


  ‘What does that mean?’ he asked and prayed she wouldn’t answer.


  ‘It means we’re all going down in the shit together, aren’t we? Bust. Bankrupt. Finished. I’m not stupid and nor is Mum.’


  There was such calculation behind the remark, such a deliberate attempt to hurt him. Schrijver didn’t know what to say.


  ‘Jordi Hoogland knows something about you,’ Schrijver said and hated himself on the spot. It was meanness that put the words in his mouth, nothing else. Spite greeting spite.


  ‘What?’ Annie demanded.


  ‘Don’t know. Wouldn’t say.’ He stared at her. ‘You care to tell me?’


  ‘That’s enough,’ Nina said and took her arm. ‘We’re leaving.’


  The waitress was back picking up their glasses. She looked at him and asked if he really wanted his untouched beer.


  ‘Paid for it, didn’t I?’ Schrijver retorted.


  When she was gone he left the drink, went back to the shop, dragged open the green doors, headed straight for the office.


  So Annie knew they were headed for the rocks. He should have guessed. She was never slow.


  Still there was something bothering him, something he needed to check.


  Night was falling on Amsterdam and Rob Sanders was saying nothing at all. Chandra had ordered them to use the interview room with two-way glass. Now she stood on the
  observation side with Vos and Van der Berg watching Bakker and a statement officer trying hard to persuade the man at the table to speak. Even if it was just to confirm his name.


  Swollen lips from the tumble he took in Sarphatipark. A plaster on his cheek to cover the graze there. He looked like a bum who hadn’t slept in days. Vos suspected Sanders had taken flight
  the moment it became clear De Graaf’s secret room had been found, stayed out for the night wondering what to do, where to go. Perhaps it was inevitable he would find his way back to De Pijp
  and the Schrijvers. Where else was there left to go?


  All they knew for the moment was what they’d gleaned from the encounter in Sarphatipark: he’d phoned Annie Schrijver and tried to meet her. Why, they didn’t know.


  The commissaris was a dangerous mix of emotions. Relief that they finally had the man in custody. Intense frustration that she couldn’t wrap up the case with a quick and informative
  confession.


  ‘This has gone far enough. You need to put the evidence to him,’ she demanded.


  At Vos’s orders they hadn’t yet raised the question of the hat from the Drie Vaten.


  ‘Not now.’


  She sighed and came very close, a habit she had, a blunt attempt to intimidate people. Perhaps it worked in Zoetermeer.


  ‘What do you mean, not now?’


  ‘I’d rather save it until he’s starting to talk.’


  ‘Why?’


  Van der Berg stepped in for once.


  ‘Because if we introduce it when he’s in this kind of mood he’ll just shrink further into his shell. Then it’ll take a lot longer to get anything out of him. When they
  clam up like this all that usually unclams them is time and patience.’


  The way she reacted to the last word told Vos it was one she hated deeply. She glared at Van der Berg, then Vos.


  ‘You think he date raped Annie Schrijver four years ago? With Vincent de Graaf?’


  Probably, Vos said, remembering the photo of her they’d found in De Graaf’s stash. That in itself was odd: eyes open, that frightened stare straight into the lens.


  ‘And after something like that she went out with him? There has to be more to it . . .’


  ‘There does,’ he agreed.


  But to charge Sanders with rape they’d need either a confession or an incriminating statement from her. Neither of which appeared forthcoming.


  ‘Annie Schrijver formed a relationship with him afterwards. A long one. A close one, it seems. Even without recent events she’s not minded to help us. Nor is he.’


  Chandra was barely listening.


  ‘I want this thing wrapped up. The hangover from four years ago. Zorgvlied. That American pervert. I want this bastard charged and in court as soon as we can manage it. There’s too
  much bad publicity flying around already. The longer it goes on the worse it becomes.’


  Vos stayed silent.


  ‘Unless you’re still persisting with the idea we have the wrong man.’


  ‘There’s nothing we can charge him with at the moment. We don’t have the proof.’


  Chandra gazed at him, astonished.


  ‘Proof? We’ve got his DNA on the hat he dropped. It places him in the middle of everything.’


  He shook his head.


  ‘No. All it does is place a hat he once wore outside a bar. Nothing else. We don’t have a print, a hair, not a single piece of direct physical evidence that says he was
  involved.’


  ‘Which is curious,’ Van der Berg agreed.


  ‘Jesus Christ,’ Chandra grumbled. ‘I wish to God I had my people from Zoetermeer here. They’d have this in front of a judge in the morning.’


  Vos waited to see if Van der Berg would chip in there. When he didn’t he said, ‘If we try to wrap this up on speculation rather than evidence some clever lawyer will take us to
  pieces in court.’ He hesitated then said it anyway. ‘We’ve enough trouble with lawyers as it is.’


  He nearly added more but thought the better of it. Instead he went to the interview room door and called for Bakker. She was well over shift. Exhausted officers rarely got anywhere. It was time
  for someone else to take over.


  ‘OK,’ she said when he told her to go home. ‘I don’t think Mr Sanders is about to talk, I’m afraid. About anything. Doesn’t even answer when I ask him if he
  wants a lawyer.’


  Vos brought in Koeman from the night team and left instructions. Sanders would be told he was going to be detained for further questioning about two murders and a case of sexual assault. He
  would be allowed a few hours to sleep and to shower. In the meantime, they’d find him some fresh clothes. No belt, no objects he might harm himself with, and someone to keep a suicide watch
  throughout.


  ‘If he looks as if he wants to talk, call me,’ he told the night man. ‘If he doesn’t, don’t push it. We’ll come back in the morning when he’s had time
  to think. Might be easier then.’


  Chandra listened, arms folded, huffing and puffing. When Koeman left to tell his officers she said, ‘This is deeply unsatisfactory.’


  Bakker looked mutinous. She stared at Chandra and asked straight out, ‘Have you worked investigations before, Commissaris? I mean . . . directly?’


  That, Vos thought, really helped.


  ‘As it happens . . . yes. I was acting commissaris in Leiden for a while—’


  ‘Leiden?’ Bakker almost laughed. ‘Not exactly crime central, is it? If Rob Sanders doesn’t want to talk there’s precious little we can do. We either wait until he
  unbuttons his lip. Or we find something that’ll do it for him.’


  ‘Go home, Bakker,’ Chandra told her. ‘You’re annoying me.’


  Then she sniffed the air and turned on Vos.


  ‘Have you been drinking?’


  The tequila was good in the Mariposa. He’d say that for the two brothers running the place.


  ‘Just the one. In the course of duty.’ He checked his watch. ‘Duty being well past I feel it’s time for more.’ He smiled, at her, at Van der Berg. ‘Good
  night.’


  Jillian Chandra moved to stop him leaving.


  ‘Tomorrow you get somewhere with this farce. Or I’ll find someone who can.’


  The harder Bert Schrijver tried to unravel what had gone on that evening the more stupid he felt. So Rob Sanders had phoned his daughter. For reasons Schrijver couldn’t
  begin to imagine she’d gone to meet him.


  All the same he knew it was idiotic to worry about things you couldn’t affect, couldn’t control. Pointless to obsess over your own problems too when, however large they seemed, there
  were always others with worse.


  Such as innocent refugees beaten up and robbed by a thug like Jordi Hoogland.


  There was an address for Adnan. It was scribbled in what he presumed was the young Syrian’s own careful handwriting in the books. Desperate to get away from the Albert Cuyp, Schrijver
  grabbed a tram to Centraal station and walked the rest of the way. Wouldn’t have been a good idea to take the van. It was just possible he’d do what Hoogland suggested and drink himself
  into a stupor somewhere that night.


  Adnan Mathan and his family lived near the docks. Third-floor room in a tenement that stank of bad drains and cooking. The scared-looking woman who answered the door wasn’t keen to let him
  in. Nothing personal. This was a place for immigrants and people who helped them. Schrijver guessed he didn’t look like either.


  He stood there and called through, ‘Adnan. It’s Bert from the market. I know you’re home.’ He tried to find the right words. ‘I know what happened. I came to
  apologize. Also I owe you some money.’


  The woman opened the door a little wider at that and Schrijver saw: one big room that seemed to be packed with people. Adnan, his wife and their young daughter were huddled in the far corner on
  two single mattresses. Still Schrijver waited on the threshold. You had to be invited. That was only polite. Everywhere as far as he knew.


  Eventually the young Syrian came over and took him out into the corridor. Beneath the weak yellow bulb of the landing his face looked swollen and bruised.


  ‘Jordi Hoogland speaks for himself and no one else,’ Schrijver told him. ‘What he did was wrong and by God he knows it now. He won’t be back our way for a long time. Here
  . . .’ He held out a hundred euros from the day’s takings. ‘These are your wages. A bonus as well.’


  The Syrian stared suspiciously at the money.


  ‘You don’t owe me a bonus. You didn’t do this.’


  Schrijver took his hand and stuffed the notes into his palm.


  ‘It’s not sympathy. It’s common sense. You got me more money today than we’ve had on a Saturday for as long as I can remember. Take it.’


  The young man did and looked grateful.


  ‘Can I come in?’


  ‘Why?’


  He wondered what their lives were like in Aleppo. Not fancy, he guessed. But not poor. Much like market people everywhere. Can’t have been easy to move from that and find yourself confined
  to a hovel, crammed into a room with people you probably didn’t know. Scratching a living in a foreign and occasionally hostile land, a family to feed.


  ‘I want you back working for me. I’d like to know who you are. Your wife. Your daughter. I’d like to meet them.’


  Adnan hesitated for a short while then stood back and beckoned with his arm. The room was badly lit, hot, airless. The curtains were little more than ragged sacks. Someone was cooking in the
  corner on a gas camping stove. Perhaps a dozen or more people, mostly young, mostly miserable Schrijver guessed, living in a single room. There were babies there. He could hear them, smell
  them.


  His wife was Mariam. She looked older than her husband, or perhaps was just worn down, stick-thin with close-cropped, roughly cut black hair. Schrijver wondered if she was ill. The daughter Lia
  was four, tired but smiling. Not thin at all. That was where the food went.


  ‘We’re grateful you gave Adnan some work, sir,’ Mariam told him in a voice that was serious and not in the least servile.


  ‘I’m Bert. No one calls me sir. Any more than I call them that.’


  His words brought the faintest of smiles to her dark face.


  He wanted a drink. A beer. A couple of gins. Instead he said, ‘There’s a cafe round the corner. Keeps late hours. I use it sometimes if I’m working nights. We could go there to
  talk. Quietly. In private. If it’s OK . . .’


  ‘It’s OK,’ she replied with a grateful glance, then took her yawning daughter’s hand and led the way.


  It was a ten-minute walk, longer than Schrijver realized. But they didn’t complain. The distance wasn’t much for them, he imagined.


  The place had been there years. Just three customers left and thirty minutes to closing time. Cheap white tables, uncomfortable chairs. Coffee all round. Without asking Schrijver bought some
  food at the counter: cheese toasties, biscuits, a fruit yogurt for the little girl.


  ‘Who are you?’ he asked when he came back and watched the way they fell on the plates.


  Adnan opened his jacket and took out his little photo album. Best keep your belongings close to you on the road, he said.


  Schrijver knew nothing of Syria except what he’d seen on TV. He’d have struggled to find it on a map. These were pictures from what they called the good times. Before the war. It
  seemed a warm and sunny place, full of happy people. Their stall looked bigger and smarter than his, with exotic flowers he’d never seen in the Albert Cuyp. There were pictures of them with
  relatives on a beach, cooking round a barbecue. He didn’t ask who the others were and they didn’t want to say. Then Lia as a baby, a toddler surrounded by so many furry animals she was
  almost drowned by them.


  ‘The toys couldn’t come,’ the little girl announced, jabbing a finger at the picture. ‘No room.’


  ‘Sorry about that,’ Schrijver said as if it was his fault.


  Photos of Mariam, healthier, happier, wearing a white apron and a chef ’s mob cap. She was serving up exotic food from the counter of an open-air restaurant. Old wooden tables in front,
  red and white chequered cloths on them, every seat taken by a beaming customer.


  All of this was gone now, Schrijver understood. Not just gone but vanished. Never to be recovered. Lives and livelihoods all lost, disappeared in smoke and dust and blood.


  Mariam was a cook in a restaurant run by her brother nearby, Adnan said.


  What happened?


  He didn’t dare pose the question. The answer seemed to hang over them, live inside the little album of memories the Syrian kept in his jacket, one last link to a home they’d never
  find again.


  ‘My mum’s a good cook,’ Lia told him with a wise and certain nod.


  ‘I bet.’ He looked at Mariam. ‘You found some work?’


  ‘Soon,’ she said. ‘Not easy finding a job with child care. We don’t want to live on hand-outs. In . . .’ Her face grew briefly hard. ‘In a place like
  that.’


  ‘Who would?’ he murmured.


  On Sundays the market was closed, he told them. The one day of the week when everyone stopped work. A time for family, for relaxation, for remembering why you spent the other six days shifting
  boxes here and there, trying to sell them. Struggling to put food on the table.


  ‘But there is food on the table,’ Lia said and pointed at the toasties.


  Schrijver looked at the little girl and laughed out loud. So did she. Then her parents.


  The idea came out of nothing. Maybe it was a good one. Maybe bad. But he had it and the notion wouldn’t go away. There was something he needed, Nina and Annie too, and that was to look
  outside themselves and view the world from another perspective, with other lives in it.


  ‘We’ve got a tradition,’ he said. ‘Every Sunday. We invite round new friends. And . . .’ He smiled at Mariam. ‘If they can cook we ask them to. Their food.
  Not ours.’ He reached into his pocket, pulled out the wad he’d taken from Hoogland, and placed five twenties on the table. ‘We pay, naturally.’


  They stared at the money, all three of them, and then at him.


  ‘We’ve never eaten Syrian food. We’d like to. Me. My daughter Annie. Her mother Nina. We’d love that.’


  Adnan didn’t take the money.


  ‘You’re a kind man, Bert. But I heard you had trouble. People in the market. They were talking about it. We’ve got enough problems of our own—’


  ‘They’re my troubles. Nothing that need worry you. A couple of hours. We’ve got a little kitchen you can use to cook.’ He tapped the money. ‘You can find what you
  need, I’m sure.’


  ‘A tradition?’ Mariam asked. A bad liar, always.


  ‘One I just invented. Please. Say one o’clock.’


  ‘Eleven if I’m to do the cooking,’ she replied and scooped up the notes.


  The little girl yawned and ran her fingers through her curly black hair then put her head on the table, ready to sleep.


  ‘Can’t wait,’ Bert Schrijver said.


  There was the faintest bite of autumn in the air as Vos walked down Elandsgracht to the Drie Vaten. It would have been easy to cross the road to the empty houseboat he called
  home. But he was a creature of habit. The place was quiet. Sofia Albers poured him a beer the moment he walked in. Sam looked up from his plastic bed by the counter, yawned long and noisily then
  closed his eyes.


  His phone buzzed. A text from Dirk Van der Berg, the longest personal exchange they’d shared in days.


  I imagine you’ve got the message already but for pity’s sake tread warily. The Zoetermeer Dragon is searching for a scapegoat. She’s a practical woman. The nearest
  sacrificial victim will do. Especially if he’s dumb enough to offer his head on a plate.


  ‘Language,’ Sofia said when she heard his angry muttered response.


  ‘Sorry.’


  Sam looked at him, yawned again, stretched in his bed and went back to sleep.


  Sofia came and placed some liver sausage and a bread roll in front of Vos. It went with the beer. Dinner.


  ‘You’re looking . . . stubborn tonight,’ she said.


  ‘Really?’


  ‘Yes. Even more so than usual.’


  ‘Thank you.’


  From time to time he mused about abandoning Marnixstraat, not that he had the first inkling what he might do instead. But the idea the job might be snatched from him by a bureaucratic pen-pusher
  from Zoetermeer, one who thought front-line policing was a spell as acting commissaris in a quiet spot like Leiden . . . that was wrong. Offensive. Impertinent. Undeserved.


  He was good at what he did. Most of the time anyway. He’d earned that brigadier’s badge and wasn’t inclined to give it up easily.


  When he’d finished he bent down, stroked Sam, got a growl in return. No evening stroll along the Prinsengracht this night. The dog could stay in the Drie Vaten once again.


  The houseboat seemed empty without him. Vos sat in the cabin looking at the photos pinned to the planks of the bows. Family pictures from before. There was one from the Amstelpark, Anneliese
  with her mother on the futuristic little train.


  Another memory. Marly Kloosterman looking at these self-same pictures that night when, a little full of drink, she’d come back here, keen to do so, amused by his shy reluctance. It was all
  part of the delicate dance of courtship, the process through which strangers got to know one another, tested how much they needed closeness, how preciously they valued their independence. Not long
  after he’d shied away, daunted by the idea of a relationship so soon after the awkward return to Marnixstraat.


  He still felt guilty about that.


  It was late but there was an excuse.


  A sleepy voice answered when he called.


  ‘Pieter? Is that you?’


  ‘I wanted to check you’re OK. I’m still bothered about what De Graaf said. Maybe we should—’


  ‘Oh, don’t be silly. It was just him making idle threats. I’m here, aren’t I?’


  He asked about the prison management. What they were saying about De Graaf’s escape.


  ‘They’re being very understanding. I mean . . . I did follow procedure. It wasn’t as if anyone was expecting a man in his condition to try to escape.’ He heard her move,
  tried to picture where she was, what a fancy houseboat was really like. ‘It said on the news you have someone.’


  ‘Someone. Yes.’


  ‘You don’t sound optimistic.’


  That wasn’t quite right. They were making progress. He just had the feeling there was a piece of the story they hadn’t yet seen.


  ‘It’s OK,’ she added when he stayed quiet. ‘I won’t pry. If anyone’s going to get to the bottom of this, it’s you. I’m sure of that. So are the
  people you’re working with. I could see it in their eyes when I came round this morning. You’re . . . admired. Needed.’


  ‘The new commissaris doesn’t quite see things that way.’


  ‘I saw her on the news. She does like publicity.’


  ‘It’s the new way. You don’t just do the job. You have to be seen doing it.’


  ‘Putting that poor Schrijver girl on TV like that. Really. It’s disgraceful. If I’m speaking out of turn I apologize—’


  ‘No,’ he interrupted. ‘I’m the one who needs to say sorry.’


  A long pause and then she asked, ‘For what?’


  ‘For what happened. The way I just retreated. Ran away. I could make the old excuse. Work. This job.’


  She laughed.


  ‘No problem. I know that one. I’ve got a bit of police blood in me too. But that’s a story for another time.’


  ‘The truth is, I wasn’t ready. It was all too soon. I didn’t know what I wanted.’ The photos on the cabin walls stared back at him. ‘From anything.’


  ‘Do you now?’


  She sounded interested.


  ‘I’m getting there. First I need to find a man I should have put in jail four years ago. Work out what happened this week too. I really . . . really don’t have a
  clue.’


  ‘All in good time.’


  ‘In good time I’d like to see that fancy boat of yours. I don’t think Het Parool will be coming round taking pictures of mine. Maybe I can pick up some
  tips.’


  She hesitated then said, ‘Are you asking for a date? For real this time?’


  ‘Seems so.’


  ‘I’ve got tomorrow off.’


  ‘I very definitely haven’t.’


  She laughed and he liked that sound.


  ‘No. Of course not. Sorry. Anyway there’s some neighbourhood party I have to go to. Later in the week . . .’


  ‘I’ll call. I promise. If—’


  ‘No promises, Pieter. No guarantees. We’re grown-ups, remember? We know how much they’re worth.’


  On that odd and cautious note, they said goodnight.


  He sat for a moment, holding the phone, trying to work out how he felt. Excited. Relieved. Scared. Full of an odd anticipation.


  The houseboat was too much of a mess for visitors. One day he’d tidy up. Perhaps get in a cleaner. It wasn’t grubby, just disorganized.


  A place he kept fond things. His own Cabinet of Curiosities, like the photos against the shiny black planks in the bows.


  A couple of minutes rummaging through a cupboard full of old and dusty books, CDs and tapes and then he found it: a cassette of children’s songs his daughter used to love when she was
  little.


  Vos’s hi-fi was so old it still had a tape deck. The song was the first on the list. Four young voices struggling to sing in harmony.


  Slaap kindje slaap, daar buiten loopt een schaap.


  Sleep baby sleep, outside there runs a sheep.


  Three words from a nursery rhyme. Vincent de Graaf had used them to place his stamp, his mark of ownership, on the women he’d murdered for having the temerity to wake while he and his
  associates assaulted them.


  There was a cruel and savage logic to that.


  But why scrawl it on a man?


  


  FIVE


  The city was quiet on Sundays. Light traffic along Marnixstraat. Little in the way of business for the police headquarters at the top of Elandsgracht. One important customer
  only: Rob Sanders, still offering little but a sigh and a roll of the eyes.


  At Vos’s insistence they’d brought him some clothes from home, let him sleep, shower, try to bury the miserable lost figure they’d seen the night before. But still he
  wouldn’t talk. Sanders just sat there through a string of interview attempts, a fit and intelligent man of thirty-three, white shirt now, black trousers, fair hair washed, clean-shaven.
  Silent except when he wanted something. It was almost as if he thought that at some point they’d give up, open the door, let him walk free then head off back to De Pijp and home.


  Which might well happen. Nothing the night team had uncovered linked him further with either Zorgvlied or Braat’s houseboat. There was the hat, which still hadn’t been put to him on
  Vos’s orders. And there’d been no taunting text for once. Did that mean the game was over? Work done?


  Mid-morning Vos went in with Laura Bakker, a tray of coffees and some pastries from the canteen. It was her turn to try.


  ‘Are you listening, Rob?’ she asked. ‘Anyone in?’


  He had an alert, rugged face. Handsome in a way. Vos could imagine him plying the bars and clubs where the young went to flirt and more of a night.


  Bakker placed the nurse’s hospital ID card on the table.


  ‘You get access to the medical stores. Easy to pick up GHB.’


  Sanders shook his head.


  ‘Isn’t it?’ she wondered.


  Nothing.


  ‘Where would you go to get some potassium cyanide?’ she asked.


  He sighed and just looked at them.


  ‘You know,’ she went on. ‘The stuff you used to kill your new American pal, Greg Launceston. When you took your ex-girlfriend to Jef Braat’s boat so you and your pals
  could gang rape her then blame the whole thing on Braat.’


  There was a flash of anger in his eyes but not a word by way of reply.


  ‘If that’s what happened of course,’ she went on. ‘I mean, we have to assume it is because, let’s face it, if it wasn’t you’d surely say so. Something
  like . . .’ She leaned back in her chair. ‘Oh, I couldn’t have been gang-raping my ex-girlfriend Tuesday night because I was down the Concertgebouw listening to Wagner. Or spiking
  the drink of some other brainless girl I felt like hitting on because it’s so much easier with women if they’re semi-conscious. Means you don’t have to turn on the charm . .
  .’


  ‘Won’t work,’ Sanders said in a low, gruff voice. ‘Don’t bother.’


