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Stopping to use a cash machine one evening, a man falls to the ground: dead. A taxi driver is
brutally murdered by two teenage girls who demonstrate a complete lack of remorse. One girl
escapes police custody and disappears without trace. Soon afterwards, a blackout covers half
the country. When an engineer arrives at the malfunctioning power station, he makes a grisly
discovery...Inspector Kurt Wallander is sure that these events must be linked - somehow.
Hampered by the discovery of betrayals in his own team, lonely and frustrated, Wallander
begins to lose conviction in his role as a detective.And somehow these criminals seem always to
know the police's next move.

“Breathless, relentlessly compulsive. . . . A remarkable literary contribution.”—The New York
Times Book Review“One of the most powerful autobiographies of the 20th century. . . .
Overwhelming in its impact.”—Los Angeles Times“A searing and utterly extraordinary
memoir. . . . Unflinching, resonant and simply important. . . . The book is magnificent in every
sentence.”—Claire Messud, Newsday “Vehement and fascinating. . . . Arguably his finest work.”—
The Washington PostAbout the AuthorThomas Bernhard was born in Holland in 1931 and grew
up in Austria. He studied music at the Akademie Mozarteum in Salzburg. In 1957 he began a
second career, as a playwright, poet, and novelist. The winner of the three most distinguished
and coveted literary prizes awarded in Germany, he has become one of the most widely
translated and admired writers of his generation. He published nine novels, an autobiography,
one volume of poetry, four collections of short stories, and six volumes of plays. Thomas
Bernhard died in Austria in 1989.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.The
Grillparzer PrizeFor the awarding of the Grillparzer Prize of the Academy of Sciences in Vienna I
had to buy a suit, as I had suddenly realized two hours before the presentation that I couldn’t
appear at this doubtless extraordinary ceremony in trousers and a pullover, and so I had actually
made the decision on the so-called Graben to go to the Kohlmarkt and outfit myself with
appropriate formality, to which end, based on previous shopping for socks on several occasions,
I picked the best-known gentleman’s outfitters with the descriptive name Sir Anthony, if I
remember correctly it was nine forty-five when I went into Sir Anthony’s salon, the award
ceremony for the Grillparzer Prize was at eleven, so I had plenty of time. I intended to buy myself
the best pure-wool suit in anthracite, even if it was off the peg, with matching socks, a tie, and an
Arrow shirt in fine cloth, striped gray and blue. The difficulty of initially making oneself
understood in the so-called finer emporiums is well-known, even if the customer immediately
says what he’s looking for in the most concise terms, at first he’ll be stared at incredulously until
he repeats what he wants. But naturally the salesman he’s talking to hasn’t taken it in yet. So it
took longer than it need have that time in Sir Anthony to be led to the relevant racks. In fact the



arrangement of this shop was already familiar to me from buying socks there and I myself knew
better than the salesman where to find the suit I was looking for. I walked over to the rack with
the suits in question and pointed to one particular example, which the salesman took down from
the rod to hold up for my inspection. I checked the quality of the material and even tried it on in
the dressing room. I bent forward several times and leaned back and found that the trousers fit. I
put on the jacket, turned around several times in front of the mirror, raised my arms and lowered
them again, the jacket fit like the trousers. I walked around the shop in the suit a little bit, and
took the opportunity to find the shirt and the socks. Finally I said I would keep the suit on, and I
also wanted to put on the shirt and the socks. I found a tie, put