  ‘But it has,’ Bakker replied with a grin.


  Vos opened the box they’d brought and placed the hat on the table.


  ‘Let’s not talk about Annie for the moment. Let’s talk about your hat.’


  Sanders was staring at the thing, looking puzzled.


  ‘It is your hat,’ Bakker said. ‘We know that. Found your DNA inside the band. You being a nurse and everything . . . you know what that means.’


  ‘It was my hat. Was.’


  Bakker turned to the video camera on the wall, held up two thumbs and let out a little cheer.


  ‘Well,’ she said with a sigh. ‘That didn’t hurt, did it?’


  ‘When did it cease to be your hat?’ Vos asked.


  ‘Is this important?’


  ‘Very.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘We’re not saying,’ Bakker told him, folding her arms. ‘Not until you tell us where you lost it. Three can play this game.’


  He shrugged.


  ‘In a bar somewhere maybe. I don’t remember.’ He frowned. ‘I imagine drink had been taken. Weed had been smoked. One of those nights. It’s not a great hat.
  Didn’t notice for a while.’


  ‘And you a medical man too,’ Bakker tut-tutted.


  ‘I’m just a nurse. That’s all.’


  Which bar, Vos wondered. The Mariposa?


  ‘Maybe. Lots of bars in De Pijp. I do the rounds. Why do you want to know?’


  Vos kept it short: the hat was left in the Jordaan on the night Annie Schrijver and Greg Launceston were found in Zorgvlied. There was a connection.


  ‘I don’t drink in the Jordaan. I don’t know anyone called Launceston. What connection?’


  ‘It was left by the man who drove them there on Wednesday night.’


  That seemed to surprise him.


  ‘Wednesday night I was at home watching television. On my own. I never went to the Jordaan. Or Zorgvlied.’


  ‘What about Tuesday?’


  ‘Same shift. Worked till midday. Did some shopping. Went home.’


  ‘Watched TV?’ Bakker suggested.


  ‘Spot on.’


  ‘Why did you break up with Annie?’ Bakker wondered. ‘Her father said you hit her. Was that it?’


  A low mumbled, ‘None of your business.’


  ‘But it is, Rob. I’m always interested in why a man hits a woman. There seem to be so many different reasons, all with the one outcome. Did she . . . offend you
  perhaps?’


  ‘Annie asked for it.’


  It was said so plainly she couldn’t help but laugh.


  ‘She asked for it? Didn’t know her place or something?’


  ‘I mean,’ he snapped, ‘she asked for it. She hit me. I hit her. It was a row. People have them.’


  ‘Need a little more than that.’


  He leaned forward and stared into her face.


  ‘There is no more. We had a row. There was bad behaviour on both parts. That’s why we broke up. My decision. Not hers.’


  ‘What did you row about?’ she persisted.


  He waved away the question and gazed at the wall.


  They waited a while then Vos pulled out a photo of the dump of a barge called the Sirene and said, ‘Tell me about Jef Braat.’


  Sanders blinked rapidly then closed his eyes.


  ‘This is his houseboat.’


  ‘I never went to Braat’s boat. I loathed the man. He was just a barfly.’


  Vos placed more pictures in front of him. Limbs and skin, intimate and medical.


  ‘He was more than that. Braat was part of Vincent de Graaf’s rape club. The Sleeping Beauty case. Remember?’


  Not a word.


  ‘The odd thing is . . . Annie wasn’t seriously hurt beyond the drugs. Scrapes from the ground and getting moved. She was stripped naked and we haven’t found her clothes. But
  she had none of the usual injuries, bruises, abrasions, cuts, we’d expect. So maybe it wasn’t what it appears. Perhaps—’


  ‘What do you think I am? An animal?’


  ‘That,’ Bakker said, ‘is what we’re trying to establish.’


  He looked bored and stared at the table.


  ‘Your hat was left by the driver who dumped her in Zorgvlied,’ Vos said. ‘After Annie was taken to a houseboat, drugged, not once but twice. And still survived while two men
  died.’


  ‘Nothing to do with me.’


  ‘A medical man would know how to do that. A medical man would have access to the drugs. To De Graaf too when he came in for a scan. Where were you Friday night?’


  Silence. One last photo.


  ‘Look at it.’


  Sanders didn’t.


  ‘Look at it!’ Vos yelled.


  It was Annie Schrijver from the collection they’d found in De Graaf ’s basement. Wide-eyed, staring straight into the lens. A teenager, frightened for her life.


  ‘Four years ago Annie Schrijver was raped by that bunch. I think it happened in that place right next to where you work. Where someone put him to death with a morphine drip in the arm just
  when you went missing. The kind of thing a medical man might know about.’


  Sanders couldn’t take his eyes off the picture.


  ‘Most of the women De Graaf and his friends raped they didn’t kill,’ Vos went on. ‘Do you know why?’


  ‘You tell me.’


  ‘Because they didn’t wake up. They didn’t see. But . . .’ He put his finger on the photo. ‘Annie did. And still she lived. Then she kept quiet. So maybe .
  . . maybe . . .’


  ‘Maybe she wasn’t a victim at all,’ Bakker cut in. ‘Maybe she was all part of the game. Along with you. I think we ought to arrest her. Bring her in here. See what she
  says and—’


  He was on his feet, furious.


  ‘After this week? The way you made her suffer . . .’


  ‘We’ve got a job to do, Rob,’ Bakker said, unmoved.


  ‘And we’ll do it,’ Vos added. ‘One way or another. With your help. Without it.’


  Difficult interviews hung on moments, seconds like this where a suspect’s resolve wavered, like an acrobat trembling on a high wire. They recognized it, waited, hoped.


  ‘Whatever,’ Sanders said then went back to staring at the wall.


  They returned to the observation area behind the glass. Jillian Chandra and Van der Berg were there. Perhaps had been all along.


  ‘We nearly had him,’ Bakker grumbled.


  ‘Give it time,’ Vos said.


  Chandra glared at them.


  ‘Time? We don’t have time.’


  She’d been talking to the lawyers. The hat apart, they had nothing to link Sanders to the case. Without more evidence they’d have to release him.


  ‘If you don’t get somewhere with this today, I’ll redraw the whole team and start afresh. There’s a serial rapist, a killer out there—’


  Something in his face stopped her.


  ‘What was that look for?’


  ‘Braat was murdered,’ he said. ‘Greg Launceston too. De Graaf’s dead. That’s all we know. Three men dead. Annie Schrijver lived. As I just said in there . . . we
  don’t know she was raped at all.’


  ‘You’re not bringing her in. You’re not even talking to her. Not until I get a grip on this damned lawyer.’


  ‘It isn’t the same as before, is it?’ Bakker said. ‘If you think about it.’


  Chandra wasn’t impressed.


  ‘You two overcomplicate everything. We’ve had a homicidal sex criminal loose in the city. One you should have put behind bars four years ago. The press know it. Sooner or later
  they’re going to throw all that shit my way.’


  She tapped on the glass.


  ‘It’s him. Look at the DNA. The fact he can’t account for where he was when any of this happened. Most of all . . .’ One more rap on the window with her nails. ‘If
  he didn’t do it why the hell won’t he say so?’


  Good question, Vos thought. But any answer she might think overcomplicated so he didn’t bother.


  ‘I want progress,’ she repeated. ‘Today.’


  With that she bustled out of the room, Van der Berg in her wake.


  ‘I don’t think we’ll ever make that woman happy, will we?’ Bakker said. ‘Where do you get potassium cyanide by the way? Apart from a butterfly nut.’


  He’d looked that up. It was a common enough chemical if people went looking. Used by the jewellery trade for gilding and polishing.


  ‘Not a hospital,’ he added. ‘That’s for sure.’


  He told her to team up with Rijnders who was on a day shift. Give it an hour then the two of them could go back and try Sanders again.


  ‘Don’t push too hard. Don’t get sarcastic either. It’s counter-productive.’


  ‘Sorry, sir,’ she said with a quick salute. ‘What about you?’


  ‘I need to see someone. Call if he starts to talk.’


  It was still quiet outside. The tram stop was right by the station front door. The number 10 ran all the way to Plantage and the zoo. Marly Kloosterman’s boat couldn’t be more than a
  few minutes away.


  One was coming, a blue and white leviathan creaking down the deserted street.


  Vos got in, found an empty seat at the back then took out his phone.


  He worded the text carefully before he sent it off to the mobile number they had on file for Annie Schrijver. His name. His rank. A reminder that he was the one who found her at Zorgvlied. Then
  a brief message.


  Rob Sanders is facing charges of rape and multiple murder. Not that I think he’s guilty but he won’t talk to us so the lawyers will think we’ve no choice.


  If you know otherwise, Annie, now’s the time to speak.


  Adnan Mathan, his wife and daughter turned up at the flower shop just before eleven. Gone were the busy stalls lining both sides of the street. Most of the shops and cafes were
  closed. Cars were taking advantage of the chance to park for free so close to the city centre for once. They ranged the length of the street and more were circling looking for spaces.


  Bert Schrijver was waiting for the bell. He slid back the green wooden doors and greeted the family of three standing uncertainly in front of him. Schrijver wore a red waistcoat, braces holding
  up wide, baggy trousers with a sharp crease down the front.


  ‘Sunday best,’ he announced cheerily. ‘Been a while since I had the excuse.’


  Mariam had four bags of shopping with her. She handed over sixty euros in change. Syrians ate cheaply, Schrijver guessed.


  The bruises on Adnan’s face had gone down. Jordi Hoogland could have done much worse if he’d wanted.


  ‘The kitchen?’ his wife asked. She was wearing a threadbare purple cardigan and shapeless black trousers and looked thinner than ever in the bright sun. Adnan had a black fake
  leather jacket and jeans. Lia was in a red dress and pink jumper. Old clothes trying to look new, the best they had, Schrijver guessed.


  ‘Later,’ he said and showed them round. Annie’s living space at the front, a studio effectively with a double bed, a sofa, table, two chairs and a gas hob, a little shower and
  toilet. Then the courtyard. He’d salvaged an old football from one of the bins in the street and kicked it for Lia, laughing as the little girl started to boot the thing round the worn
  cobbles. After that the office at the back, ashamed a little of his bed in the corner. There was another gas hob and kettle by the sink. Mariam could choose where she wanted to cook.


  She thought about that.


  ‘The front I think. You have table and chairs for outside?’


  ‘The courtyard?’ Schrijver frowned. ‘We haven’t eaten out there in years.’


  ‘We can use the stall,’ Adnan said. ‘It’s warm enough. I’ll do it.’


  Mariam went off to Annie’s place and soon Schrijver heard the busy sound of chopping.


  By the time Nina and Annie arrived a trestle table was set up in the yard. Fake green grass from the stall served as a tablecloth. Plastic knives and plastic forks. He didn’t have enough
  proper cutlery to go round.


  Adnan detected some awkwardness at their arrival and wandered off to help in the kitchen. Nina gazed at Bert and said, ‘What is this? I thought that man had stolen from you. Are you going
  soft in the head now?’


  ‘He didn’t steal a thing. That bastard Hoogland took the money off him. Knocked him about a bit too. I got the money back. Would have phoned to tell you last night but it was late.
  You heard anything from the police?’


  Annie walked off into the courtyard and started to kick the ball for the little girl, with no enthusiasm and not a shadow of a smile.


  ‘Not a thing,’ Nina told him.


  ‘Maybe they won’t call at all. Not with Petra Zomer on their case.’


  ‘What the police did was wrong.’


  ‘I still don’t like having that woman running things. Anyway . . .’ He gestured to the visitors. ‘We’ve got guests. Don’t know how long it’s been since
  I could say that. Adnan’s a good lad and I think his family’s nice too. Been through hell from what I can gather. I’m using him in place of Annie. He can shift flowers like
  nobody’s business. If he can keep it up we’ll be making money here, real money, before long. And I was thinking . . .’


  She had that look about her, suspicious, the one that said he might be about to do something stupid.


  ‘Thinking what?’


  ‘Thinking it’d be nice to hear some cheery young voices around for a change. Instead of me whingeing on to myself like an old misery.’


  She didn’t quite accept that.


  ‘I don’t want you asking Annie about Rob Sanders. If I can’t talk to her about it, you certainly won’t.’


  He nodded.


  ‘All right. What happened was between them. None of my business. Any more than what you do. I understand that now. Takes a while when you’re an idiot but you get there in the
  end.’


  He pointed to the trestle table with the green plastic grass and scratched his chin.


  ‘You know what that needs? Flowers. A few nice bouquets. Got a bit of old stock out back. Bet there’s something decent in there.’ He winked. ‘I knew a market girl who
  could run up a lovely bouquet out of a rubbish bin once upon a time. Wonder what happened to her?’


  She looked at him askance.


  ‘Are you all right, Bert? You haven’t taken to the weed in your old age, have you?’


  The smile vanished.


  ‘Don’t need that crap. Got a family here again, haven’t I? Even if half of it’s someone else’s.’


  She seemed amused at that and said she’d go and look. There were smells coming out of the shop at the front. Warm, rich spicy ones. Mariam walked out into the corridor to get something
  from a bag she’d left there. Schrijver felt embarrassed at seeing what came next. Adnan following, putting his arms round her, kissing her tenderly in the shadows behind the green doors.


  That was what love looked like. All the trouble and terror they’d been through could only have made it stronger. Perhaps that’s what marriage was really about. Building a barrier
  between you and the cold hard world, a wall the shadows and the blackness couldn’t penetrate. Not easily.


  Nina came back, her arms full of lilies, pink and spotted orange, carnations, tulips and a flourish of white roses. With all the care she’d once used in the market she primped and cut and
  then arranged them on the plastic grass using the big silver vases from the stall. Six chairs he found from the office and the storeroom, and three cushions to get Lia’s little frame up to
  the table.


  ‘Looks lovely,’ he said when it was done, then realized his arm had gone round Nina’s shoulders, his fingers briefly running through her fine fair hair the way they used to.
  She noticed and touched his hand.


  ‘Going grey,’ she said. ‘Do you think I should do something about it?’


  There were more flecks of silver he hadn’t noticed before. That was another trick he’d forgotten. How to look, how to see the things that were precious before they vanished from your
  grip.


  ‘Not for me. You look beautiful.’


  A step too far. She backed off and said very carefully, ‘I’ll see if I can give her a hand in the kitchen. Keep an eye on Annie for me. She’s . . .’ Lia was back to
  kicking the ball around on her own. Annie was across the far side of the courtyard, staring at her phone, tears in her eyes, anger in her face. ‘She’s not good. I don’t know what
  to say. What to do any more.’


  ‘Me neither.’ Nina was watching him, waiting for the rest. ‘Hard to help people who won’t help themselves.’


  Just a few words, spoken in haste, and he knew from the look of disappointment on her face they were the wrong ones once again.


  She walked off to the source of all those strange alluring aromas. Annie now had her back to him across the yard.


  Schrijver walked out into the empty market, found the grocer’s shop that opened Sundays, bought some beer and wine. He didn’t know if Adnan and his wife drank booze or not. But he
  would. By four he’d probably be on his own with nothing but bottles for company.


  The tram stopped at the back of zoo, close to the staff car park where he’d been with Bakker two days before. A genteel part of the city if it wasn’t for the exotic
  bird shrieks and animal cries rising from the zoo. Water formed a natural border for Artis on half its perimeter here. On the other side of the canal called Entrepotdok stood a line of apartment
  buildings, a few houseboats in front of them. Marly Kloosterman’s was a ten-minute walk away, further than he’d expected, almost opposite the patch of waste ground used for the rave
  where he’d met the young woman in the panda costume who’d sent him on to Zorgvlied.


  A young woman they still hadn’t traced, even with Annie Schrijver’s tearful plea on the television.


  Vos’s home was a converted klipper barge that once worked the waterways of North Holland. Marly Kloosterman lived in a very different kind of vessel, a square green-timbered houseboat
  designed for nothing more than accommodation. It stood tall on the water, with French windows opening to the pavement and the canal beyond, a tidy garden at the back with deck chairs and a
  barbecue. Smoke was rising from the grill and he wondered for a moment if he was about to blunder in while she had a visitor. It seemed impossible such an attractive and intelligent woman was short
  of admirers.


  Then a surprised voice behind cried, ‘Pieter! What on earth . . . ?’


  He turned. She was there in a pale cotton shirt and cut-off jeans, short hair damp and uncombed, looking younger than she ever did inside the prison hospital. A brown paper carrier bag hung off
  her right arm. A shiny scarlet scarf was wrapped loosely around her neck. He could barely take his eyes off her.


  ‘You might have said you were coming. I’d have bought more food.’


  ‘I don’t need food, thanks.’


  She picked something out of the bag. Sausages. The weather was changing. This might be the last chance anyone had to cook outside for a while.


  ‘Well, let’s see how it goes, shall we?’ she said and guided him on board with a firm hand, pointing to the rear deck where the barbecue was starting to smoulder. ‘Not
  inside please. I’m halfway through cleaning that mess and I don’t want to be embarrassed.’


  ‘It looks perfect,’ he said, glancing through the French windows as she took him past. It did too. Modern, clean, organized. Just as it was in the photos in the paper. Everything his
  own boat wasn’t.


  ‘Far from it. Give me good warning, I’ll happily let you inside.’ A smile. ‘If that’s what you really want.’


  God, Vos thought. It was so long since he’d been through this odd ritual, the little teases, the delicate tango.


  He took a seat, said no to her offer of a beer.


  ‘I wanted to make sure you were OK. What De Graaf said . . .’


  She waved a dismissive hand in his direction.


  ‘It was just him being . . . him. Why skip a threat if you could utter it? No one’s come near me. No one’s been hanging around. Don’t worry. If they did I’d be
  straight on the phone. Besides . . .’


  Silence then.


  ‘Besides what?’


  She looked very serious, the way she did in her white coat in the jail.


  ‘I’m being presumptuous here. But from what I’ve read the man you’re looking for went quiet for the best of four years.’ A pause and then she added,
  ‘It’s OK, Pieter. I’m not prying. I’m not asking if I’m right.’


  ‘I don’t know if you’re right or not.’


  She frowned.


  ‘Sorry. But it strikes me that if he could give it up just like that then maybe he can do it again. Just stop. Start again a few years down the line if he feels like it.’


  ‘Then we might never find him.’


  ‘Quite,’ she agreed. ‘I hope you do. If not . . . if he’s just packed it in . . .’


  ‘I haven’t,’ Vos said. ‘I’m not retired. Not yet.’


  The waste ground opposite was empty save for a few cars. He asked about Wednesday night, what she’d heard, what if anything she’d done.


  ‘I put in a pair of ear plugs and tried to sleep. I gather some of the neighbours called you. Called the police, that is. Didn’t do much good. I suspect I’ll be hearing lots of
  complaints about that when I go to the neighbourhood party this afternoon. We like to keep things quiet here.’


  She tipped out the contents of the bag onto the table. Salad, bread, mustard.


  ‘We can share . . .’


  ‘No. No. Really.’


  ‘I said we can share.’


  The charcoal was grey and ready. Vos had never got the hang of barbecues. Everything seemed to come out either undercooked or burnt. That never, he imagined, happened with Marly Kloosterman.


  ‘Your colleague, Bakker.’


  ‘What about her?’


  ‘Is she . . . happy?’


  It seemed a curious question.


  ‘I think so. She’s still new to the city in some ways. She’s tough. Clever too.’


  ‘Oh, I don’t doubt that. You’d never have slow people round you. I doubt you’d have the patience.’ She opened a pack of vegetable crisps, fancy ones. ‘Is that
  why you kept avoiding me? I wasn’t quite interesting enough?’


  ‘I told you. I wasn’t ready. The coward’s way out. It’s always easiest and being a lazy man I like the easy way. Consider yourself warned.’


  She didn’t seem happy with that answer.


  ‘Also,’ he added, ‘you’re so . . . sane. I couldn’t work out why a woman like you would want to waste your time with a layabout living in a dump of a houseboat with
  nothing more to amuse him than a little dog.’


  ‘A lovely little dog,’ she corrected him. ‘And I don’t feel the term layabout quite works for you. Though what does . . .’


  ‘Am I forgiven?’


  She wrinkled her nose, thinking, then turned the sausages round on the grill.


  ‘We’ll have to see. Are you really not going to have a beer?’


  ‘I’m working. And the new commissaris is rather strict on such things.’


  ‘Best start then.’


  ‘Start what?’


  ‘Working. You clearly came here with something on your mind other than my safety. Time is therefore short. I’m going to eat, drink two beers, take a nap and finish my cleaning before
  going to this shindig across the road. It’s for charity. I’ll get a bad conscience if I bomb out. The . . . um . . . courtship or whatever this is will have to take place some other
  time, won’t it?’


  ‘Right,’ he agreed and picked up a few of the crisps.


  ‘Let’s begin with you asking me a question,’ she suggested. ‘Anything you like.’


  Schrijver didn’t know what the food was, just that it tasted delicious. Kebabs and vegetables, flatbreads, grains and hummus. Mariam made them so quickly he knew cooking
  had to be in her blood. Adnan had said she ran a street food stall back in Aleppo. That, though he’d never mentioned it to Nina, was one more reason he’d asked them round.


  They ate and ate. They talked, awkwardly to begin with, but after a little wine more freely. When the food was finished, they relaxed around the makeshift table, quietly amused at how the little
  girl had fallen on every dish that came in front of her. Even Annie looked a little better for some food. Pensive too. As if there was something going on inside her she didn’t want to
  share.


  When the meal was done Nina insisted on clearing the plates. Mariam, she said, had done enough. There was a brief tussle over that which ended in them both vanishing into Annie’s old room
  and attacking the washing up together.


  He chatted idly with Adnan. Annie read an old picture book with Lia.


  Then, slow as ever, he remembered the surprise he had in store. Lia had left her toys behind in Syria. Annie’s he couldn’t bear to throw away so without telling her he’d kept
  them crammed inside a locker in the warehouse, long forgotten by everyone but him.


  So many she’d had over the years. Every time they argued, every time he felt he’d failed her, another one turned up as if love could be bought and bargained for like fish and flowers
  in the Albert Cuyp.


  ‘I’ve got something to show you two,’ he said, guiding Lia and Annie into the back. ‘We all need nice surprises from time to time.’


  They followed him into the warehouse where the perfume of yesterday’s flowers mingled with the diesel from the elderly delivery van. He’d thought he might give a little speech but
  now it was upon him the words just weren’t there. Instead he found a set of keys and unlocked the dusty cabinet where he’d put Annie’s belongings one by one as she’d
  abandoned them over the years.


  It was worth it for the look on the little girl’s face alone: joy, bemusement, shock. Annie too as Lia pounced upon the piles there, books and boxes of games, Lego and crayons, fur animals
  and a plastic pirate ship. Even a few dolls, not that Annie had ever liked them much.


  Lia picked up a battered rag tiger and clutched it to her chest, beaming. Annie sat down next to her on the cold grey floor, cross-legged the way she did when she was a kid, and started sorting
  through the collection in the cupboard. Soon they were both at it.


  Adnan and his wife came and watched, embarrassed. But grateful too. Then Nina joined them.


  ‘We don’t need this, Bert,’ he said after a while. ‘It’s kind but—’


  ‘We’ve no use for all this stuff,’ Nina broke in. ‘I’d forgotten it was even there. Annie too from the look of it.’


  Bert Schrijver recalled a fragment of what he’d wanted to say.


  ‘I always used to think happiness was about what you got for yourself. That’s rubbish. For fools. Really it’s about what you give away.’


  Annie was brushing tears from her eyes again. She got up from the floor, patted Lia on the arm and told her very sweetly to take anything she wanted. Then went back into the courtyard, phone in
  hand.


  ‘I have a suggestion for you and Mariam,’ Schrijver added. ‘Been thinking about it a lot ever since last night.’


  The three of them waited. Their attention made him feel good. He wouldn’t hit the booze even if this whole pipe dream fell to pieces.


  ‘The truth is this place is on its last legs. If I don’t do anything about it, I’ll be bust by Christmas. This ship is heading for the rocks and for the life of me I
  don’t know how to turn it round.’ He smiled at Adnan. ‘Maybe you do. Maybe between us we can work something out.’ He nodded back towards the shop. ‘Annie isn’t
  using that room any more. I don’t believe she’ll ever come back. It’s not big but it’s better than what you’ve got. You move in there . . .’


  ‘Bert,’ Adnan said. ‘We don’t have money for rent. We don’t have much at all—’


  ‘I don’t want money.’ Schrijver tapped him gently on the side of the head. ‘I want what’s in there. You’re bright. You’re keen. Got ideas. And
  Mariam.’


  That was the other part.


  ‘You can cook. You ran a stall, didn’t you?’


  ‘In Aleppo,’ she agreed.


  ‘It’s food. Good food. Different food, the kind no one else does round here. All that new crowd, they like stuff that’s different. They pay loads for a lot worse than you just
  ran up for next to nothing.’


  Nina was nodding. She was quick too. She could see it.


  ‘Bert’s right. The flower stall could be half the size it is. We can put flowers on one side. Food on the other.’ A thought then. ‘Don’t know what the market bosses
  are going to say . . .’


  Schrijver had run through that conversation in his head already.


  ‘The market bosses are going to say we’re helping people. A family of refugees who came here looking for something and are willing to work to get it. I’d like to see them argue
  with that.’ He looked at Mariam. ‘I can scrounge some second-hand kitchen gear from somewhere. For starters we can begin with what we’ve got. Tomorrow. The Albert Cuyp won’t
  know what’s hit it.’


  He held out his hand, first to Adnan then to Mariam.


  ‘If you’re willing to take a chance on me I’ll do whatever I can to make it work. You can move in this afternoon. We’ll take the van round that place of yours and get
  your stuff.’


  ‘You don’t know us,’ Adnan said so softly it was hard to catch the words.


  ‘And you know don’t me. We’re equal there. But we’ve got a lot in common. Both of us are screwed if we just sit on our arses waiting for tomorrow to come.’


  They glanced warily at each other.


  ‘Bloody hell,’ Schrijver said, shaking his head. ‘You dodge bombs and God knows what else to come all the way here. And now you can’t make up your mind over a simple
  thing like this. Who’d believe it?’


  He laughed then. And so did they.


  ‘You’re a kind man.’ It was Mariam. ‘Adnan told me that and he knows people.’


  ‘I’ll help you move then.’


  There were tears forming in her dark, deep eyes. She walked back into the courtyard rubbing them. Her husband followed and put an arm round her.


  Nina did the same to the big man next to her.


  ‘You do come up with surprises sometimes, Mr Schrijver. I must say that.’


  ‘Last chance for us. First for them. Here, anyway. Got to take it. Both of us.’


  Annie marched back in. There was something in her face he hadn’t seen since before she’d vanished. Strength. Determination.


  ‘They told me what you said.’ She nodded back towards the family gathered in the yard. ‘I think you’re right, Dad. I think it’s a good thing to do.’


  ‘If you want to be a part of it somehow—’


  ‘I’m off now,’ she cut in. ‘Something to do. See you at home later, Mum.’


  ‘Everything all right?’ Schrijver asked.


  She couldn’t take her eyes off the little girl clutching the ancient fur tiger to her.


  ‘It will be,’ Annie said then left.


  Vincent de Graaf. Start there, he thought. He’d been in the prison sick wing for months under Marly Kloosterman’s care, aware from an early stage that he was
  dying.


  ‘Did he change much in that time?’


  ‘You mean the Kübler-Ross model?’


  ‘The what?’


  ‘The five emotional stages of dealing with death. Denial. Anger. Bargaining. Depression. Acceptance.’


  That was new to him.


  ‘Standard stuff,’ she said. ‘Works usually. For normal people. Vincent wasn’t normal but then you know that. The denial part – you can’t be serious, I feel
  fine – didn’t last long. He was very sick. The anger was there to start with. I guess it began the moment you sent him to jail.’ She wondered about the rest. ‘I never felt
  he was depressed. That was something for other, lesser people, rather beneath him. Maybe that nonsense about offering you a name in return for visiting the clinic counts as bargaining. I
  don’t know.’


  ‘Acceptance?’


  She rolled the sausages over on the grill. There were four of them, she pointed out. Nearly ready. He had to eat something to get an answer.


  ‘One,’ he said and she found a couple of bread rolls.


  ‘He accepted the idea he was about to die more readily than any patient I’ve ever known. He was in jail. For life. He hated it. I think he’d have killed himself if he could. So
  maybe he didn’t mind. Equally . . . if someone offered him the chance to get free one last time I think he’d have done anything for that. He did, didn’t he?’


  She picked up the sausages, placed two in a bun and wouldn’t let him argue.


  ‘He talked though. Quite a lot. About how much he enjoyed what he did. The old cliché, how rape’s more about power than sex . . . he said that was all wrong. For him. It was
  the sex he liked. They were unconscious, weren’t they? No great stretch to feel a sense of control over someone who doesn’t even know what you’re doing to them. That . .
  .’ She waved a barbecue fork in his direction. ‘That was what turned him on. There was a sexual charge in having a young woman stretched out before him. Someone he and his sidekicks
  owned. Could do with what they liked. He started to tell me a few things on that front from time to time. I told him to shut up or I’d walk out.’


  ‘Did he ever hint he had another accomplice? One we never caught?’


  She stared at him, the smile gone.


  ‘Of course not. I’d have been on the phone to you straight away. Mostly he just talked about the . . . pleasure of it all. I’ve never met anyone so lacking in the slightest
  sense of guilt or conscience. I never want to again. If they send me another in Bijlmerbajes it’s time for a career change. Maybe it is anyway.’ She sighed and offered him some mustard.
  ‘I’ve been thinking about that for a while. One of the overseas medical charities. Somewhere a long way away. Where I feel I’m actually achieving something. Keeping the likes of
  De Graaf alive may have fulfilled my Hippocratic Oath but I’m not sure it did a great deal for humanity.’


  Whether you worked in the police or a prison you had to maintain some distance between the criminals you met along the way. Their victims too. It was never easy. He hadn’t realized how
  much that struggle had affected her.


  ‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I never thought about that. It must have been depressing. You had every right to hate him.’


  A flash of anger crossed her face then.


  ‘Hate him? Don’t be ridiculous. And even if I did I’d never have let him know. That would have made him so happy. I told you before. I work there in the belief we’ll get
  a chance to change people. Bring them back to being something close to a safe and decent human being. Responsible, even. It’s a slim chance sometimes but I never met anyone I thought beyond
  that hope. Until that man came along. He took immense and measured delight in the pain of others. A studied, intelligent form of pleasure. Nothing cheap or nasty or vicious. It was an intellectual
  pastime. A game. Like chess. Or backgammon. Except the pieces were naked women he’d rendered unconscious.’


  She shrugged and took a bite of the roll.


  ‘Besides . . . hating is for children and sickos. What I did hate was something intangible. The fact we couldn’t change him. That he was just . . . elemental. One of those things.
  Like the weather. Hating Vincent de Graaf would have been as stupid as developing a loathing for cancer. Or death.’


  Vos took a bite of the sausage. It was a bit fancy for him. Complex. Sophisticated. Unexpected. Like Marly Kloosterman.


  ‘I could go and work in Africa maybe. Feel I’m changing something.’ A glance at him. ‘Doing my bit.’


  ‘I’m sorry, Marly. I shouldn’t have come. I thought maybe he’d let slip something. A word, a hint . . .’


  ‘Vincent de Graaf was a very cautious creature. From what he said you’d never have caught him if it wasn’t something stupid that sidekick of his did. The tattooist, I
  think.’


  ‘Jonker. Ruud Jonker.’


  ‘Killed himself, didn’t he?’


  A body hanging in a dilapidated shop in the market.


  ‘Definitely. I’ve been over the files again. There’s no chance it was anything else.’


  ‘That’s the only man he ever mentioned. Sorry.’


  ‘I shouldn’t have wasted your time.’


  He needed to be back in Marnixstraat. There were no answers here.


  ‘Pieter.’ Her hand went out to his knee and stayed there. ‘It’s fine. Don’t worry. We don’t need to rush. We don’t need to do anything at all. Not until
  you’re ready.’


  He couldn’t frame the words.


  ‘There is a chance you’ll be ready at some stage, isn’t there?’


  His phone rang. It was Annie Schrijver.


  ‘Vos here.’


  A pause. She was in the street somewhere. He could hear the traffic.


  ‘You’re the one who found me?’


  ‘I am.’


  ‘Thanks. I never said that. Sorry. I’ve been a bit of a cow all round really.’


  Marly Kloosterman got the message it was a private call and went inside the cabin.


  ‘You’ve every reason, Annie.’


  ‘What with lawyers and tantrums and everything . . . I’m amazed you want to waste time on me at all.’


  He put down the food and went and stood on the gangplank. Across the canal people were erecting tents and laying down a dance floor by the side of the zoo.


  ‘There are things I don’t understand,’ he said. ‘I’m sure there are things you don’t understand too. Perhaps if we shared them we’d begin to
  see—’


  ‘You can’t blame Rob for this. You’re not the only one who’s saved me, you know.’


  A glimmer in the dark.


  ‘I did wonder.’


  There was the sound of a bell. A tram. She was surely not far away.


  ‘Here’s the deal,’ she said. ‘I’ll come and talk to you. Two conditions. I get to see Rob. You can listen. I want you to listen.’


  Vos closed his eyes. Allowing a witness to meet someone who might be charged with her rape would surely damage if not jeopardize any prosecution. Jillian Chandra would never allow it. If she
  knew.


  ‘Agreed. But you need to talk to me and me alone when you turn up. Call me on this number when you get there.’


  ‘Second . . . I want you to bring in Jordi Hoogland. Dad’s old mate. If he was a mate. More a bloody parasite as far as I could see.’


  ‘Why?’


  ‘Because I asked for it. Because after we’ve talked to Rob I think you’ll want to speak to him.’


  ‘I need more than that, Annie. To bring a man in.’


  ‘Well, that’s all you get. Take it or leave it. If that bastard Hoogland’s not there you can forget about the whole thing. Because he’s behind this somehow. I swear
  it.’


  Kloosterman had come out of the cabin and was putting more food on the barbecue. Perhaps expecting him to linger.


  ‘Any idea where he might be?’


  ‘It’s Sunday, isn’t it? Sleeping off last night if I know him.’


  She read out an address. Vos scribbled it on his pad.


  ‘An hour,’ he said. ‘Call when you’re in Marnixstraat. I’ll come out and meet you.’


  ‘Got to go,’ he said.


  She looked up from the grill, disappointed.


  ‘That’s a shame.’


  He glanced across the canal.


  ‘Your party . . .’


  ‘Starts at four. Goes on for hours, I suspect. Come along later if you get the chance. No need to dress up really. All in a good cause.’


  Something in her face must have told her he thought that unlikely.


  She came over and he never knew who moved first. Just that before he realized they were in each other’s arms, so close, and then they kissed, tenderly, with all the odd reluctance of
  strangers.


  Marly Kloosterman pulled back laughing, blushing.


  ‘I’m terrible at this. Really. You’re not the only one who’s been out of the game for a while.’


  He wanted to ask why. It seemed strange that she should ever be alone.


  Her eyes strayed to the cabin.


  ‘If you had the time. Jillian Chandra need never know . . .’


  Vos sighed.


  ‘Or you could head off to work. It’s OK.’ She was amused and he was glad about that. ‘I know you have to. Another day.’


  He took her hands, kissed her again, touched the soft fair hair at the nape of her neck, remembering this was what closeness felt like.


  It was a long and pleasurable moment. And then she watched him walk to the dockside, back towards the trams. A wave, a look back, a smile and he was gone.


  Ten minutes later her phone beeped with a message.


  Do we still have a date?


  She thought about the answer.


  It’s not a date. I thought I made that clear.


  A second or two. Then . . .


  But you are coming?


  If only Vos had stayed. If only her frank invitation had won him over. She’d have been happy to have wasted an hour or two that way.


  Or do you have something better to do?


  Sunday afternoon. He must have guessed she didn’t.


  So long as you understand. It’s not a date. It never will be.


  A smiley emoticon came back then . . .


  Just a pleasant drink, Doctor. I ask no more. I’ve got my costume. What are you?


  She’d thought about picking up something from the fancy dress place the day before. Then decided against it.


  Marly Kloosterman MD. That’s all.


  A picture of a grey vulpine head came up on the screen, long fangs extending from a grinning mouth.


  Grrrooowwwlllll! Who’s afraid of the big bad wolf, Marly?


  She didn’t have to think much about that one.


  Not me.


  Back in Marnixstraat Sanders had fallen silent again. Jillian Chandra was getting more and more nervous about when she’d need to release him.


  ‘And who the hell is this Hoogland character you’ve picked up?’ she asked.


  He was downstairs in a room on his own, furious at being dragged out of bed for no apparent reason by the uniforms who’d come calling.


  ‘He works for Bert Schrijver,’ Vos explained. ‘Or used to. He’s known the family a long time. We’ve never ruled him out. He’s hung around De Pijp for years.
  I’d put money on the fact he must have bumped into Ruud Jonker and Jef Braat at some stage. Same kind of bar crowd.’


  That didn’t impress her.


  ‘God, you sound desperate. Don’t do anything that’s going to set another bunch of lawyers on us.’


  ‘I’ll do my best,’ he replied and then his phone buzzed. Vos glanced at the number. ‘I have to go.’


  He was out of the office before she could object. Annie Schrijver was where he’d said, by the tram stop.


  The depressed, damaged victim he’d seen in the hospital was pretty much gone. Out in the street, in black denims, trainers, a shiny red jacket, blonde hair brushed, tidy, the blue streak
  fading, she looked like one more young city woman out for the afternoon.


  ‘I want to see Rob first,’ she said.


  Vos led her round to the back entrance into the station. Chandra’s office overlooked the front. They might have been spotted already.


  ‘This is . . . unorthodox, Annie. To say the least. So stick with me. OK?’


  She stood back and looked at his scruffy clothes.


  ‘You’re trouble, aren’t you? Are you sure you’re police?’


  ‘I am. For now.’


  They took the stairs to the first floor. Two uniforms were in the interview room with Sanders, one of them reading the paper. Vos went into the empty observation area, called Bakker and told her
  to meet him there with coffee. Four cups.


  ‘Four?’ she repeated.


  ‘That’s what I said.’


  Then they left Sanders on his own for a few minutes, watching him through the one-way pane. He looked bored, tired, depressed.


  Bakker turned up with the coffee. Her jaw dropped when she saw Annie Schrijver staring through the glass at the man beyond.


  ‘Is the commissaris aware of—?’


  ‘Thanks,’ Vos said, taking the tray, and they went in.


  Annie was last. Sanders never looked up until she said very quietly, very calmly, ‘Hello, Rob.’


  Nothing more.


  Fear and anger in his voice, he asked, ‘What is this?’


  One floor up Jillian Chandra was at the computer, going through the duty rosters. Van der Berg now had a desk next to her, a screen on it too. He was staring out of the window
  at Elandsgracht and the short walk down to the Drie Vaten.


  ‘Your drinking days are over,’ she told him, barely looking up from the machine. ‘This is work. Not a social activity.’


  ‘Sometimes the two mix.’


  ‘Not any more.’ She called him over and showed him the list of available officers. ‘These are the people who can take over from Vos. Who do you recommend?’


  He ran through the names and said nothing.


  ‘A woman officer would be good,’ she added. ‘Only one there. Isn’t that odd?’


  ‘She’s never worked a murder inquiry. Fraud, mostly.’


  ‘And Vos has worked scores. Fat good that’s done us.’


  Van der Berg dragged over his chair, sat next to her, folded his arms.


  ‘Sometimes these things take months. Years. Sometimes you never get there at all. It’s not the fault of the officers. It’s because we’ve got a world out there that
  doesn’t want to talk to us even though they so much want us to deliver whatever they think of as justice. Just on our own.’


  Chandra closed her eyes and laughed.


  ‘We’re here to make them talk. I’ve really got my work cut out in this place.’


  ‘Commissaris . . .’


  ‘Have I really not made myself clear? I am the new broom here. I sweep all before me. If I need a sacrificial offering to make that clear to all of you, high and low, then so be
  it.’


  Van der Berg sighed and said nothing.


  ‘Vos has repeatedly ignored my orders. He’s a disruptive, anarchic presence in this organization.’


  ‘He’s also the best man most of us here have ever worked with. If you give him the chance, you’ll see.’


  She scowled at that.


  ‘Man. It’s always man, isn’t it?’


  ‘Sorry. It is. Term of speech. An antiquated one, I agree.’


  ‘How many chances does he need? So he’s popular. All the better. Don’t worry. I won’t sack him unless he really asks for it. A job somewhere else. In uniform. Out of my
  hair. Out of your way.’


  ‘He deserves more than—’


  ‘I don’t give a damn what he deserves! This place will run the way I want it. Not him. Or you. Or anyone else.’


  She stabbed a finger at the screen.


  ‘Run me through these names. Tell me who they are. What they do. What they’re like. Tomorrow’s a new day. We start again.’


  Vos found a seat for Annie Schrijver, then Bakker. After that he went to the video camera on the wall and turned it off. Bakker caught his eye. He shrugged and said,
  ‘Let’s talk frankly. For a while. Between us.’


  Annie was staring at Sanders, unflustered, challenging. He wouldn’t meet her gaze. Then, starting to sweat, he muttered, ‘I can’t believe they dragged you in here. After all
  they did . . .’


  ‘Either you tell them, Rob. Or I will.’


  His face flushed. His eyes closed. Nothing but a low curse followed.


  ‘All those things we never said,’ she added. ‘All those years pretending the two of us could let it lie . . .’


  ‘There was a picture of you, Annie,’ Vos told her. ‘In Vincent de Graaf’s collection. The one he kept in the place he took women. We know you were among them.’


  ‘We know you woke up too,’ Bakker went on. ‘It’s all there. You, staring at the camera. As far as we know every other woman that happened to died. You didn’t. Why
  is that?’


  ‘Tell them, Rob,’ she demanded.


  Silence.


  ‘Why won’t you?’ Annie yelled. ‘What’s stopping—?’ She went quiet too then whispered, ‘You were lying. All the time. About how I was the only one.
  Just a pack of fucking lies . . .’


  Eyes on the table, Sanders said, ‘Get her out of here. I’ve nothing to say.’


  ‘He saved me.’ Annie was looking at Vos and Bakker. ‘Kind of. That I think is true. First time he’d played that game. Or so he reckoned. I believed him. I wanted to. They
  spiked my beer and took me somewhere. Did whatever. And when I woke up . . .’


  She frowned, remembering.


  ‘I saw this face. That one who went to jail.’


  ‘De Graaf?’ Vos asked.


  ‘Him. I saw . . . he had a knife. My head was all over the place. I just thought . . . that’s it.’


  Her hands flew across the table and seized Sanders’ arms.


  ‘Tell them. Tell them I didn’t imagine it, Rob. You saved me. If it wasn’t for you he’d have killed me . . .’


  ‘I didn’t know!’ Sanders yelled. ‘He never told me he was going to . . .’


  He looked at her across the table, pleading, unable to find the words.


  ‘You’re saying he never told you he’d kill any woman who woke up?’ Vos asked. ‘Who could identify any of you?’


  No answer.


  ‘What did you think would happen, Rob?’ Bakker wondered. ‘You’d all just shake hands and go home—’


  ‘I thought we just put them to sleep.’ Red-faced, he looked at Vos and Bakker. ‘That’s all. They stayed that way. Then we let them go. It was a bit of fun and
  nonsense.’


  ‘Fun and nonsense?’ Bakker echoed. ‘Fun and nonsense? You drugged those women until they passed out. Then you raped them. Raped Annie . . .’


  ‘I didn’t touch her! It was him. De Graaf. I watched and then she . . . opened her eyes. He got a knife out.’ A line of sweat stood out on his forehead. ‘I told him. I
  wasn’t up for that. I’d punch his lights out if he tried.’ He stabbed a finger at his chest. ‘It was me that got her out of there! It’s something, isn’t
  it?’


  Annie wouldn’t let him avoid her eyes.


  ‘First time, you said. First and last, and it was a shock. You were so . . . sorry. So furious with yourself. And I didn’t know where to turn.’


  Bakker bent down and glared at him, waited until he looked back.


  ‘So you found your own way to keep her quiet. Told her you loved her. How it was all a big mistake. Never happened before. Never would again. But best not go the police, eh? That way your
  new boyfriend would only end up in jail and . . .’


  ‘I did love her!’ he yelled. Then more softly, ‘I do . . .’


  ‘Two months ago,’ Annie said very plainly, turning to Vos, ‘he finished with me. Said it wasn’t working. That was it. We’d kept breaking up. There was always an
  argument about something or other. But this was for good, he said. I knew. He was hanging round the bars.’ She leaned across the table. ‘You and your friends were out again,
  weren’t you? Back to your old tricks—’


  ‘Annie, Annie, Annie!’ There were tears in his eyes and that stopped her. ‘No. Please. It wasn’t that . . .’


  ‘What was it then?’


  He tried to take her hands across the table. She snatched them away.


  ‘Jef Braat got out of jail. He kept following me. Taunting me whenever I saw him. Saying he had a new mate and they were going back to the old days. If I didn’t join them
  they’d come for me. They knew . . .’ He stared at Annie. ‘They knew about us. I was trying to protect you.’


  Bakker laughed a short dry laugh.


  ‘But not enough to tell us, eh? You just dumped her. Ran away.’


  ‘He did,’ Annie said. ‘But I wouldn’t let him. I’d call. Nag. Sneak him into my room when Dad was out doing deliveries. I told Hoogland to run the stall. I was
  going to be busy. Never said no to that, did you? Not when no one knew.’


  He kept quiet.


  ‘This is important, Rob,’ Vos said. ‘It wasn’t just De Graaf and Jonker and Braat, was it? There was someone else. Someone . . . on a par with De Graaf.
  Important—’


  ‘Yeah,’ Sanders agreed. ‘But I never met him. Three times, that’s all I did it, and the last one I said I’d punch that bastard’s lights out if he didn’t
  leave Annie alone. Braat and Ruud had gone by then. The other one never came. They said he picked his times. Busy man. Just when he felt like—’


  ‘Who—?’


  ‘Don’t know.’ He groaned and leaned on his elbows. ‘Do you think they’d have told the likes of me? I was just a beginner, a hanger-on. I think maybe Vincent wanted
  to kill Annie exactly because of that. It was kind of a . . . a test for me. If I’d passed I’d have met the other one. But I didn’t and I never saw any of them again until Braat
  poked his head into the Mariposa a few weeks back, grinning at me. He said the old days were back and I was in, whether I wanted it or not.’ He tried to catch Annie’s eye. ‘I
  thought they’d come for me. Not you. If I’d known that bastard was going to do something to you, Annie, I swear . . .’


  ‘You’d have done what?’ she snapped. ‘Told me? Everything? Don’t lie.’


  ‘Where does Jordi Hoogland come in?’ Vos asked.


  She was the one who answered.


  ‘Tuesday Rob came round again. I begged him. We went to my room. Jordi was outside. That bastard had started spying on us. I should have guessed. When Rob was gone me and him had a big
  argument. About work. He reckoned he wanted more money if he was going to cover for me on the stall every time Rob turned up.’


  She glanced at the door.


  ‘I told him to get lost. Went out for a drink with that American afterwards because I was pissed off with everything. Rob sleeping with me behind everyone’s back and pretending it
  never happened. Me for begging him to keep coming round. Next thing . . .’ A shrug. A sigh. ‘Jordi Hoogland didn’t dare go running to my dad. He didn’t know which way that
  would fall out. But he was muttering about doing something to fix Rob.’


  Bakker asked him straight out, ‘Where did you lose that hat?’


  He hesitated for a moment then said, ‘I couldn’t find it when I left Annie’s. I was dead worried. If Bert had seen it . . . Didn’t dare go back to look.’


  Vos told Bakker to get a statement officer into the room.


  ‘What’s going to happen?’ Sanders asked.


  ‘You’re going to go through this all again for the record. What happened last week. What happened four years ago. Then you’re going to sign it.’


  Sanders laughed then nodded at the dead camera on the wall.


  ‘What kind of idiot do you think I am?’


  Marly Kloosterman chose a plain brown jacket, a fawn shirt and jeans, then wandered along the canal and crossed over into the wasteland where the party was starting up. It was
  for charity, they said. Something to do with animals. Fancy dress was suggested, not required. Most of those there had complied though, so she found herself surrounded by people with face paint, in
  costume, zebras and tigers, pandas and monkeys. And a few from fantasy movies just to add some spice to the mix.


  She’d only moved to the area six months before after selling the apartment when the divorce settlement finally came through. A few people among the locals she knew but not well. Now they
  wore disguises it was hard even to guess who they were.


  A man in a zebra costume came and tried to chat her up. She smiled, said nothing and after a while he got the message.


  No wolves anywhere. Not that she could see.


  She went to the little stage they’d set up by the water. It was almost opposite her houseboat. The band was playing jaunty pop. A few costume animals were starting to dance badly in front
  of them. For a moment she wanted to laugh. Then she checked her phone for messages, saw none, took out the plastic glass she’d brought with her and the small bottle of ready-mixed gin and
  tonic she’d brought. Poured some and took a sip.


  ‘I can’t believe you’re drinking that dreadful muck,’ said a low, amused voice behind her. ‘Mine’s so much better.’


  She turned and saw him. A tall figure, grey leggings, grey overshoes, a white circle for the belly, long arms behind his back. And a comic wolf mask, fake fur round the head, large pointy ears,
  a black shiny nose, sharp white plastic incisors dropping from a grinning scarlet mouth.


  He twirled round, a balletic movement.


  ‘Got this specially for you. I hope you like it.’


  ‘Oh my, Mr Wolf. What big eyes you have.’


  ‘All the better to see you with, my dear.’


  Except they weren’t big. Just holes in the fabric, two dark, glinting shapes behind them.


  She reached up and flipped one of the canines. It was nothing but flimsy plastic.


  ‘And what big teeth.’


  ‘All the better to eat you with.’


  Though muffled by the mask he had the cultured, ironic voice she recognized. Hard to hear with the band so she took hold of the grey fabric on his chest and led him away to a quieter spot near
  the water, not far from the staff entrance into the zoo.


  A monkey squawked somewhere and she wasn’t sure if it was for real or one of the party guests having fun.


  ‘I don’t know why I’m doing this,’ she said.


  He tugged at the costume.


  ‘Same here. Let’s go.’


  ‘You’re a very tenacious man.’


  She knocked back more of the gin and tonic. He watched then reached into the pockets of his costume and brought out a bottle full of scarlet liquid.


  ‘This is better. Spritz. With Campari. Not that orange Aperol filth. I make it myself.’


  ‘Are we in Venice then?’


  The wolf’s head nodded towards the water.


  ‘Got the canals.’


  She finished the gin and held out the plastic glass.


  ‘This has been a shit day,’ Marly Kloosterman said. ‘Got nothing I really wanted. This is a bad thing for a doctor to say. But God I feel like getting drunk.’


  He laughed at that and poured out a big slug of the scarlet concoction. Spritz was a curious drink, she thought, one that never tasted the same outside the Veneto.


  It was booze all the same.


  Hoogland looked up from the table, saw Annie Schrijver, loosed off a couple of curses and said, ‘Did that little bitch put me in here? Whatever she said . . . it’s
  a lie. It always is.’


  He was wearing a green lumberjack shirt over a grubby white vest. Tatty old jeans. His right eye was black and yellow with bruises, swollen.


  Annie looked ready to go for him. Vos put out a hand and kept her back.


  ‘Simple question,’ he said. ‘You spied on Annie and Rob Sanders. Last Tuesday . . .’


  ‘Spied? Hard to miss it. Those two going at each other like dogs on heat. Me outside trying to sell flowers when she was supposed to be there. Jesus . . .’


  ‘Did you enjoy it, Jordi?’ Annie yelled. ‘Help you remember what it’s like? With a woman who wasn’t unconscious when you—’


  He was on his feet then, waving a fist.


  ‘I didn’t do any of that stuff. Never. Talk to that boyfriend of yours. Not me.’


  Bakker raced between them and pushed him back into his seat.


  ‘But you knew about it, didn’t you?’ she said. ‘Knew it was going on—’


  ‘Half the men who hung around the bars knew what that lot were up to. Didn’t know about the killing part, mind. Not my fault it took so long for you idiots to find out about
  that.’


  ‘Tuesday. What did you do?’ Vos asked.


  A sly look at all three of them.


  ‘Nothing you can drag me in court over.’


  ‘What?’ Bakker demanded.


  He laughed and looked at Annie Schrijver.


  ‘I met Jef Braat over the weekend. He kept asking about them. Said a mate of his, an American, fancied her. I told him what a slag she was. Two, three times a week . . .’ He scowled
  at her. ‘When Bert was out she’d get Rob Sanders round and shag the life out of him while I covered for them. Every time that dirty bastard came round he walked out of the place
  grinning at me like I was an idiot for covering for her. And them supposed to be finished.’


  He licked his lips and asked for a coffee.


  ‘You get coffee after we’ve had the story.’


  ‘Huh.’ Hoogland turned shifty. ‘Jef hated Sanders’ guts. Don’t know why exactly. History there, I guess. He said him and the American and some new mate of theirs
  were up to something. They could play a trick on Rob. Give him a little aggravation.’


  Hoogland sat back and smirked.


  ‘Next time he does it make sure you get something off him, Jef says. Tuesday that’s what I do.’


  Vos nodded.


  ‘You took his hat and gave it to Braat?’


  ‘It was a joke.’ Hoogland opened his arms. ‘Jef said he’d get it back. Wasn’t like stealing.’


  Annie shook her head and muttered, ‘You sorry piece of shit . . .’


  ‘After which,’ Vos went on, ‘this American friend picked her up, drugged her, took her to Braat’s boat. Did what they felt like and planned to leave Sanders’ hat
  wherever they were going to leave her. Scores settled with two people you hated, Jordi. Proud of yourself?’


  Hoogland’s coarse face flushed with fury.


  ‘I didn’t know any of that. Or they had their eyes on her. I just . . .’ He shrugged. ‘While she was pulling her knickers on I grabbed that hat and went off for a beer.
  What happened after that. Well . . .’ Hands behind his head, he grinned at them. ‘Nothing to do with me. Took a man’s hat, for a laugh. That’s all. As far as I knew they
  were going to give it him back. Can I go now?’


  ‘No. You can wait here,’ Vos told him and got them out of the room.


  ‘What are you going to do?’ Annie asked in the corridor.


  ‘Not a lot I can do. It’s a hat. I don’t think Rob Sanders is going to complain or sign a confession, is he?’ Watching her he added,


  ‘We need you to make a statement.’


  ‘No.’ She shook her head. ‘I’m not going through all that crap again, especially not in court. Besides . . .’ She leaned against the wall. ‘It doesn’t
  change the fact Rob saved me. Maybe we both went a bit crazy afterwards but if it wasn’t for him I’d be dead.’


  ‘We can’t ignore what went on,’ Bakker told her.


  ‘Maybe you’ll have to. Rob wasn’t playing their games any more, was he? That’s why they hated him.’


  ‘Four years ago he was,’ Vos said.


  ‘The only way you can prove that’s through me. Not going to happen.’ A smile, confident, the first time they’d seen that. ‘Here’s an idea. Let him go and
  I’ll fire that pushy lawyer who came on to us. On the other hand you can drag me into court to testify and then I’ll do the same to you. Won’t be pretty for either of us, will
  it?’


  ‘Think about it, Annie,’ Bakker begged.


  ‘I have. I want my life back. I won’t let anyone take it from me again. Not Rob. Not you lot.’


  They walked her downstairs then stood in reception and watched her leave. Vos phoned custody to tell them Hoogland was free to go. Sanders would have to wait, a few hours anyway.


  ‘Can’t believe she doesn’t want that bastard in court,’ Bakker muttered as she left the building.


  Vos shrugged.


  ‘I can. Imagine what she’d have to go through. Her private life out there for everyone to pore over. Besides . . . even with her testimony it could be a tough one to prove. If it was
  just his word against hers.’


  ‘It’s never the woman they listen to, is it?’


  His phone rang and Jillian Chandra’s hard and angry voice rang in his ear.


  ‘I just heard you brought the Schrijver girl into the building. In spite of everything I said.’


  ‘I was about to come and explain—’


  ‘I’m sick of your explanations. Do I fire you now or wait until the morning?’


  Bakker was tugging on his sleeve. There was someone waiting on the bench seats in front of the desk. A young woman he’d seen before.


  Black and white costume, black and white face.


  The panda girl.


  ‘Morning would be best, I think.’


  ‘What’s your name?’ he asked. ‘And don’t tell me Li Li.’


  Nola van Veen, a university student at the VU. She looked as if she’d been crying and couldn’t take her eyes off Annie Schrijver outside waiting for a tram.


  ‘That’s her, isn’t it? The woman on the TV? The one it happened to?’


  ‘That’s her,’ Vos agreed. ‘You took your time.’


  The white make-up was thick and streaked with grey tears.


  ‘I take it you don’t wear this stuff day in and day out?’ Bakker added.


  ‘No need to be horrible. I’m here, aren’t I?’


  She seemed much as Vos recalled from the noisy, crowded party on Wednesday night. Short with a round and featureless face. It was hard to imagine what she looked like out of the costume so he
  got an address out of her and Bakker wrote it down. His phone kept going: Jillian Chandra. In the end he turned it off.


  ‘You do realize where you sent me?’ he asked. ‘What I found there?’


  ‘Kind of.’ She was squirming. ‘I didn’t know.’


  ‘Dead people. Pain. Misery. Whoever got you to do that’s a murderer and lots worse—’


  ‘I didn’t know!’


  He sat down next to her on the bench. Bakker took the other side.


  Her flat was near Artis so she’d got a tip-off about the party on Wednesday from a friend. It was organized by a bunch of people who thought it might be a good joke to try to steal a march
  on the charity event planned for the weekend. While she was there a man came up and offered her fifty euros if she passed on a message to someone who’d turn up later. He handed over the money
  there and then, the envelope and a cutting from the paper with Vos’s photo.


  ‘What was he like?’ he asked.


  The panda nose wrinkled.


  ‘Tall. Grey. Furry.’


  ‘Let’s just chuck her in a cell for a while,’ Bakker said. ‘She can think it over—’


  ‘It was a fancy dress party! He came as a wolf. Big fake head.’ She made a face. ‘Sharp teeth. Sounded quite . . . posh. Stuck up, I’d say. And old. Fancied himself. He
  gave me that thing to pass on. Fifty euros. Said you’d be along later. That was it.’


  ‘No questions?’ Bakker asked.


  ‘He said it was a practical joke. If I’d known—’


  ‘Why did he choose you?’ Vos wondered.


  ‘How would I know? He came up. He gave me those things. I did it. Sorry.’


  ‘And that’s it,’ Bakker said. ‘You wait four days to tell us that? Do you live in that stupid costume?’


  The panda face glowered at her.


  ‘Not exactly. I didn’t know.’


  Vos thought of Marly Kloosterman, the event she was going to by Artis.


  ‘Didn’t know what?’


  She sniffed, scared.


  ‘I’d see him again. This afternoon. He was staring at me. Same costume. Same shape. Same size. Then he came over and said . . .’


  Her furry arm rose and wiped her nose. Black make-up smeared across the fabric.


  ‘He asked me if I wanted a drink. Said if I liked he could get me into the zoo. All for free. A private tour or something. He worked there. I couldn’t stop shaking.’


  She pulled a bottle of water out of her little rucksack and gulped at it.


  ‘Then he saw this woman just right by us and went off to talk to her instead. Didn’t even say goodbye. Like I didn’t exist. So I came straight here. It was him. I’m
  sure.’


  Vos got out his phone and pulled up the cutting from Het Parool. Marly Kloosterman smiling in the elegant living room of her houseboat.


  ‘That’s her.’ The girl’s eyes were wide with surprise. ‘How did you know?’


  Bakker had her car keys out.


  ‘Stay here, Nola,’ he said. ‘Someone will come down and take a statement.’


  The tram rattled towards De Pijp. Annie Schrijver sat on her own, staring at the familiar city. The busy square of Leidseplein. The Paradiso where she went to see bands from
  time to time. Then the quieter, leafier quarter opposite the Rijksmuseum. Next stop and she could walk all the way home.


  But not to the Albert Cuyp. That part of her life was over. Selling flowers in the market. Hanging round the little bars at night. Pleading with Rob Sanders never to leave her. Going through
  each unthinking day, running on empty, hoping the next might turn out better.


  It was laziness that had kept her there. That and fear. Her parents had been just about together four years before when she’d so nearly died. They were bickering on holiday somewhere in
  Spain while she struggled to come to terms with what had happened, only Jordi Hoogland to watch her, puzzled, uncaring in the shop. And Rob Sanders. Coming round daily, guilt and kind words in
  equal measure. That took guts, she’d thought at the time. She could so easily have shopped him.


  Except she was in a daze, unsure which way to turn. Her mother was already in a state, her father too as their marriage crashed around them. To tell the police would be to invite strangers into
  an intimate part of her life, one that had shame enough without others to add to it. So slowly, idly, she let Sanders talk his way there instead. It wasn’t love so much as need. Damaged,
  alone, she craved company and protection. A body to put between her and the cold hard world.


  Did it occur to her that what he sought most was selfish? A silence on her part that might save him from discovery?


  The stop loomed up. A decision to be made.


  Perhaps. But need was need on both their parts and always won in the end. When Vincent de Graaf came to court, Ruud Jonker dead in his studio, they agreed: put the past behind them. Try to forge
  a future around what lay ahead. It was love of a kind, but with a fault line running through it. One that had to crack some day.


  The tram bell rang. There was a bench by the stop. She sat down and called home.


  ‘Love,’ Bert Schrijver said and she could hear the concern in his voice. It had always been there. It was her spiteful choice to ignore it. ‘Where are you? Is everything OK? I
  worry—’


  ‘I know. I do that to you.’


  ‘If a father can’t worry about his daughter . . .’


  ‘I’m on my way to Mum’s. Nothing’s wrong.’


  He sounded in a good mood. Maybe the wine had helped. But it was more than that, she felt.


  ‘Plenty’s wrong, sweetheart. Always will be. That’s why we’ve got each other.’


  She thought of Lia, the little refugee kid with a history she couldn’t begin to imagine. Playing delighted in the shop with toys two decades old.


  ‘I’m sorry I screwed up, Dad. I’m sorry I’ve been an idiot. Some things are hard to say. To talk about—’


  ‘No need. You’re back. You’re safe. That’s all that matters.’


  A woman walked past tugging at a poodle on a lead. Another day in the city.


  ‘The funny thing is,’ Annie said, ‘you only see kindness in strangers. Not your own. You take them for granted. As if you’re owed so it’s nothing
  special.’


  ‘You don’t have to say this. Say anything—’


  ‘I do. You’re special, Dad. Kind and patient and generous. Mum too. I should have told you what went on ages ago. I just felt . . . ashamed. And puzzled too. It’s like . . .
  like you walk into a tunnel and you never question why it’s dark. You’re just there and that’s all there is.’


  ‘There’s no tunnel now. You’re our daughter. We’ll always love you. We’ll always do what we can.’


  She watched the woman with the dog potter off down the street.


  ‘I’ll stay with Mum for a few days. After that I’ll find a job somewhere. Away from here maybe . . . I don’t know.’


  He didn’t say anything.


  ‘What you’re doing with that foreign family . . . I think it’s brave. Nice of you. I hope it works.’


  Her father snorted.


  ‘If it doesn’t I’ll just have to get a real job too, won’t I? But I think we’ve got a chance. I’ve watched Adnan. His wife. They’ve got that lovely
  little girl. You always say to yourself . . . you want your kids to have something better than you had. They’ve got more reason than most. More than me.’


  She had to say it.


  ‘That man Vos wants to put Rob in jail. They need a statement from me. I won’t give it to them. I don’t want that. Don’t want it for him. Or me.’


  He didn’t speak.


  ‘I thought you’d be mad to hear that.’


  ‘I thought so too. But I’m not. You’re all that matters. If you’re fine with it—’


  ‘More than fine,’ she interrupted. ‘And that lawyer who came on to us. She can piss off too. I’m not having her badgering the police for what they did. I never made it
  easy for them. For any of you.’


  A happy sigh and he said, ‘Now that I’m glad to hear. We start again. All of us. We pick ourselves up from the floor, shake off the dust, get back in the fight. That’s
  who we are. It’s what we’re meant to do.’


  ‘Suppose,’ she whispered. ‘Got to go now. I’ll pop in and see you tomorrow.’


  Down the length of Ferdinand Bol she walked, past the old Heineken brewery and the ever-present queue of tourists outside.


  Past the Albert Cuyp, empty for Sunday. Not that she looked.


  In the car Vos tried to call.


  Marly Kloosterman’s unflustered, casual voicemail was all he got.


  Bakker had been on to control asking for backup. Two marked cars in the area were directed to the zoo, told to wait for orders.


  The traffic was light. The Artis staff car park almost full. From the waste ground came the sound of jaunty reggae. There had to be a couple of hundred people by the water, talking, dancing,
  drinking, eating. Half in costume, half in summer clothes. It was still warm for the time of year. The place had that Sunday afternoon feel to it: lazy, a little drunk, relaxed.


  Vos recalled the dry cold laughter when he’d phoned after the text two nights before and then the sarcastic robotic voice. This was a man who thrived on laziness, who saw his opportunity
  when others let down their guard. A time like this, he thought as he slammed the Volvo onto a patch of waste ground by the canal.


  Two security men were heading over already, yelling at them to move. Bakker came off the phone with her ID and a few choice words. The uniforms were the other side of the zoo, she said. Half a
  kilometre away.


  ‘Tell them to get to the party,’ Vos said. ‘And what we’re looking for.’


  Then they walked towards the crowd by the canal and began to push through the sea of bodies there.


  So many people, so many strange costumes. Deafening music and the occasional shriek from the zoo behind.


  Not a wolf in sight.


  He phoned Marly Kloosterman again and got the same calm recorded message.


  Someone was forcing his way through the dancers towards them. A young man in a wide sombrero. He wore large red spectacles, a bright yellow tropical shirt and blue shorts. In his right hand was
  a plastic cocktail glass with fruit and a straw popping out of the top.


  He came and stood next to Bakker, beaming.


  ‘Fancy seeing you here!’


  Bakker just stared.


  ‘Rik. The butterfly house. Remember? Rik Loderus.’


  ‘Vaguely,’ she muttered.


  Vos got straight on him, demanding to know who else was at the event from Artis.


  Loderus waved his cocktail glass at the crowd.


  ‘Everyone who can get away. We support local charities. Would be wrong if we didn’t.’ He grinned at Bakker. ‘Can I get you a drink or something? If you’ve got the
  time maybe a dance . . .’


  ‘For Christ’s sake,’ she snapped. ‘We’re looking for someone.’


  ‘Oh.’ He seemed disappointed. ‘Can I help?’


  ‘Only if you know a man who’s wearing a wolf costume.’


  He didn’t say anything.


  ‘Do you?’ Vos demanded.


  ‘Well . . .’ He scratched his chin. ‘I think maybe . . .’


  There was a sudden deafening burst of feedback from the stage.


  ‘Who?’ Bakker asked.


  ‘Lucas. Lucas Kramer. He sent out for one specially.’ Loderus winked. ‘Been behaving a bit funny all week to be honest. I think he’s got a date.’ He puffed out his
  cheeks. ‘I got a right rollicking for sticking up for Jef Braat after you left. Don’t know what that was about. Now . . .’ He clapped. ‘About that drink—’


  Vos grabbed hold of his shirt front. Loderus went quiet, worried.


  ‘Where is he?’


  ‘I don’t know.’ He looked around. ‘Could be anywhere. It’s my day off. Can’t say I was keen to spend it in the company of my boss.’


  ‘The zoo’s open?’


  ‘Course it is. Sunday’s busy.’ He thought of something. ‘But not the butterfly house. They’ve been doing some rewiring for the heating. We’re keeping the
  public out until tomorrow and . . .’


  Vos’s phone rang. Kloosterman’s number flashed up before he answered. Two steps away to try to get some quiet, he pressed the handset hard to his ear.


  Someone in pain, a wordless moan, then a curse.


  It was easy to picture things sometimes. Something had swept the phone away, sent it clattering across a hard stone surface. When it came to a stop all he could hear were her weak and distant
  cries.


  Then the frantic barks of happy sea lions.


  A ‘no entry’ poster was stuck to the wall outside the entrance to the butterfly house. Red and white tape attached to poles blocked the way. Vos ducked beneath,
  Bakker not far behind. The metal door beyond was ajar. He pushed through the thick plastic sheets and peered into the humid jungle ahead.


  The air was so oppressive it felt as if they’d been hit by a warm and heavy cloud. Bakker bumped against him, pressed forward by Loderus, who was blinking at the interior, wiping his
  glasses clean with the edge of his tropical shirt.


  Red and yellow wings fluttered around them as if the insects were curious at this intrusion.


  ‘I’ve got to tell you,’ Loderus said, throwing the sombrero to one side. ‘This is a big place. A lot more to it than you can see.’


  Vos looked around.


  ‘He won’t be here. Too obvious.’


  The zoo man seemed to have sobered up on the spot. He pointed towards the area they’d visited before.


  ‘That leads into offices and storerooms and all kinds of stuff. It’s like a maze.’ He put his glasses back on. ‘I take it this isn’t a social visit?’


  ‘You take it right. Keep behind us,’ Vos ordered. ‘Stay out of our way. Do as you’re told.’


  Past the cocoon displays, past a plantation of lush and fleshy bananas, there was a notice that read, ‘Private. Keep Out’. Vos elbowed the door open and stared into the gloom
  ahead.


  This was the office they’d seen earlier. A computer was whirring somewhere to the right, the one on which they’d watched Annie Schrijver’s awkward performance on TV. Its screen
  saver cast an eerie sheen across the desks and chairs.


  Without being asked Loderus found the light switch. Fluorescent tubes flickered into life. The place was empty but there was something on the ground in front of them: a woman’s scarlet
  scarf.


  ‘Torch,’ Vos said and waited until Bakker gave him one. ‘Don’t touch the light switches again unless I ask for it.’


  Beam on the hard grey cement floor, he edged into the facing corridor. The next place was where they’d seen the butterfly collection stored so carefully in the metal cabinets around the
  walls.


  No one.


  Loderus led them to a second storeroom. A dead end. Nothing but filing cabinets lining the walls and storage shelves full of equipment and boxes.


  They were running out of options.


  ‘She tried to phone me . . .’ Vos thought of the brief call. ‘I heard an animal. A seal or something. Barking.’


  ‘Not here,’ Loderus said. ‘There are sea lions in the pool out front. He wouldn’t have come in that way. There’s just an emergency exit and it’s always
  locked.’


  ‘Where, Rik?’ Bakker asked.


  He was thinking.


  ‘The pump room next to the pool. There’s an access passage the engineers use. Lucas used to go there sometimes. There’s a viewing window. He liked to watch them.’


  ‘There,’ Vos said.


  Back the way they’d come was an opening to a long dark corridor. The torch beam fell on algae, brick and metal conduits dripping condensation. Then, in the distance, a faint light emerged,
  leaking out from beneath a closed door.


  The air was still damp and humid but colder now, with a different feel, a different smell: salt, the sea and something alive.


  As he approached there were new sounds too, the gentle murmur of running water. Just audible behind it a pained, too-human whimper.


  He ran on, the torch flashing, yelling words that came as second nature.


  Police. Over and over her name.


  One kick and they were through, into a small and tenebrous chamber, pipes and machinery burbling to the left, on the right a plate glass window shiny with blue-grey light. It was built into the
  side of the pool outside, two sleek black shapes swimming there, turning in the water, their raucous cries sounding through the pane.


  The dark spatter running across the damp glass was as long as an arm, as random as a Rorschach stain.


  Heart beating hard against his chest, Vos walked forward, felt his foot slip in something greasy on the floor.


  Blood, a winding black trail of it, ran across the grubby slate tiles.


  A long lounger was set in front of the glass, tipped back like a barber’s chair. He caught sight of a head half-hidden, short hair matted, stained, face turned to one side, mouth
  agape.


  Bakker was on the phone calling for medics.


  ‘Marly,’ he whispered.


  She lay there, a curled and foetal shape on wrinkled black leather, eyes closed, no sign of life. Clothes torn and so soaked and strewn with blood he could barely believe there was no wound
  visible.


  Vos bent down and took her wrist, feeling for a pulse on the cold damp skin. The rhythm eluded his shaking fingers. Then something pushed past, Loderus racing towards the far wall. Doors there.
  An emergency exit. The zoo man launched himself hard at the bars, stumbled through when they gave.


  Daylight flooded in, leaving Vos blinking. Still she hadn’t stirred.


  Loderus stood there ashen, hands to his mouth, eyes wide with shock.


  Vos bent down, as close to her face as he dared, tried to say something that mattered, to find the words.


  Somewhere outside there were voices, taut and high, approaching.


  ‘Pieter,’ Bakker said, putting a hand to his shoulder.


  ‘The bastard doped her. Just like the rest. I could have—’


  Her hand gripped his arm.


  ‘Will you listen to me? Will you look?’


  He followed her pointing finger. A line of gore, thick and viscous, running into the shadows by the corner. Where it trailed away a body was slumped against the wall, a man half out of a
  blood-soaked costume, mask off.


  Bakker walked over, threw the doors wide open. Lucas Kramer lay there, eyes on nothing at all. Then a sea of bodies swarmed around them, pushing him back until Marly Kloosterman vanished in
  their midst.


  


  SIX


  Monday, midday in Jillian Chandra’s office, running through an update on what looked to be the closure of the Sleeping Beauty case, for good this time.


  Marly Kloosterman remained under observation in hospital, recovering from an overdose of the date rape drug GHB along with numerous cuts and bruises from a violent and prolonged assault. The
  worst wound, a shallow knife slash close to her collarbone, had been stitched but would still leave a scar.


  While Vos was at the hospital the night team had broken down the front door of Lucas Kramer’s terraced home by the Amstel, a few streets away from Artis. The butterfly man was separated.
  His wife now lived in a holiday property they owned outside Antibes.


  They’d got through to her eventually, broken the news, received little in the way of a reaction in return. What she did offer was revealing: Kramer had been a close friend of Vincent de
  Graaf and a client of his trust company. The two had spent time together. It sounded as if De Graaf’s prosecution had brought the marriage to a messy separation, full of unspoken suspicions
  and threats.


  ‘Would have been nice if Mrs Kramer had told us something,’ Bakker grumbled as Vos ran through the morning’s findings in Jillian Chandra’s office.


  ‘Perhaps she was scared,’ he suggested. ‘Perhaps she had good reason.’


  ‘If scared people don’t talk to us how are we supposed to do our job? And they just keep on being scared.’


  Chandra nodded. She seemed to like that idea.


  ‘So Marly Kloosterman’s going to be OK?’ Van der Berg asked, one eye on Vos as he spoke. ‘You spoke to her last night?’


  Not then, Vos said. The doctors wouldn’t allow it. But he got a call from the hospital at seven thirty that morning and went over there. Thirty minutes was all it took, Bakker making notes
  and recording the interview on her phone.


  ‘She’s doing fine. She was lucky. If she gets her way she’ll be home soon.’


  Bakker sighed.


  ‘I guess you need to be tough working in Bijlmerbajes. Lucas Kramer picked the wrong woman this time.’


  When they’d turned up at the hospital that morning she was already demanding to be discharged. A determined woman, with a professional opinion about her treatment, she seemed mostly
  recovered. Vos hadn’t needed to press at all. She was desperate to say what she could, almost as if she thought it might be too difficult if she waited any longer.


  It was a mundane tale as rapes so often were, and she wouldn’t look him in the eye as she recounted it. Kramer used to stroll past her boat from time to time. He seemed a friendly man,
  solitary, always keen to talk about his work in Artis. Earlier in the week they’d fallen into conversation when she was coming back with some shopping. He’d asked her if she was going
  to the Sunday afternoon party. Kramer seemed good with the hangdog look so, more out of pity than anything, she’d agreed she’d meet him there.


  After Vos had left the previous afternoon she’d wandered over and he’d tracked her down. They’d laughed at his wolf’s outfit. He’d offered her a drink, talked
  pleasantly and then offered her a private tour of the butterfly house. A peek behind the scenes.


  She’d closed her eyes at that point, angered by the memory, cursing her own stupidity. And Vos had said what he had to: she wasn’t the one to blame. Not that it seemed that way to
  her.


  When Kramer invited her to the pump room to view the sea lion pool she was starting to realize she’d been drugged. She still had the will and the strength to resist as he came for her.
  When he attacked her with the knife she fought back, as hard as she could, kicking, punching. She didn’t remember wresting the blade from him. Forensic said it was possible the knife was
  still in Kramer’s hand when it sliced into his neck. He was, the morgue said, half-drunk at the time.


  A more obvious case of self-defence it would be hard to find and Vos told her there and then. She’d looked up at him, confused, the bruises turning to yellow, the plasters stained with
  dried blood.


  ‘I think I killed him, Pieter. I don’t remember clearly. It was . . . it was a fight.’


  ‘He had a knife,’ Bakker said. ‘You were lucky. God knows how many weren’t.’


  Still the words seemed to inflict a real and physical kind of pain.


  Jillian Chandra was barely listening as Vos went through the statement Marly Kloosterman gave from her hospital bed. It was her day off as she’d said twice already. She looked very
  different. A smart navy jacket, red silk shirt beneath, gold necklace, brown hair down for once. Anxious to get this over with, she listened to him recount the conversation and said, ‘Well,
  at least we don’t have another dead woman on our hands.’


  Van der Berg raised a finger.


  ‘Actually we don’t have any dead women. Not this past week. Just dead men. Damned risky thing to do as well. Attack a woman in a place like that and—’


  ‘The butterfly house was closed,’ Bakker interrupted. ‘Nobody there to disturb him. Come nightfall he could have done whatever he wanted. Dumped her in the Amstel like they did
  with the rest, probably. If that panda kid hadn’t spotted him and come in. If Marly hadn’t managed to drop her phone . . .’


  ‘Date rapists aren’t scared to use their own premises,’ Chandra added. ‘They think it’s easy. That the woman won’t remember and if she does she’ll blame
  herself.’ A scowl and she looked at the office clock. ‘Sometimes the way they behave . . . they just bring it on themselves. Then throw the mess in our lap and expect us to fix it. Not
  that . . .’ They were all staring at her. ‘Not that I’m suggesting that was the case here.’


  ‘One way of looking at things, I suppose,’ Van der Berg replied and went back to his notes.


  There was a stash of porn in Kramer’s house. A number of photos of young women that would, at some stage, have to be checked against the pictures of past victims in the Sleeping Beauty
  case. He’d died so quickly they couldn’t have saved him even if they’d got there earlier. In the struggle the hunting knife had caught his neck and severed the external carotid
  artery. Unconscious in thirty seconds or so, dead in a minute or two, Schuurman guessed. Most of the blood they’d first seen on the semi-conscious Marly Kloosterman was Kramer’s, not
  hers.


  ‘I want this tidied up by the time I come back to work tomorrow,’ Chandra declared. ‘Can we really not get Sanders in court?’


  He’d been released the previous night, striding out of the building with a sly smile. Someone must have leaked that to the media. By ten o’clock they were reporting that an earlier
  suspect in the case had been freed without charge.


  ‘Not unless you want that lawyer throwing writs at us,’ Vos said. ‘Annie Schrijver’s adamant she’ll do it if we try to prosecute. Even if we put her on the stand .
  . .’


  She shot him a hard look.


  ‘That’s what happens when you turn the damned camera off.’


  ‘And if I hadn’t . . . we might never have known.’


  ‘Possibly,’ she muttered.


  It was, Vos knew, an act. Chandra had abandoned the idea of charging Sanders the moment she heard Annie Schrijver’s offer. Den Hartog was already drafting a statement saying the case was
  closed with Kramer’s death.


  ‘Things could have turned out worse,’ she said grudgingly while checking the messages on her phone.


  ‘A lot worse,’ Bakker noted. ‘Are we keeping you from something, Commissaris?’


  ‘As I’ve already said, it’s my day off. I shouldn’t even be here.’


  Vos got to his feet and said they needed to tidy up a few loose ends.


  ‘Sit down,’ Chandra ordered. ‘I haven’t finished with you yet.’


  Annie Schrijver didn’t wake till ten. After that she sat in her mother’s flat trying not to look at the photos on the mantelpiece. Memories of a different time back
  when they were a family, struggling together to keep the market stall alive.


  She put off listening to the news until midday. The TV said a man she didn’t know was dead. And one she did had been released the previous evening, free as a bird.


  No one called. Not the police. Not Rob. She was glad of both. A man had abducted her, saved her, seemed so contrite afterwards that, in her fear and confusion, she’d let him into her life.
  Later she’d come to believe the two of them had fallen in love. Then, when he’d abandoned her, she’d fought so hard to keep him.


  How could you explain that to strangers when it was impossible to explain it to yourself?


  Chastened by that thought she walked to the salon round the corner, asked them to change her hair colour to brunette, get rid of the blue streak, give her a new short cut. Maybe the girl who did
  it recognized her from the TV. Maybe not. It was hard to tell and she didn’t want to know.


  ‘Are you all right?’ the kid with the scissors asked after a while.


  ‘Yes.’ Her voice didn’t sound it. ‘Why?’


  ‘No reason.’


  They always had to talk. This time it was about the coming winter, how cold it would be, how miserable. The girl, who didn’t look a day over twenty, was going to escape. Flee south to the
  Canary Islands and warmer weather, spend the winter clipping the hair of expats there.


  ‘Is it easy?’ Annie asked.


  ‘What?’


  ‘Just going like that.’


  The girl stopped cutting and looked at her in the mirror.


  ‘You mean you’ve never done it?’


  ‘Not on my own.’


  ‘You’re not on your own. You meet people.’


  Annie didn’t speak and she could see what the kid was thinking: you’re no good at that, are you?


  ‘Can’t beat it,’ she said, suddenly animated. ‘Out every night, the drink’s so cheap. Late as you like and no one moans. Boys if you’re bothered. And the best
  thing is . . . a week later they’re gone. Don’t ever need to see them again.’


  She had dark hair shaved on one side. Tattoos and piercings. At that moment Annie Schrijver felt old, could see the gap between them.


  ‘No one minds?’ Annie asked. ‘What about your mum and dad?’


  The answer came automatically.


  ‘Glad to see the back of me. Living at home. On top of each other. I do what I like. Nobody owns me. Back here in April. In this . . .’ She looked around to make sure no one heard.
  ‘This dump if I can’t find somewhere better. Wouldn’t mind the money to get a place of my own though.’


  ‘Freedom,’ Annie whispered.


  The scissors clipped, the girl nodded at her.


  ‘You bet. Nobody’s putting any chains on me.’


  No need, Annie thought, not when you put them on yourself so easily. You could run halfway across the world if you liked. But if the thing you were fleeing still lived inside . . .


  ‘Be careful,’ was all she said and something seemed to change then. The kid just got on with her hair. Not another word until a simple thanks when Annie paid. It was a conversation
  in a hair salon. Words by rote. No one was listening on either side.


  Back in the street, without the golden locks that had defined her as the flower girl of the Albert Cuyp, she could feel a stiff breeze swirling round as she wandered back towards the market. In
  a travel agency along the way there were escape routes everywhere: cheap tickets to Spain and Italy, Florida and the Caribbean. She had enough money in the bank to get her there, keep her for a few
  weeks while she searched for work and company.


  There was a shade of winter in the sky, the wind, her heart. Soon the city would be cold and grey, the days so short you sometimes wondered where they’d gone. It would be so easy to take
  flight and chase the sun hoping that somewhere different she’d find the elusive thing called peace.


  Annie Schrijver looked at all the photos in the window and wondered.


  Marly Kloosterman knew doctors made the worst patients. She understood her condition only too well after demanding to see the charts. GHB was only dangerous if the dose was
  massive, which was not the case. The wounds were minor. The few stitches she could handle herself.


  The registrar in the long white coat looked no more than twenty-five. If anyone was going to give lectures here it wouldn’t be him.


  ‘We’re not in the habit of allowing patients to decide their own treatment,’ he said quietly. ‘Whoever they are.’


  We.


  In that one word, the quiet and faint-hearted decision not to place the decision on himself, he’d lost the battle before it had even begun.


  She smiled at him and thought he softened a little with that.


  ‘You’re busy. I’m not. I’ve probably dealt with a lot more stitches than you have. The things you see in prison . . .’


  ‘Same blood. Same bone. Same skin.’


  She tapped a finger on her hospital gown.


  ‘My blood, my bone, my skin.’ The smile weakened. ‘My choice if I want to discharge myself. Which I do. In an hour or so after I’ve made some phone calls. Send in someone
  with the waivers and I’ll sign them. But thanks for thinking of me all the same.’


  He didn’t move.


  ‘What difference would one more night here make? You’ve got your own room. The food’s not so bad—’


  ‘I want to go home. I need to be surrounded by the things . . . the things I own.’


  He stood there in silence as if his presence alone was enough to change her mind.


  Then finally he muttered, ‘On your head be it.’


  That morning she’d asked one of the uniform officers in the wing to go to her houseboat and get some new clothes. They’d found her mobile in the Artis pump room where it had
  skittered across the floor after she hit Vos’s number. Lucas Kramer’s blood still stained the screen. It came off easily with a medical wipe.


  The director at Bijlmerbajes had been briefed already. He was all sympathy and readily cleared her for two weeks’ leave.


  More calls then. Practical ones. A taxi home. People who needed to know.


  One more task she couldn’t avoid.


  He’d still be busy, she was sure. And more . . . she didn’t want to talk to him at that moment. It would be easier, kinder, though somewhat craven, to say what was needed in a more
  impersonal way.


  Jillian Chandra checked her watch again, brushed the sleeve of her jacket, looked at Vos and said, ‘I need someone’s head for all this. Bakker’s too junior
  and besides she shows some promise. So I’ll make it yours.’


  ‘Commissaris . . .’ Vos began.


  Before he could get any further Bakker leapt in.


  ‘What the hell are you talking about? If it wasn’t for Pieter this case would still be open. You’d have Annie Schrijver’s lawyer at your throat as well.’


  ‘Loyalty,’ Chandra said with a sigh. ‘So much of it around here. Like dust in the corridors nobody’s swept up. Touching in a nostalgic way. Unnecessary and unwanted too.
  We live in different times.’


  Bakker was starting to fume.


  ‘Laura . . .’ Vos said. ‘Best you go back to the office.’


  She sat upright like a headstrong child.


  ‘Screw that. I want to hear this.’


  ‘Very well,’ Chandra agreed. ‘Let’s keep it short. Grateful as I am that the mess you failed to clear up four years ago now appears over, the time has come for some frank
  speaking. You’ve persistently disobeyed my orders, Vos. Wilfully so. Time and again you listen to what I say then do the very opposite.’


  ‘Only when the case demanded it,’ he pointed out.


  She didn’t take that well.


  ‘I’m going to give you till tomorrow to decide what happens next. There are two choices. I can bump you down to uniform somewhere a long way from Marnixstraat. Community relations
  perhaps. I can imagine you in a customer-facing role. People do seem to find you engaging.’ She took a long breath. ‘Alternatively I can start disciplinary proceedings. Take your pick.
  You’ve got tonight to think about it. I’d recommend you stay sober to do that. Tomorrow—’


  Bakker jabbed a finger in Chandra’s direction.


  ‘You’re just trying to keep the flak away from here.’


  ‘Not at all. I have all the evidence I need.’


  Chandra asked Van der Berg to read out the list of infractions she could put before a panel. He reached for his notebook, flipped idly through the pages and detailed them one by one. It took a
  while.


  ‘That’s enough for me to suspend you with immediate effect,’ she said when the litany of transgressions was over. ‘They’ll dismiss you in short order not long
  afterwards. Trust me. I know how these things work.’


  Vos didn’t doubt that last part. Then Van der Berg leaned forward and said, ‘There is more.’


  ‘Thanks, Dirk,’ Bakker hissed at him. ‘Good to know who your friends are.’


  Chandra appeared thrown by this.


  ‘What do you mean, there’s more?’


  He fumbled in the pocket of his old grey jacket and retrieved the phone.


  ‘Well, you told me to keep track of everything.’


  He pressed the screen and then did something to the volume. A voice, Chandra’s, came out of the speaker, loud and angry.


  ‘I want Vos brought into line. I want you to help me put him there. If you don’t . . .’


  Van der Berg brandished the phone and said, ‘I’ve got the answer to that too. It wasn’t nice. How about this one?’


  The recorded voice returned.


  ‘Cut it out, Schuurman. I’ve got Vos’s name on the list already. Don’t make me add yours.’


  ‘That I recorded on Friday,’ he explained. ‘Along with the time and place of course.’


  ‘You have a list?’ Vos wondered, half-amused.


  ‘Lists are very fashionable in management circles,’ Van der Berg explained. ‘Or so I gather.’


  Another press on the screen.


  ‘Yesterday . . .’


  Again the tinny voice.


  ‘How many chances does he need? So he’s popular. All the better. Don’t worry. I won’t sack him unless he really asks for it. A job somewhere else. In uniform. Out of my
  hair. Out of your way.’


  Van der Berg leaned forward and said, ‘That is you, Commissaris. We both know it. I was there. I believe we have policies on bullying and victimization. Perhaps you wrote them in
  Zoetermeer for all I know.’ He scowled. ‘Personally I can’t stand all that bullshit. I’d rather be getting on with the job. But as you said . . . these are different
  times.’


  Chandra stared at him, stony-faced.


  ‘There are others,’ he added. ‘Quite a few considering I haven’t been following you around this place very long. But I can see it’s your day off and you must have
  an appointment somewhere.’


  ‘You had the temerity to tape me? Without my knowledge?’


  ‘My instructions were to keep a thorough record. So I did. If you want to make this official, I’ll have to hand over all the material I’ve got. Notes.’ He held up the
  phone. ‘Recordings.’ A brief smile. ‘Personal observations from an officer who’s worked here a very long time. So long you gave me that nice medal only last week.’


  Vos looked at his watch and said he needed to get back to the office.


  ‘I assume,’ he added, ‘I can have Detective Van der Berg back on my team now?’


  ‘He was never off it, was he?’ Chandra snapped.


  She leaned back in her chair and looked out of the window at the street beyond, an officious, insecure, lonely woman, Vos thought. No less dangerous for that. More so in all probability.


  Then she began to shake with slow, quiet laughter.


  It didn’t last long and perhaps it was forced. They weren’t sure and Vos wondered if Jillian Chandra knew herself.


  ‘Very well,’ she said with a sudden clap of her hands. ‘You caught me in a good mood. The status quo rules for now. We carry on as we are. I am learning, you know.’ The
  smile vanished in an instant. ‘Lots of things. You can go. All of you.’


  Relieved, the three of them got up.


  ‘Oh,’ she added. ‘Send Den Hartog in here. I need a word.’


  Back in the office Van der Berg went to his old desk and told the young detective there to beat it. A brief complaint followed about how tidy everything looked and then he sat
  down.


  Bakker came over and gave him a hug and a quick kiss on his bristly cheek.


  ‘Sneaky bastard. Do you think she has a date? She looks nice when she wants—’


  ‘The private life of Jillian Chandra is a mystery I do not wish to contemplate,’ he answered. ‘And if I ever hear the phrase customer-facing in this place again . . .’ He
  opened up his inbox and swore at the mountain of messages there. ‘Sometimes I think the world’s just going backwards.’


  One of the junior officers had started unpinning the photos of De Graaf’s victims from the walls. Vos told her to leave them for now.


  ‘This is a ceasefire, Pieter,’ Van der Berg told him. ‘Not a sudden and unexpected outbreak of peace. You do know that?’


  ‘So be it.’ He couldn’t stop staring the photos. ‘Peace can be very boring.’


  There was one obvious gap in the story. Nola van Veen, it seemed, had slipped out of the station before anyone had taken her statement. When the night team chased later they found that the VU
  had no record of any student of that name. The address she’d provided was fake. It was all an act. A performance. A very good one. Whoever the panda called Li Li was in real life . . . she
  was gone.


  ‘Something’s bothering you,’ Van der Berg added. ‘And I don’t think it’s just seeing our beloved leader in all her finery.’


  ‘Lots of things.’


  ‘Such as?’ Bakker asked.


  He did his best to tell them. Most of the story appeared straightforward. Lucas Kramer may well have wanted to murder the upstart American Greg Launceston and his old sidekick Jef Braat for
  trying to revive the Sleeping Beauty game. Self-interest came into play there. Kramer had escaped the notice of the police four years before. If Braat began putting himself about again perhaps
  he’d expose others.


  ‘But then . . .’


  Vos fell silent.


  ‘Why come for you?’ Van der Berg asked.


  ‘For starters.’


  Bakker slapped her forehead and let out a low wail.


  ‘God, you two drive me nuts. We know it was him with De Graaf. We know what kind of bastard he was. He tried to kill Marly, for pity’s sake. What else do you need?’


  ‘Reasons? Motives?’ Vos said. ‘Why kidnap Sam? Send me out to Zorgvlied to find them? Why taunt me with those messages?’


  She thought about it.


  ‘Because you put Vincent de Graaf away in the first place. He was . . . pissed off with you.’ An idea. ‘Maybe De Graaf told him you and Marly were close.’


  The two men waited for more.


  ‘All right,’ Bakker cried. ‘Because he wanted to leave that hat Jef Braat had nicked for him. So if we ruled out Braat we’d think Rob Sanders arranged it all.’


  ‘There had to be two hats,’ Vos pointed out.


  ‘Why?’


  Van der Berg rolled his eyes and said, ‘Laura, Laura. Think about it. Kramer knows Jef Braat hates Sanders. So he tells Braat to get him something that belongs to the guy. Jordi Hoogland
  obliges with the hat out of nothing but spite. Braat can leave it with a victim and send us chasing after Sanders. He doesn’t know he’s the next one for the chop.’


  She nodded.


  ‘And?’


  ‘If Kramer had the thing on outside the Drie Vaten his DNA would be there too. Can’t fool a hat band. So he must have worn his own and dropped the Sanders one when he left. Kept it
  in a bag maybe. Wake up please.’


  ‘Dirk. You’ve no idea how much I’ve missed you.’


  ‘And,’ Vos added, ‘we didn’t find a hat like it in Kramer’s house.’


  ‘Well, I don’t know! You tell me.’


  ‘Can’t,’ he admitted. ‘I’m buying beers later. The usual place. Attendance is mandatory. It may well run into unpaid overtime.’


  A door slammed. Down the corridor Den Hartog, the PR man recently imported from Zoetermeer, was stomping towards the lift, face red and furious, his hands full of filing boxes, a black bag over
  his arm. Chandra was watching him go, amused. One wave in his direction and then she checked her watch and went for the stairs.


  ‘I think the commissaris has found her sacrificial victim,’ Bakker said.


  ‘PR men,’ Van der Berg grumbled. ‘How will we ever manage without them?’


  The junior asked if she could remove the pictures of the secret basement in the Zuidas. Vos walked over and took another look.


  They joined him by the close-ups of De Graaf’s right arm. All the stab marks from a cannula needle. On some of the pictures the morgue had outlined the wounds and bruises with blue ink.
  Seventeen in all.


  ‘There’s that too,’ Vos said. ‘You’d think a man who can pin butterflies to a piece of card might have a more delicate touch.’


  Along the wall were pictures of the tattoos on the shoulders of the American Launceston and Jef Braat. The same words Braat and his accomplices had left inked roughly into the skin of their
  female victims: Sleep Baby Sleep.


  Now on two men.


  Back at the computer the message notification was blinking.


  ‘It’s from Marly,’ Vos murmured. ‘Looks like she’s discharged herself. And . . .’


  He stopped. Puzzled. The subject line of the latest read, ‘Sorry to break it this way but . . .’


  Van der Berg caught the mood, coughed then said maybe he and Laura could go to the canteen for a coffee.


  ‘Do that,’ Vos told him, barely listening.


  There was a crowd around the market stall. It had been a long time since she’d seen that. Her father had done what he’d promised: split the business in two. On one
  side the Syrian was busily selling flowers and bouquets. On the other his wife stood behind a wooden table brought out from the courtyard. Pastries and sauces were arrayed in front of her, soup and
  stews were bubbling away in urns.


  Lia, the little girl, was perched on the counter behind, taking money while her mother bagged up food in takeaway containers. Good idea to have the kid there, Annie thought. Great marketing. But
  the authorities would be along at some stage and she’d surely have to go to school. Which, when she thought of it, was doubtless what Adnan and Mariam wanted.


  Unnoticed by the throng around the stall Annie Schrijver walked into the shop and found herself next to her old bedroom. The door was open. A brightly coloured plastic trike was parked by some
  cardboard boxes full of clothes. Annie’s old toys were strewn on the threadbare carpet beside it. She couldn’t forget that last time she’d lured Rob Sanders here. The desperate
  passion. The fight with Jordi Hoogland afterwards. She’d never come back to this place. It belonged to a family who needed it more.


  Back in the hallway her mother was standing in front of a portable gas hob, stirring pots bubbling away over low blue flames.


  ‘Mum,’ she said and kissed her on the cheek.


  Nina looked up and pulled a face.


  ‘Oh, my God. Annie! What have you done?’


  ‘This smells great.’


  She got a spoon and dipped it into one of the pots. Nina jokily pretended to slap her hand, the way she did when Annie was tiny, begging for food in the kitchen.


  They both laughed at that. It was lamb, she guessed, in a thick brown sauce that tasted of pomegranates.


  ‘Had a haircut, that’s all. I decided I was sick of Goldilocks. She kept running into too many bears. That tastes great.’


  ‘It does,’ Nina agreed and still couldn’t stop staring. ‘We’re going to run out. Didn’t make enough. Your hair looks . . . good. Different.’ A pause and
  then, ‘Older.’


  ‘Where’s Dad?’


  A nod towards the courtyard.


  ‘Out back dealing with some estate agent who wanted to sell the place. Had an offer too apparently. But . . .’ She turned down the heat. A long day ahead. ‘Where would we go?
  What would we do? We can make a go of it with Adnan and Mariam’s help. Well, maybe. At least we’ve got to try.’


  Then, very carefully, she added, ‘It’s OK. We know you don’t want to be a part of it. We understand. Maybe over the years we got too close to one another. Like your dad says.
  We forgot to look outside.’


  Annie nodded and walked to the storeroom. Her father was waving goodbye to a smartly dressed woman who was carrying a couple of plastic food containers.


  ‘There,’ Schrijver said, when she was gone. ‘Decisions made. I sent her off with some of the food. Free sample. You’re never going to get an estate agent turning down
  something they don’t have to pay for. I reckon we could drum up a bit of business that way. Word of mouth.’


  He looked at her finally and started to say something.


  ‘I just had a haircut, Dad. Don’t start.’


  ‘I wasn’t going to. It’s your hair. Besides . . . it looks good.’


  ‘Thanks.’


  ‘You’ve heard the news? About that man from the zoo?’


  ‘Yeah.’


  He frowned. She wondered if he was going to start up about Sanders but instead he said, ‘I guess that means it’s done with, then. Thank God for that.’


  Done with. Once she’d have got mad at the easy way he dismissed it all. Not now. He was a man. Not bright, not stupid. Somewhere in between like most.


  ‘Anyway.’ He looked at his watch. ‘I’m sorry, love. I can’t talk. Now Jordi Hoogland’s gone I’ve got Adnan out there shifting flowers faster than your
  granddad managed in the old days. I need to fetch some more for tomorrow and do the deliveries. Haven’t had time to catch up with the orders on the computer. Got to take the
  van—’


  ‘I’ll do it,’ she said.


  ‘That’s nice. But you don’t have to. Not after—’


  ‘I want to. I can stay with Mum for a while longer. Help out here. Do what you want.’


  She looked around the grubby storeroom. When winter came it was freezing and she’d be tapping on the computer in the same woolly half-finger gloves she used on the stall. There were worse
  things.


  ‘This place has got a buzz about it again. Can’t go now. I want to see.’


  ‘Well.’ He scratched his cheek. A habit, a tic of his. One of those things the people you loved did so often you never noticed usually. ‘If you want.’


  ‘You can give me the van keys and the delivery run. Or let me loose on the computer. You choose.’


  He took her in his arms and kissed her, stroked the short, spiky hair, a colour that was new.


  ‘I’ll do the van,’ Bert Schrijver said. ‘You stay here. As long as you want. We’ll make this right.’


  We’ll try, she thought.


  
    
      Pieter.


      This is the way of the faint of heart. In the circumstances I hope you’ll forgive me.


      By the time you read this I’ll be home. I should be thinking of that creature from the zoo. I should be cursing my own stupidity for falling for such a stupid trick. And full of
      guilt for what happened. I’ve never hurt anyone before. Never dreamed it possible. The fact I can barely remember it as anything more than a bad dream should make a difference. Should . .
      .


      Mostly though I’m not thinking of any of that. I’m thinking of you. A kind and gentle man who’s doubtless wondering what you can do to help.


      This: nothing. We need room to breathe. I cannot, must not see you now. For shame, for fear, for . . . whatever stupid reason I can invent. It doesn’t matter. If there are police
      conversations to be had I’ll speak to Laura. Anyone you choose. Except you.


      Maybe we’re cowards, dithering at the threshold. I don’t know. This I do. We’re damaged, both of us, with broken lives that have left deeper scars than either of us
      appreciate. Shattered pieces do not mend each other. Now, through no fault but my own, I’ve fresh wounds to heal.


      I need time to do that, back with my family, away from the city. Away from you. I need your understanding and one final kindness: to let me seek this on my own.


      One day, if you still wish it, I’ll call. But I don’t know when and if I do I’ll understand completely if you feel no need to listen. I owe you so much. You owe me
      nothing. Remember that.


      With all my fondest love.


      Marly

    

  


  ‘One day,’ he whispered and wondered how he felt.


  Surprised. Disappointed. Hurt. Bemused. They hadn’t dithered on the threshold entirely. A year or so before, the two of them a little foolish and full of drink, she’d crossed the
  gangplank of his houseboat, Sam on the other side wagging his tail. Looking back, he realized they’d gone through the preliminary confessions: shattered relationships they blamed so easily on
  work. Then, as if these two agonies cancelled each other out, spent a single night together with an awkward parting afterwards.


  It was the resurrection of the Sleeping Beauty case that had brought her back. Living on a houseboat just like him, not far from Artis, a decision that might have cost her everything.


  The earlier message she’d sent him, the one with the pictures of her boat from the article in the paper, was above this strangely lyrical farewell. Uncomfortable that he wanted to know
  more, to peer inside her life and appreciate what seemed lost, he opened it again. Before he’d only seen the photos on the tiny screen of his phone. On the computer he could appreciate why
  Het Parool had wanted to splash her in colour on its weekend pages. Relaxed, ready for the camera, on her own territory, dressed for the shoot, she was elegant, composed, certain of
  herself. Everything he wasn’t.


  The boat seemed more like a modern and elegant apartment. Tasteful furniture, abstract paintings on the freshly painted timber walls. A view out to the canal from the French windows he’d
  seen but never entered. And then, one tantalizing last picture, a shot the photographer must have coaxed out of her.


  She was sitting cross-legged on the double bed, laughing, blue eyes shining, arms around the knees of her silk pyjamas, short fair hair ruffled and spiky as if straight from sleep. There was a
  soft toy on the pillow. A lion it looked like. And a line of photos on the bedside cabinet.


  Family. They’d never talked about that in any detail. Vos zoomed in to see her face more clearly. She had crow’s feet around her eyes, perhaps from the smile. Perhaps from something
  else. An air of melancholy seemed to hang around her and she’d doubtless say the same for him. Perhaps that had drawn them together, like attracting like.


  He shifted his attention to the pictures by the neat silk pillow, aware that this was prurient even if half of Amsterdam must have seen the glossy spread.


  In a silver frame stood a posed shot of a young woman in university graduation robes: a long black cloak, white collar. She was holding her mortar-board cap, grinning, looking ready to launch it
  into the air. A torn-off yellow note was stuck to the glass. He could just make out the writing there: We will always love you, Hanna. Always.


  Next to that . . .


  Vos looked, blinked, tried to clear his thoughts.


  A long minute later he called down to forensic. Aisha Refai was on duty. He asked if they’d run a detailed check on the halffull bottle of spritz found in Lucas Kramer’s costume
  pocket. They’d already established it contained GHB, she said. More than that . . . she’d need to check.


  Then he got the number for the Amstelpark administration office. The woman on the other end didn’t sound helpful to begin with and turned even more surly when he said he was from the
  police.


  ‘I need some information on the driver who was working the kid’s train on Thursday afternoon,’ he said.


  ‘Why?’


  ‘It’s just routine. He’s worked with you a long time, hasn’t he?’


  ‘What makes you say that?’


  ‘He said he saw me there with my daughter years ago.’


  ‘You got that wrong. Toine Brouwer’s a volunteer. Does the odd afternoon. Maybe started here a month or so ago. A nice man.’


  ‘Is he working now?’


  ‘This isn’t an odd afternoon.’


  ‘I need his address.’


  She growled down the line.


  ‘I don’t know who you are, friend. Anyone can say they’re from the police. I’ve no idea where he lives and even if I did I wouldn’t tell you.’


  ‘A phone number then.’


  The line went dead.


  Two quick searches and the fog was starting to clear.


  Aisha Refai rang back with the analysis report of the drinks bottle.


  ‘Absolutely dripping with GHB. Would have knocked out an elephant. Is that what you wanted to know?’


  ‘Kind of.’ He kept thinking. ‘You mean it was more than normal?’


  ‘I’m not sure how you’d define normal for something like this. Wait a moment.’


  He heard the phone go down and then a distant but clear curse.


  ‘Yuk,’ she said when she came back. He could hear her spitting. ‘You can’t even taste the Campari and that’s saying something.’


  ‘I didn’t ask you to try it, Aisha.’


  ‘I know. It was just a drop. Sometimes it’s easier to take the direct route. You’d need to be seriously drunk not to notice the junk in that. I guess they are usually. Can I go
  and find some mouthwash now please?’


  Van der Berg was still in the canteen with Bakker.


  ‘Is it early beer time?’ he asked when Vos called.


  ‘No. I need you back here. Both of you.’


  The two of them listened as Vos told them what he wanted.


  ‘There’s a man called Toine Brouwer who drives the train part-time at the Amstelpark. I think he killed Launceston and Braat, not Lucas Kramer. Abducted Annie Schrijver too, did his
  best to make sure she didn’t die.’


  Van der Berg started clattering the keys of his computer straight away. Bakker, always the one to ask questions, tugged her red hair and didn’t move.


  ‘I’m being slow here. It was Kramer working with De Graaf. He spiked Marly’s drink and attacked her, for God’s sake.’


  ‘It was Kramer with De Graaf,’ Vos agreed. He got up and picked the photo off the wall. A young woman in her late twenties, eyes closed, mouth open, saliva dripping from the corner.
  One of the sleepers. ‘I think this is Toine Brouwer’s daughter. Hanna. She survived Vincent de Graaf and his friends. For a while.’


  He showed them the cutting he’d found online. It was from the Leidsch Dagblad, the local newspaper in Leiden. The suicide of a postgraduate student at the university there. Two
  portraits ran alongside the piece, next to a shot of the tower block from which she’d jumped. The first must have been from the graduation ceremony. She looked young, happy, elated as she
  looked into the lens. The second, taken a week before her death, was very different. Face haggard, eyes staring, cheeks hollow, a shaky, insecure grin. The picture was a mug shot taken after she
  was arrested following a hysterical outburst at Leiden police headquarters.


  ‘According to the paper she was a bright postgrad student. Won prizes. Then went to pieces on hard drugs.’


  Van der Berg came off the computer.


  ‘There’s nothing in criminal records for that name. I can try the news archives. Just out of interest how did you . . . ?’


  ‘Let’s find him first. Explanations later.’


  ‘Leiden, Leiden, Leiden,’ Bakker muttered, dashing to her desk.


  Vos wasn’t listening. Something Marly had said off the cuff when he’d called her on Saturday came back to him. Perhaps with her guard down.


  I’ve got a bit of police blood in me too. But that’s a story for another time.


  ‘Maybe he’s a police officer. Let’s try the internal directories. I’ll take the present. You . . .’


  Van der Berg didn’t need to be told. He set about accessing the historic records.


  Ten minutes later Bakker was still on the phone and Vos was getting nowhere. Then there was a groan from Van der Berg’s direction.


  ‘Looks like you’re right. Toine Brouwer’s one of us. Or was. This has to be him.’


  On his screen was an article from the internal police news magazine the year before. It was brief and recorded the award of a bravery medal to an undercover officer referred to as AB. Antoine
  Brouwer, he guessed.


  ‘They kept his full name out of it but I cross-referenced with the force retirement records from that quarter. He was undercover drugs squad in Rotterdam. According to the papers there was
  a shootout during a raid down the docks. He got a bullet in him. Lucky to get out alive. Had to take retirement.’


  He scrolled through some more pages.


  ‘You need some balls to work that beat. I wouldn’t want to mess with a guy like that. The only address on the system is old, in Rotterdam. Not much use. Sorry.’


  Bakker came back clutching her notebook.


  ‘How do we know all this?’ she asked. ‘How does a man from Rotterdam we’ve never heard of suddenly become prime suspect?’


  Laura Bakker to a T, Vos thought. Come straight out and ask.


  ‘Because Marly Kloosterman’s his daughter. Hanna Brouwer’s sister. That’s her married name.’


  They stared at him in silence.


  ‘This has been about revenge from the start. Lucas Kramer was the last man standing. She must have offered herself as bait. When he lured her into the zoo—’


  ‘Pieter,’ Bakker interrupted. ‘Are you going daft? He doped Marly. We found that bottle in his pocket. There was that date rape drug in there. The hospital—’


  ‘She took it herself. Timed it before she killed him. Then she added more to his bottle. Marly didn’t know whether he was going to try to dope her or not. So she had to make sure.
  Turns out he had it in there too. So it was a double dose. Undrinkable. Aisha tried.’


  She placed her notes on the table and said, ‘Where did Commissaris Chandra go, Dirk?’


  He peered at her, baffled.


  ‘What kind of question is that? I don’t know. A date maybe. You saw how she was dressed.’


  ‘We really need to find her,’ Bakker told them.


  She’d been on the phone to Leiden about the dead girl. The case was well known in the station. Hanna Brouwer had been coming into the station, distressed, for weeks trying to complain
  about a sexual assault. But she was so out of it on drugs the acting commissaris refused to take her seriously.


  ‘That was when Jillian Chandra was there on secondment from Zoetermeer. Acting commissaris,’ Bakker went on. ‘It was her decision. Wasn’t hard getting the story out of
  the locals. They wanted to take up the case. Chandra refused to let them. She said they weren’t there to waste their time on delusional dope heads.’


  ‘So,’ Van der Berg said, reaching for his phone, ‘we didn’t just get that poor bastard shot on duty. We ignored his little girl when she was going off the rails too.
  Wonderful.’


  Chandra’s number came back with a personal voicemail: leave a message.


  ‘Do we have any idea where she’s gone?’ Vos asked.


  Van der Berg grimaced.


  ‘If she’s not at home? Single woman. Stranger in Amsterdam. No friends. Needle, meet haystack.’


  ‘Get on it,’ Vos ordered. ‘We’re going looking.’


  They’d arranged to meet in a restaurant called Klein Kalfje on a sleepy stretch of the river beyond the Amstelpark. The place was empty on this quiet weekday. It was just
  about warm enough to sit at an outside table by the water’s edge. Jillian Chandra knew central Amsterdam well enough but this part of the city was new to her: remote, rural, deserted. Lush
  fields stretched away from the Amstel, cattle and sheep grazing on thick meadow. The occasional jogger puffed and panted up the quiet lane by the river. A fisherman was bent over his rod, watched
  by bored wildfowl and dozing cows. Marnixstraat with its traffic and its worries was just four kilometres away. But here she might have been in the countryside, away from all those cares.


  His name, he said, was Pieter. That was all. Nothing like the awkward, slippery Vos she had to work with, or so she hoped. When she’d answered his message on the dating app – a
  middle-aged, recently retired police officer looking for company – they had, she felt, hit it off from the very beginning.


  She didn’t even mind when he asked for a photo. They all did and often that was the end of things. But not this one. He’d come back keen and said she looked . . . nice. After that
  they’d chatted and he’d offered to send her his picture too. Something about the shy way he’d said it made her say no. They were adults, surely able to meet one another, have a
  congenial lunch and decide afterwards whether it was worth pursuing the matter further.


  Chandra had started using dating apps in Zoetermeer and knew her way around them. It was like a game, a tease, hide and seek, kiss but never tell. Most of the men – she assumed they
  were men – she corresponded with were time wasters. Only a few she met, occasionally checking them out surreptitiously against criminal records first. Very rarely she’d gone
  back to his apartment or hotel, slept with someone there and then. Got it over with, knowing she’d never see him again.


  This one sounded different. So easy-going she’d never asked for enough details to check him out at all.


  He wasn’t there when she turned up in a taxi from Marnixstraat. She didn’t want to take the unmarked saloon that came with the job. There were footprints that way. If things worked
  out . . . if there was the possibility of a permanent relationship, who knew?


  That was always the distant promise, not that she was sure she wanted it at all. Brief intimacy was easy. A longer closeness required commitment, dedication, patience. A selflessness she found
  difficult, a distraction from the greater prize: work, promotion, the challenges that lay ahead. From impoverished immigrant’s daughter to commissaris in Amsterdam was a leap beyond her
  imagination even five years before. Who knew where the next decade might take her?


  The waiter came and made small talk about how slow the day was, how lovely the river. There were boats here, some for pleasure, a few residential. The place wasn’t far from the point
  where, the previous Thursday, they’d swung Jef Braat’s van from the water and his corpse had sent her screaming into the dark. An unpleasant memory she’d already begun to thrust
  aside. The Sleeping Beauty case was closed at last. She would take the lion’s share of the credit. Vos could be contained until he stepped out of line once more. Which would happen, she was
  sure of that. It was in the man’s nature to go his own way, hoping the results would excuse him in the end.


  A time would come . . .


  ‘Your order?’ the waiter asked.


  A glass of water, she said. For now.


  Ten minutes later she saw him loping along the path. A tall, muscular man, late fifties she guessed, older than she’d hoped. He was wearing a tweed sports jacket, grey trousers and brown
  shoes, the colours clashing somewhat. A bachelor’s outfit. He had a broad, handsome face, short silver hair, very closely shaven as if he’d taken a razor to it only minutes before. The
  fact he’d walked here suggested he lived nearby. Perhaps an invitation would be forthcoming. And perhaps she’d accept it readily. She was a stranger in Amsterdam, and days off could be
  long and empty.


  ‘Jillian,’ he said, taking her hand.


  He had a firm, warm touch and an astute, fixed gaze.


  ‘I am very bad at these assignations,’ he confessed. ‘In fact.’ A comical grimace. ‘This is my very first.’ He took a seat and looked at the river as he
  spoke. ‘I’m nervous, you see. A complete virgin in these things. What must you think of me?’


  ‘I don’t know. That’s why we’re here.’


  He grimaced and clutched at his right leg.


  ‘You’re hurt.’


  ‘Just an old wound. A physical thing. There are worse.’


  In their brief exchanges she’d never asked much. Divorced. A bachelor. Widowed. The last, she guessed. He seemed a strong, fit man, active probably, but he had that worn-down look about
  him. As if there were cares that never went away.


  ‘First of all . . .’ He took out his phone and made a show of turning it off. ‘Enough of this. You don’t know a person through one of these things.’


  ‘No,’ she agreed. ‘You meet them.’


  His eyes were incisive and on her then. She got the message, took out her own phone and turned that off too.


  Still no sign of the waiter. He asked her if she knew what she wanted.


  Something light. Shrimp croquettes with mayonnaise and fried parsley.


  He nodded.


  ‘A glass of white wine, I suggest. They have a Marsanne. Wonderful. Normally it only comes by the bottle. But . . .’ He tapped his nose and winked. ‘I have my ways. If you like
  it there’s always more . . .’


  ‘That would be good,’ she said, amused by this man, touched by the air of sadness about him too. It would be an interesting lunch.


  ‘I’ll go inside and get it,’ he said. ‘Easier that way.’


  Vos drove. As they crossed the river Van der Berg called. Chandra was still untraceable, phone off, apartment empty, car still in the garage, not a soul who knew her in
  Amsterdam, no one to talk to, no one to ask. Brouwer’s old colleagues in Rotterdam said he’d retired to a place in the country after he got out of hospital. No one knew where. Divorced
  years before. His wife couldn’t take the strain of being married to an undercover officer incapable of leading a normal life. No one had a mobile. The man had had few friends to speak of
  inside the police, none after he left injured and bitter.


  ‘They say he was quite a guy. Got inside one of the Rotterdam rings. As far as most people down there knew he was a criminal. Deep cover. You know what I’m saying,
  don’t you?’


  ‘We’ll be careful. Don’t worry.’


  A long pause then, ‘I think you should have armed backup. I can send one. If—’


  ‘I’ll deal with it,’ Vos said and ended the call.


  Bakker was listening as always.


  ‘Maybe Dirk’s got a point,’ she said and checked her own weapon. As usual Vos was unarmed.


  ‘Let’s find him first,’ he said and parked a little way along from the tidy green houseboat in the placid waters of the canal.


  They could just make out someone beyond the French windows.


  Vos strode up and called for one uniform patrol car to wait outside until they were summoned. Then he stepped across the gangplank, remembering the pleasant, awkward conversation they’d
  enjoyed here only the day before.


  She was inside with her back to him. Jeans and a jacket, packing a small suitcase on the table by the kitchen range.


  Vos slid open the doors and walked straight in. She turned then, looked surprised. Offended. Her face was swollen, the cuts and bruises obvious.


  ‘Pieter. I’m sorry. I thought I said—’


  ‘Going somewhere, Marly?’ Bakker asked, gun out low, checking the cabin to her right. ‘And you just out of hospital?’


  ‘Paris,’ she answered, watching her wide-eyed. ‘My cousin lives there. She’s in one of the theatre companies. I thought I’d spend some time with her. I don’t
  understand—’


  ‘Is she good at playing pandas by any chance?’ Vos wondered.


  She shook her head.


  ‘What on earth are you talking about?’


  From her face he could see: she knew.


  ‘I’m talking about timing. About how a young woman sent me out to Zorgvlied. And yesterday dispatched me to Artis, to you.’


  No answer.


  He walked into the bedroom, found the photos, brought them back. A man in a striped train driver’s hat. Close up now he looked as if he was pretending to be happy, hiding something,
  forcing the smile. And the other photo of the happy young woman.


  Vos threw the pictures on the table in front of her.


  ‘I’m talking about your sister, Hanna. Your father. When we went to the Amstelpark he was there, driving the train. Convenient place to be, I guess. He said he saw me there with my
  daughter when she was little.’


  ‘Pieter . . .’


  He held up a hand as she approached.


  ‘Hear me out. I know that was a lie. Ten, fifteen years ago he was in the police. He didn’t come to Amsterdam until a few weeks ago. When he was getting ready to find the people he
  blamed for Hanna. To kill them. With you.’


  She sat down. Bakker returned and declared the boat empty apart from the three of them, no sign of another visitor at all.


  ‘You saw that picture in my place,’ he added. ‘You told him about it.’


  She picked up the photo of him and peered at it.


  ‘What a clever man you are. When it comes to catching people like me.’


  Vos couldn’t think of a thing to say.


  ‘My dad lost a daughter. I lost a sister. A husband too.’ She scowled. ‘He couldn’t take it when I went . . . off the rails for a while. Hanna was my blood. He
  wasn’t.’


  ‘Where’s your father?’ Vos asked. ‘This is important. Before he does any more harm.’


  ‘Harm?’ She was on her feet again. All the small cuts and bruises on her neck, her arms, her fingers, the short line of stitches at her neck seemed to grow larger with her anger. It
  must have been a fierce struggle though not the one they’d been led to believe. Lucas Kramer was the one fighting for his life, not her, and a doctor surely knew where to find that fatal
  artery. ‘It was justice. The thing you were supposed to deliver and didn’t.’


  ‘Which is why you picked me—’


  ‘I’m sorry I screwed with your feelings. Honestly.’


  The patrol car had turned up outside, two uniform officers were climbing out. He asked Bakker to tell them to wait there until he called.


  They were alone together in a place he’d been thinking about a lot, not that he belonged here.


  ‘How did you know?’ she wondered.


  He held up his phone and showed her the email, the photo from Het Parool. A bed. A line of family pictures.


  She rolled back her head and sighed.


  ‘God, it’s always your emotions that kill you in the end, isn’t it? I’m a fool. I so . . . want . . .’ Her eyes were on him. ‘Well. No point now . .
  .’


  The words drifted away. He found the message she’d sent that morning and read from it, ‘Shattered pieces do not mend each other.’


  ‘Nothing ever puts us back together, does it?’ she said. ‘It’s just a forlorn hope.’


  She walked to a black lacquer set of drawers by the TV. Bakker slipped in to listen, got there first, checked it.


  Letters, bills, magazines. Marly Kloosterman waited until she was allowed to touch things. Then she retrieved a plastic folder with what looked like a handwritten letter inside.


  ‘There’s something you need to see.’


  He was funny. He was wry. An engaging man, more interested in her own opinions than his. As for the police . . . he shrugged, frowned and said he’d been a humble traffic
  officer, handing out speeding fines, clearing up after accidents, never seeking advancement or anything different. When she pressed him for a reason the smile vanished and he said, simply, there
  were reasons.


  A divorce perhaps. A death. She didn’t want to ask and believed that there’d have been no quick answer if she had. With some of the others she’d have thought straight off:
  he’s married. Then, depending on the circumstances, decided what to do. Not now. Pieter – she’d yet to ask his second name – was surely what he seemed, a solitary, contented
  lowly former officer looking for amenable companionship. Older than she’d hoped for but no less interesting for that.


  Then he’d said with a smile, ‘But I know you, don’t I? From somewhere . . .’


  Perhaps, she agreed, and told him who she was. He’d probably seen her on the TV. The newspapers had made quite a fuss when she arrived too.


  ‘Commissaris?’ he asked, pretending he was scared. ‘I’m having drinks with the big boss? Oh dear . . .’


  ‘Not your boss. We’re equals here.’


  He shook his head.


  ‘I was never equal to that kind of job. It requires someone . . . special. Not a man with big boots and . . .’ He tapped his forehead. ‘A tiny brain.’


  After that he asked the questions no one ever did. About how she’d struggled up the police ladder. The personal costs of private ambition. The ways she’d deflected the occasional
  obstacles of prejudice and sexism and turned them to her advantage. She couldn’t remember talking so freely since she arrived in Amsterdam. Two glasses of the Marsanne, a wine not as good as
  he thought perhaps, helped.


  Then the inevitable. The invitation. He lived in a boat a short walk along the river. Would she care to see it? No strings attached. No expectations. Just a pleasant cup of coffee and then
  he’d call a taxi home.


  ‘I wondered when you’d ask,’ she told him, though when she walked it was a little unsteadily. Wine at lunchtime. Never a good idea.


  A thought as they left and he paid the bill in cash. She looked at him and asked, ‘You are discreet? A woman in my position—’


  ‘Must be careful.’ He gestured with his arms. ‘I believe I am discreet. A decent man. But you must judge for yourself.’


  ‘I’m good at that. Assessing people,’ she told him and linked her arm in his, for support as much as anything. They walked along the path, away from the city, talking idly of
  the weather and the news, of politics and the state of the world. There was only a jogger or two down the narrow shingle track by the sluggish green water. On the right the fields were interspersed
  with bungalows and houses, vast gardens, swings and benches, fields with animals behind. It was hard to believe she was in Amsterdam at all. Then a cyclist tore towards them, shiny athletics gear,
  face and burly arms gleaming with sweat, yelling at them to get out of the way.


  She did. He stood there, hand up, stopped the man and the briefest argument occurred. Curt, sure of himself, a big fist in the biker’s face he read out a lesson about politeness and
  courtesy then let the mortified cyclist go on his way.


  ‘I apologize,’ he said. ‘The modern world forgets itself at times and an old fool feels it falls to him to remedy matters. I’m very bad at looking the other way. You
  should know this. One of my many faults.’


  ‘A fault?’ She laughed. ‘We need more like you. And me. People who care. Say what needs to be said when others won’t. Do you know . . . ?’


  She was about to say something about Marnixstraat and the officers there. Words that were somewhat unfair, she realized. She was a stranger in that place. They had been allowed to become set in
  their ways. Turning round a staid ship set in its ways was never going to be easy. The job had to be done by an outsider and there would always be casualties during the change. Not now. But
  soon.


  ‘Do I know what?’


  ‘I forgot what I was about to say. Where are we going?’


  There was a ramshackle barge in front of them, scruffy and old. Beyond it sat two rowing boats, one old and fading white, the other more recent and bright yellow. A scruffy chap in ragged blue
  overalls stepped out of the barge, doffed his cap and said, ‘Good day to the two of you.’ He had a fishing rod in his hand. ‘You will wish me luck I trust, Toine.’


  The man with her saluted him and said, ‘Tight lines.’


  A smart cruiser was moored on the opposite bank in front of some rough ground covered in low scrub. There wasn’t a soul on the footpath next to it.


  ‘Mine,’ he said proudly. ‘I hope you’ll like it.’


  They walked to the yellow rowing boat. He held out his arm to help her. Jillian Chandra sat on the narrow bench seat. As he unhooked the rope from the bank she said, ‘He called you Toine,
  didn’t he?’


  ‘Crazy,’ he said, rolling a finger round his ear. ‘A nice chap but truly, he’s not with it most of the time. You must excuse me.’ He pulled out his phone and turned
  it on. ‘My daughter sometimes calls round now.’


  He whistled a short refrain, an old song she dimly recognized but couldn’t name. Then dipped the oars into the water and began to propel them to the other side.


  Half the story Vos had guessed already. But not the letter. A suicide note from her younger sister, posted the day she threw herself off a tower block in Leiden.


  The week before their father had been shot in an abortive police raid in Rotterdam, so badly wounded the doctors wondered if he’d survive. A final twist of the screw. The handwriting told
  a tale itself: careful, feminine. But there was a slant to it that spoke of anger and desperation, a need to get the details down before they vanished forever.


  Hanna had been in Amsterdam with friends from Leiden for the weekend. A bar somewhere. Too many drinks. Separated from her group and then someone offered to help. A cocktail too along the
  way.


  The next part he could barely read. She was half-awake for some of the time they assaulted her, desperately trying to pretend otherwise for fear of what they might do. Then the blackness fell
  and the next morning she woke cold and hurt in bushes in the Vondelpark, too ashamed to tell anyone, to do anything except make her way back to Leiden and a life that was forever changed.


  There were names she’d heard when they were talking about what to do with her. De Graaf was one she’d recognized when he went to jail, Sanders another. And then a third who’d
  found his way to prison too: Braat. But there was a fourth, a man who’d hurt her more than the rest. He was quieter, more violent, even though he hadn’t been there long. She never
  caught who he was, not that it mattered anyway because by the time she’d plucked up the courage to approach the Leiden police the woman in charge had rebuffed her. By then the drugs were
  taking hold. It had been more than two years since she was attacked. Why wait? Why would anyone believe her now? Who was really talking? Her? Or the drugs?


  ‘She could have come to us,’ Vos said.


  Marly Kloosterman glared at him.


  ‘Hanna was too scared to set foot in Amsterdam. She didn’t dare. If the police wouldn’t listen to her in Leiden . . . why would it be any different here?’


  He thought of their brief relationship the year before.


  ‘You might have told me.’


  ‘I thought so too for a while,’ she said wistfully. ‘But you never called. Never phoned me back when I left a message. We needed someone we could trust.’ She reached for
  a bottle of mineral water and took a swig. ‘Then one day Jef Braat got free.’


  Vos mumbled an apology, unable to find the right words. She listened, nodded, shrugged.


  ‘Dad was pissed off with you. But really . . . what could you have done? Vincent wasn’t talking. Braat was too scared. So Dad did what he’d learned. What he knew best. Hung
  around in De Pijp until he found Jef Braat. And his new friend. Made out he had the same kind of . . . interests. Worked his way inside.’


  She picked up both photos, captivated by them, smiling to herself.


  ‘The American . . . ?’ he asked.


  The smile vanished.


  ‘Greg Launceston was a lunatic. Braat was a loose cannon. We should have guessed when he got that job in Artis. Kramer must have found it for him. Then regretted it. We weren’t going
  to get a last name from either of them. Only Vincent and he was dying. I left him that phone. Dad fixed the messages. Made him think his friend of old was going to set him free for one last trip.
  No mention of a name, of course. He wouldn’t expect it.’


  She closed her eyes, rolled her head around as if it was stiff and painful.


  ‘Vincent was all we had left. I lied when he said he didn’t feel pain by the way. He did. A lot.’


  The photos went back on the table.


  ‘Sadly I couldn’t be there when Dad got Lucas Kramer’s name out of him. If only. I’d have stuck that cannula in him gladly. But I was owed. When it came to it Lucas
  Kramer was mine. It was so easy too. A creature like that would have swum that damned canal if he thought a woman was waiting for him on the other side.’ She looked at him and smiled very
  deliberately. ‘Just for the record he didn’t attack me. Didn’t get the chance. He thought it was all just sweet and fine. One more trophy for his list. This . . .’ Her hands
  went to the wound on her neck. ‘This was me.’


  She clapped her hands.


  ‘There you have it. I won’t give you my father. Even if I had any idea where he is. Dad was always very strict about that. If you don’t know you can’t tell.’


  ‘You phone him though,’ Vos said.


  ‘No. He always calls me. Withholds the number. I don’t have one for him. Again . . . he learned it from you.’


  ‘Oh, that’s right,’ Laura Bakker retorted. ‘Blame us. Blame anybody but yourself. What about Annie Schrijver? She did nothing to hurt you. She was a victim too. She
  nearly died.’


  Kloosterman laughed at that.


  ‘Oh, please. I’m a doctor. Braat and the American had dragged her off to the boat by the time Dad turned up. He dealt with those two. I kept her sedated for a day. That was all. We
  didn’t want her harmed. We saved her. Why do you think Dad got Pieter out to Zorgvlied to find her in the first place?’


  Bakker punched the air.


  ‘I’m sure she’s going to feel really grateful.’


  ‘Are you serious? One more idiot hanging round bars, messing with strangers, thinking the sky never falls. That kid needed a lesson. I hope she got it.’ A thought then. ‘I wish
  my kid sister had been that lucky. Anyway. It’s finished now.’


  ‘It’s not finished,’ Vos said.


  ‘But it is. And you’re out of time. Take me to Marnixstraat. Find me a lawyer. I’m done talking.’


  Bakker shook her head and said, ‘She really doesn’t know.’


  ‘Know what?’


  Vos checked his phone. Nothing new from Van der Berg.


  ‘The acting commissaris your sister talked to in Leiden was Jillian Chandra. The locals wanted to take the case. She was the one who told Hanna to get lost. Chandra’s gone missing.
  We can’t trace her.’


  Marly Kloosterman thought about that.


  ‘Is this some kind of joke? Chandra’s been in the papers. On the TV. If she was the one Dad would have mentioned it.’


  Vos waited, let it sink in.


  ‘It’s true. She kicked your sister out of the building in Leiden. It was no great secret the other officers there were appalled. Your father could have found that out easily. And he
  never told you. Why do you think that was?’


  Marly Kloosterman glanced around the cabin.


  ‘I’ve nothing more to say.’


  Laura Bakker got close to her.


  ‘He’s out there. With the police officer he blames for Hanna’s death. Why do you think he’s hunted her down just like the others? For a friendly chat?’


  There was a trill from the phone on the table. Marly picked it up, looked at the number, looked at them.


  ‘Vos knows, Dad. Run and keep running. I love you.’


  Before he could snatch the handset she lobbed the thing through the open windows. It turned round in the bright afternoon then fell with a splash into the grey-green waters of the canal.


  ‘I’m sorry,’ she said, staring at the ripples it left behind. ‘For some things anyway.’


  ‘Dry cleaning,’ he said and pocketed the phone as they reached the bank. ‘I’ll pick it up later.’ The cruiser looked just about big enough for
  one. The rear deck had a single chair and an umbrella on it. Thick grey curtains covered the windows. The yellow rowing boat he tied up next to a gangplank near the prow.


  She felt giddy and had to hold on to his arm to stay upright when he helped her onto the bank.


  ‘That wine . . .’ It was funny. She never drank much usually. ‘I shouldn’t at lunchtime.’


  ‘Come inside. Sit down. I’ll make you a coffee.’ A thought then. ‘Do you fish? I mean, angling. Rod and line and hook. Like my crazy friend on the other bank.’


  The question made her laugh.


  ‘Of course not. Do you?’


  He held her arm as she stepped unsteadily onto the boat.


  ‘Oh yes. Ever since I was a child. In the sea. On the river. Lakes. Anywhere there are fish.’ The door to the cabin had a heavy padlock on it. He unlocked the thing and placed it in
  his pocket. ‘No point in throwing your bait into a stretch of water without them, is there?’


  ‘A man needs a hobby,’ she said, leaning against the handrail.


  The river here was deserted. Only the scruffy boat opposite to see them. The odd man she’d spotted there was gone.


  ‘It’s not a hobby. It’s a calling.’


  Carefully, making sure she didn’t trip, he led her inside. The cabin was small and cramped and poorly lit. Instead of opening the curtains he turned on a dim yellow overhead light. She sat
  down heavily on a low bench seat beneath the far window by the sort of small table she associated with caravans. There was a newspaper there, a small laptop, a cardboard box full of mobile
  phones.


  ‘A calling?’


  ‘One must prepare, organize, devise strategies. Understand the tides if it’s the sea, the currents if it’s . . .’ He waved at the closed curtains. ‘A stretch of
  water such as the Amstel. Then you prepare your weapons according to the prey. No point in trying to catch a perch on a pike rig, is there?’


  ‘The coffee. I feel a little—’


  ‘Once you identify your target you choose your line, your hook. Then position yourself on the bank or . . .’ He nodded at the stern. ‘The boat. And choose your bait.’


  Chandra found it hard to keep her eyes open. She didn’t feel sick. Didn’t feel drunk. Just hopelessly incapacitated. If this turned wrong somehow, if he wasn’t the man he
  appeared, there’d be no way she could fight back. At that moment she doubted she could even reach the door.


  ‘The bait,’ he repeated, leaning down to look at her very carefully, ‘is important. It must be appropriate, right for the thing you want to catch. Without it your prey will
  never come near.’


  His right hand, so strong, so gentle it had seemed to her, took her by the chin. Then with his left he opened her failing eyelids and stared at her, much as a doctor might.


  ‘Jillian. Do you remember a young woman in Leiden?’


  ‘What . . . ?’


  He sat down next to her, so close his arm touched hers.


  ‘She needed help.’ His face was different, stern and disapproving. ‘Her father was unable to offer that, you see. He was engaged in other matters. The call of duty. Not to his
  family but to others. To a badge. A cause that cared little for him. So he didn’t know his own flesh and blood was in agony.’


  ‘What are you . . . ?’


  Even the words were hard.


  ‘Lie down.’ She couldn’t stop him as he pushed her down on the hard bench seat then pulled out the cushion from beneath. ‘It’ll be easier that way.’


  She did, had no alternative really, and found herself staring at the cream plastic ceiling, head spinning round and round so relentlessly she thought she could feel its whirling motion.


  ‘Let me ask again. Do you remember that young woman?’


  ‘No . . . I . . . what are you talking about?’


  ‘A life.’ His voice had risen. ‘That’s what. A young life lost. Discarded as if it had no value. By a thoughtless bureaucrat whose only thought was for her own career.
  Who believed . . .’


  He pulled up a chair and moved to that, sitting beside her. Then he retrieved a plastic box from the floor, placed it on the table and opened the lid. A leaping fish was etched on the side,
  smiling at the line that had seized it from the water, oblivious to the sharp hook caught in its cheek.


  ‘Believed what?’ he wondered. He raised a finger in the too-hot humid, river-heavy air. ‘Ah. I know.’


  His eyes were on her then and they were cruel, judgemental.


  ‘That there’s no profit in the damaged and needy. No promotion or advantage to be found in a sorry and lost young woman pleading for help, begging for someone to listen to her.
  Aching to be believed.’


  A rag came out of the box. Something from fishing, she thought, since it bore greasy brown marks and filthy organic stains. As easily as if he was wrapping a wound he tied it round her head,
  slipping the stinking gag between her teeth.


  Her breath caught. Her gorge rose.


  Then he reached down and grabbed the long gold necklace she’d picked out carefully, wondering where the day might lead. Raised it in his hand until she could see and ripped it from her
  neck. It didn’t hurt much.


  I am a bloody fool. I drank the wine he brought knowing it should have tasted better. Thinking these things happen to others, never me.


  Jillian Chandra started to moan, tried to shape a pitiful plea for help, for mercy, for anything. But the drug and the gag and the fear meant all she could do was utter a low and pitiful whimper
  that no one heard but him, a man who was not called Pieter, a creature who didn’t care.


  The red silk shirt he ripped off next. By then she was barely conscious at all.


  The uniforms cuffed Marly Kloosterman and put her in the back seat, pushing her head down the way they always did.


  Bakker was still on the call. When she finished she watched the patrol car drive off and said, ‘Nothing. Dirk’s come up with nothing. How the hell are we going to find
  her?’


  Vos pulled a number out of his phone and called. A voice so bright it took him aback said, ‘Ja?’


  ‘Is that Annie Schrijver?’


  ‘It was the last time I checked. Who is this?’


  ‘Brigadier Vos. I really don’t want to bother you—’


  ‘Then don’t,’ she said and the line went dead.


  Bakker watched as he hit redial.


  ‘We need to talk, Annie. It’s not about you. I know it’s painful all the same . . .’


  ‘Don’t you get it, Vos? I’m out of all this.’


  ‘We let Rob Sanders go. I thought you ought to know.’


  A pause and then she said, ‘That was on the news last night. What’s this really about?’


  ‘The man who woke you at Zorgvlied—’


  ‘Do you never give up?’


  ‘Not till it’s done. Do you remember anything—?’


  ‘Yes. He slapped me awake. Made me mumble something to my dad. And straight after that I blacked out again.’


  ‘It wasn’t the one we thought. He’s still loose.’


  She hesitated then said, ‘Can’t help. Your problem. Not mine. Bye.’


  Bakker had been following every word.


  ‘We need someone he dealt with, Pieter. Normally. Not pretending to be someone else.’


  The Zuidas. Zorgvlied. Amstelpark. Everything happened around there. Brouwer surely couldn’t be far away.


  Again he called the park office. The same surly woman answered the phone.


  ‘This is Brigadier Vos from the police. We spoke earlier. You didn’t help me then. If you don’t now I’ll go to your superior and tell them you’re obstructing a
  murder inquiry—’


  ‘What murder inquiry?’ she demanded. ‘You were asking about Toine. He wouldn’t hurt a fly. You should see him with the kids.’


  ‘I need his address.’


  ‘I told you! He’s a volunteer. We don’t—’


  ‘The man has to be insured, for God’s sake,’ Vos barked. ‘He’s driving that train.’


  Silence, then he heard the clattering of keys.


  ‘Well,’ she said eventually. ‘There’s an insurance address. Of course.’


  ‘Where?’


  ‘I’ll be damned. Bovensluis in Willemstad. We’ve been there. It’s a holiday camp. Nearly bought a chalet once but they were a bit pricey. There’s a coincidence.
  Toine never mentioned it—’


  A good hour and a half south of the city. A long commute.


  ‘He didn’t drive all that way, surely.’


  ‘No,’ she agreed. ‘He didn’t.’ It was like pulling teeth.


  ‘So how did he turn up to work? By bike?’


  ‘Now that’s the funny thing.’ She sounded very satisfied with herself. ‘Most people do cycle here. I do. I’d say—’


  ‘Please,’ Vos begged. ‘How?’


  ‘I saw him sometimes. Toine walked. Came in the back way, the little footpath from Amsteldijk. No bike. Just him on foot.’ She thought about that. ‘He must have a place down by
  the water. More money than me . . .’


  Like a winding artery, the river ran south into the open countryside that began beyond Zorgvlied. There was just a single crossing close to the park: the triple bridges that
  carried the busy ring road and the train tracks into the centre. Vos ordered a second team to take the area around the opposing bank. Bakker at the wheel, scanning the low, calm water, he headed
  for the eastern side.


  Five minutes, light flashing, and a funeral procession blocked the single track road at the cemetery. A hearse bedecked with flowers, black saloons filled with grim, dark-suited mourners.


  There was a logical reason Brouwer would have picked this area and he cursed himself for not seeing it. A base here would be close to Braat, make it easy to pounce when he and Launceston found
  their prey, started a new cycle. Before they’d even started assaulting Annie Schrijver in all probability. Maybe they’d invited him round.


  They left the Volvo on the verge and headed for the nearest boats. One empty. On the deck of the other a young woman was busy with yoga on a mat next to a small altar burning incense. She
  didn’t like being disturbed, didn’t recognize Brouwer from the park photo or Chandra from the picture he had on his phone.


  The funeral crawled slowly through the cemetery gates. The track ahead was clear until they reached a restaurant by the water next to a lane leading back into the Zuidas.


  There was a waiter clearing up. Vos flashed the photos and his face lit up.


  ‘They had lunch here.’ He smiled. ‘A friendly one.’


  ‘Do you know where he lives?’


  A frown.


  ‘No. Somewhere close. He’s been here quite a bit. Picky about his wine.’ The waiter pointed down the river. ‘They went off that way. She looked a bit worse for wear. Two
  glasses of white. I ask you.’


  The next boat was a wreck. Vos was about to climb on board when someone shouted, ‘Hi!’


  Across the water, on the other bank, a tall man sat on a canvas chair in the stern of a cruiser. He had a fishing rod in one hand and a can of beer in the other. The hat he wore was familiar:
  floppy, broad, dark.


  ‘What kept you, Vos?’ he cried.


  A bleary-looking individual of around sixty, bearded, probably half drunk, emerged from the barge in front of them.


  ‘Who the hell are you two?’ he asked.


  ‘Police. I want your rowing boat.’


  ‘Didn’t say the magic word.’


  ‘No, mate,’ Bakker said, untying the battered dinghy from the bank. ‘We didn’t.’


  Vos hadn’t rowed since the days when he used to take his daughter out on the lake at the park. He sculled across the grey-green water, watching Toine Brouwer sit idly on the back of his
  boat, casting, recasting, sending his line out into the depths.


  ‘Call in backup,’ Vos told Bakker. ‘Medics too.’


  When they got there she was first off, gun out, heading for the cruiser.


  The cabin was empty. There were clothes strewn across the timber floor. A navy jacket. A torn silk shirt. Underwear.


  Vos got past her and went to the back. An open cooler box stood next to the door, cans of beer poking out from ice.


  Brouwer reeled in the line then swung something onto the boat: a stiff perch, spines, slime and blood, entangled in a set of fierce triple hooks. Dead bait, he said, unpicking it from the sharp
  metal, then threw the fish over the side, stood up and cast the empty rig very deliberately towards a patch of water close to mid-stream.


  Bakker walked round him, weapon out, tense.


  Toine Brouwer scowled at her, disappointed.


  ‘Put that thing away, young lady. I’d rather not break your arm.’ He nodded at the beers. ‘Help yourself.’


  ‘Where is she?’ Vos asked.


  He had bright eyes, the ghost of a smile, blood on his thick fingers as he reeled in his line.


  ‘I knew I should have quit this place earlier. But the fishing. It’s too good to waste.’


  He eyed Bakker’s gun again.


  ‘Put it away, Laura,’ Vos ordered.


  With a grunt she holstered the weapon. There was nothing else near the boat. Just fields behind with a ragged line of bushes, shrubs and weeds. And the river. Vos couldn’t stop thinking
  about the river.


  Brouwer nodded and said, ‘Thanks. You found me how exactly?’


  ‘We looked,’ Bakker told him.


  The smile turned grim.


  ‘Time you started, wasn’t it?’


  He heaved his rod up hard, striking at something beneath the water, trying to find purchase for those sharp triple hooks.


  ‘Oh!’ Brouwer’s eyes lit up as the tip bent double. ‘See. I said it was a good day for fishing.’


  Something was getting dragged from the depths.


  Bakker was on the phone, talking to control.


  ‘Jillian Chandra?’ Vos began.


  He wasn’t answering that question.


  ‘As I said . . . you miss things. A pity. Everyone says you’re a good man. My daughter especially and she’s no fool. How’s your dog? I’d never have hurt him. Not
  willingly.’


  Vos walked over and sat on the side of the boat. The line ran taut into the water, forty-five degrees. Brouwer was having to work hard to bring in whatever was on the end.


  ‘I’m sorry we didn’t do better. Didn’t find Lucas Kramer. Jillian Chandra isn’t responsible for your daughter’s death. She doesn’t
  deserve—’


  A scowl and he saw the violence in the man.


  ‘Please. Don’t demean yourself. Life’s not about what you deserve. It’s about what you take. What you get.’ A shrug and another hard heave at the line.
  ‘Still. Thanks for not saying it.’


  ‘Saying what?’


  ‘That my girl was beyond saving anyway. The damage was done. I was invisible. Her mother had given up. Had we been paying attention . . . Still, you should have done better.’


  ‘It’s not easy. Trying to stitch the world back together as fast as people manage to break it.’


  Brouwer glared at him for that.


  ‘Are you talking about me? Surely not. I spent most of my adult life working for the same people as you. What did I get in return?’ He raised the rod again and reeled in more tight
  line. ‘A bullet in the hip. A funeral I never hoped to see. One daughter dead. The other, her life ruined. A bastard for a husband who walked out just when she needed him. Night after night
  of agony wondering why I didn’t see any of it coming. Why?’


  Bakker was off the phone, scanning the area round the boat.


  ‘Because I was being you. Caring about what others wanted when I should have been thinking about my own.’


  ‘It’s the job,’ Laura Bakker cut in. ‘You can’t blame yourself for that.’


  Puzzled, he said, ‘Mostly I don’t.’


  Ten metres away a swirl of dark green weed appeared, writhing in the current like a long, sleek serpent.


  A powerful draw on the rod, so bent it seemed about to break, then the thing broke the sluggish green surface just beyond the boat.


  It was a blue tarpaulin bundle a couple of metres long. Black tape round the sides.


  ‘Shit,’ Bakker cried and grabbed the rod from him.


  Toine Brouwer let her, stood up, wiped his hands, went to the cool box and picked out another beer. While he popped it Vos found a grubby cloth among the fishing gear, took hold of the line,
  tugged hard. The two of them hauled in the blue bundle, hand over hand.


  When it was close enough Vos reached out and took hold of the edge, pulling it into the boat. A minute and more effort and then they had the thing on the deck.


  ‘That’s the delight of fishing,’ Brouwer declared, raising his beer to them. ‘The serendipity. The surprise. You never really know what’s down there. You never see
  what’s coming up next.’


  She had her knife out, was sawing at the black tape, band by band. Vos tore at the plastic from the top as soon as he could. The tarpaulin opened. Dark green and slimy weed came pouring out.


  Then a hand, bloodless and limp, two fingers clearly broken, flesh and bone showing through.


  Vos ripped away the remaining ties. The rank stink of the river hit them and they saw a face streaked with weed, covered in bruises, a ragged cut above the eyes, a grimace halfway to a dead
  smile, neck to one side at a crazy angle.


  Brouwer came and looked. Rob Sanders lay a stiff, drenched and bloodied corpse on the cruiser’s shiny white deck.


  ‘You should know . . . I’m a tidy man. I hate loose ends. When the news said you’d let him free, well . . .’ He shrugged. ‘It seems to be my lot in life to do the
  jobs that others deem beneath them.’


  Vos took the corner of the plastic shroud and covered the dead man’s face.


  ‘Where’s Commissaris Chandra?’ Bakker demanded.


  Brouwer sat down in the canvas chair, cut the fishing line with scissors and started to tidy away the gear, whistling to himself all the while. She lost it then, was yelling at him, too close. A
  trick.


  ‘Laura . . .’ Vos began, starting for them.


  Brouwer moved. Arms up, one quick punch, he reached round, seized the Walther from her holster. Stood behind her, one hand round her neck, the other jabbing the barrel of the gun to her
  skull.


  ‘You heard me, girl?’ he asked, holding her tight as she struggled in his arms. ‘Choose your time. Else the time chooses you and there’s a world of hurt.’


  ‘Let her go,’ Vos said, measuring the moment, wondering how and when to strike.


  He didn’t need to. The barrel of the gun came away from Bakker’s temple and Brouwer shoved her back towards the cabin.


  ‘We’re supposed to teach them lessons, Vos. This one needs them.’


  There was the sound of a vehicle coming from the direction of the bridge. A blue light. A patrol car. Then another racing along the single track from the opposite direction.


  Vos took a step towards him, held out his hand.


  ‘Give me the gun. I want to know where Jillian Chandra is.’


  ‘Don’t want much, do you?’ He shook his head. A shadow of despair darkened his face, a sign of a moment approaching.


  The nose of the weapon nudged through Brouwer’s close-clipped grey hair.


  ‘Can you begin to imagine what memories, what sights I’ve got in here?’


  Vos shrugged.


  ‘You put them there. No one else.’


  ‘I did. And I don’t regret it. But if you think a man like me’s going to fester in jail . . .’


  Vos looked surprised.


  ‘So you really want your daughter to stand in the dock alone? No one else to blame. No one by her side. No one to share the guilt. Not very brave. Or loving. The action of a caring parent.
  Is that what this is? Toine? Just an act? You’re nothing but a common murderer?’


  The man’s hard grey eyes were on him.


  ‘I made Marly do it.’ He glanced at Bakker. ‘I threatened her. You’re my witnesses. You tell them that.’


  The patrols were stopping in the lane. Two officers in each. The first pair saw them, came over, guns out. Vos waved them back, told them to start searching the river bank.


  ‘All I ever wanted was for what happened to Hanna to be remembered. By you. By kids who walk out into the night and think there’s nothing there but pleasure.’


  ‘Won’t be like that,’ Vos told him. ‘They won’t even know her name.’


  The gun came away. The barrel waved towards them.


  ‘The only thing they’ll remember is a police officer who turned as bad as the men he hated. It’s Marly who’ll pay. How many years do you think she’ll spend inside?
  What—’


  ‘This was me! All of it. You’re my witnesses. I forced her . . .’


  Vos shook his head.


  ‘I didn’t hear that. I’ll say you told us it was her idea. She brought you here. Made you feel so guilty you had no choice. She arranged for De Graaf’s release. Found
  Braat. Helped you kill the others and kept Lucas Kramer for herself. You were just the means. The plans were hers.’


  ‘I heard that too,’ Bakker added. ‘How the pair of you let a damaged young woman be a victim twice over . . .’


  ‘I saved that girl! Marly didn’t even know until I called her. Tell them . . .’


  Bakker reached for her plastic cuffs.


  ‘You tell them, mate. We won’t.’


  ‘There’s blood enough already,’ Vos said, holding out his hand. ‘Where’s Chandra?’


  Toine Brouwer looked at the crooked corpse by his feet. He turned the gun on Vos, then Bakker, mouthed one word for each: bang.


  Then pulled the trigger, fired into thin air. Ducks and geese flew up from the rushes, squawking, terrified. He watched their anxious wings flap into the pale blue September sky, lobbed the
  weapon out over the river, turned his back, held his hands behind him, waiting.


  ‘Deal with it,’ Vos said and before the words were out she was clasping the cuffs round Toine Brouwer’s wrists.


  From the river bank came a shout.


  They were young. Inexperienced. Wary. Scared. Two young men in uniform who’d blundered into the bushes by the gravel track that ran beside the Amstel. Standing there
  wide-eyed, waiting to be told what to do when Vos pushed through.


  A shape lay at the bottom of a rough gulley half filled with water.


  ‘Medics?’ Vos said. ‘The ambulance?’


  On the way, one muttered. Things didn’t happen in an instant. Mistakes weren’t remedied in a heartbeat. Blunders went unnoticed until all you could do was mourn too late their
  making.


  You’re a clumsy man, Vos.


  You miss things.


  There was a shroud in the mud. A bed sheet by the looks of it, soiled and bloody, swaddled round something that didn’t move.


  Laura Bakker came to stand by him, hand to her mouth, eyes glistening. Behind was the sound of argument as the other uniforms crammed Toine Brouwer’s big frame into their car.


  Vos scrambled down the greasy bank, tripping, stumbling into the pit. Cold sludge came up to his ankles then his knees as he struggled towards the sad bundle.


  ‘Get the damned ambulance!’ Vos yelled, not taking his eyes away.


  A clumsy man.


  It wasn’t that. Sometimes you didn’t see enough. Sometimes the burden was so heavy it was easier to give up and look the other way. Not that it made the thing you were supposed to
  look at invisible. All it did was wait.


  Head to toe the dirty fabric covered her. At one end there was blood leaking through the cotton.


  Gingerly, with shaking fingers, he began to unroll the sheet.


  Jillian Chandra was naked underneath, dirt on her brown skin, mucky gag around her mouth.


  He reached for her wrist. Breath held tight, trying to hear the commotion growing behind him, he waited.


  Cold flesh met his fingers as they reached for the soft hollow of her throat, felt for something there, the seconds ticking away in his head.


  Vos eased the gag free. After what felt like an age the gentlest beat came back.


  ‘Jillian . . .’


  The first time he’d ever called her by that name.


  Maybe that made a difference. Her olive eyes opened and she looked at him, half-doped, half-stupid, baffled, scared. Just the slightest flash of anger too and he was glad to see it.


  ‘We’re here. You’re safe. It’ll be fine.’


  A klaxon sounded somewhere. The medics turning up at last.


  She started coughing then sobbing, a deep, hurt sound, someone waking from a foul and unimaginable dream.


  He tugged the cotton sheet round her. Then saw it. The thing that made the stain.


  Three words scrawled on her shoulder, black ink, red blood and shredded skin. The tattoo, a last gift from an angry father determined to leave his mark upon the world.


  Sleep Baby Sleep.


  ‘You’ll be fine,’ Vos lied again.


  


  The House of Dolls


  by


  DAVID HEWSON


  Where dark secrets lurk behind every door . . .


  Anneliese Vos, sixteen-year-old daughter of Amsterdam detective Pieter Vos, disappeared three years ago in mysterious circumstances. Her distraught father’s desperate
  search reveals nothing and results in his departure from the police force.


  Pieter now lives in a broken-down houseboat in the colourful Amsterdam neighbourhood of the Jordaan. One day, while Vos is wasting time at the Rijksmuseum staring at a doll’s house that
  seems to be connected in some way to the case, Laura Bakker, a misfit trainee detective from the provinces, visits him. She’s come to tell him that Katja Prins, daughter of an important local
  politician, has gone missing in circumstances similar to Anneliese’s.


  In the company of the intriguing and awkward Bakker, Vos finds himself drawn back into the life of a detective. A life which he thought he had left behind. Hoping against hope that somewhere
  will lie a clue to the fate of Anneliese, the daughter he blames himself for losing . . .


  


  The Wrong Girl


  by


  DAVID HEWSON


  She knew they would come for her. How long can she wait?


  The arrival of Sinterklaas is an annual event which marks a high point in Amsterdam’s calendar. The city is full of children trying to get a glimpse of their hero, and
  the police are out in force to manage the crowded streets and waterways.


  Detective Pieter Vos is on duty with his young assistant, Laura Bakker, when the alarm is raised. A young girl wearing a pink jacket seems to have been kidnapped, but the ransom is not as
  expected, and it seems there could be a case of mistaken identity.


  In the city of vice, tension runs high with opposing gangs protecting their individual patches and the security forces and the police frequently clashing over responsibility. When the
  perpetrator’s horrifying demands become clear, the investigation is stepped up. What the police uncover is an operation so sinister, with such far-reaching implications internationally, that
  they have to work around the clock to find the true heart of evil – before it’s too late.


  


  Little Sister


  by


  DAVID HEWSON


  Their family was killed. The price must be paid.


  The Timmers sisters, Kim and Mia, were just eleven years old when they were accused of murdering the lead singer of a world-famous pop band in the Dutch fishing village of
  Volendam. They believed he was responsible for the death of their family, including their sister known as Little Jo.


  Ten years have passed and it is now time for their release from Marken, the local psychiatric institution.


  Pieter Vos, a detective with the Amsterdam police, is given cause to re-open the case when the girls disappear along with the nurse responsible for escorting them to a halfway house. The
  investigation uncovers a shocking cover-up which leaves one of Vos’s closest colleagues under scrutiny.


  


  Praise for The Killing


  ‘Turns television gold into literary gold’


  Daily Telegraph


  ‘A very fine novel, which is more of a re-imagining of the original story than a carbon copy – and with the bonus of a brand new twist to the ending’


  Daily Mail


  ‘David Hewson’s literary translation . . . allows the characters more room to breathe . . . Hewson’s greatest achievement is that it’s compelling
  reading’


  Observer


  ‘Not just a novelization. Hewson is a highly regarded crime writer in his own right; he spent a lot of time with the creators of the original to ensure that he did not
  offend its spirit and mood, and he has provided his own, different solution to the central murder mystery’


  The Times


  ‘A fast-paced crime novel that’s five-star from start to finish’


  Irish Examiner


  ‘The book is an excellent read in which the author manages to dig deeper into the characters without having to rewrite their original television characterization. For
  those who haven’t seen the series, this is a very cleverly constructed and beautifully written crime drama; for those who already know the ending, a new twist awaits’


  Irish Times


  


  Praise for the Amsterdam Detective series


  ‘Dark and atmospheric . . . breathless pacing’


  Linwood Barclay


  ‘David Hewson wrote a series featuring the Roman cop Nic Costa, then much-praised novelizations of the TV series The Killing, set in Copenhagen. He’s now
  had equal success in capturing the atmosphere and criminal culture of Amsterdam’


  The Times


  ‘Brimming with action and drama’


  Playlist


  ‘It is rare to find an author whose works seem entirely original. Hewson’s do


  ’ Literary Review


  ‘Hewson provides a cast of fascinating suspects and some haunting imagery and motifs as Vos wades through the murk and mud to a thrilling and unexpected denouement. Crime
  writing from a master of the genre’


  Lancashire Evening Post


  ‘When Hewson hits his stride it feels like you’re being treated to a masterclass in crime writing. If you have a penchant for Euro-crime procedurals, [this] is an
  essential new series’


  Crime Fiction Lover


  ‘The issues covered are up to the minute and the ending is realistic. Highly recommended’


  The Book Bag


  


  SLEEP BABY SLEEP


  Former Sunday Times journalist David Hewson is well known for his crime-thriller fiction set in European cities. He is the author of the highly acclaimed The
  Killing novels set in Denmark and the Detective Nic Costa series set in Italy. The Killing trilogy is based on the BAFTA award-winning Danish TV series created by Søren
  Sveistrup and produced by DR, the Danish Broadcasting Corporation.


  Hewson’s ability to capture the sense of place and atmosphere in his fiction comes from spending considerable research time in the cities in which the books are set: Copenhagen, Rome,
  Venice and now Amsterdam. Sleep Baby Sleep is the fourth title to feature Detective Pieter Vos, following The House of Dolls, The Wrong Girl and Little
  Sister.
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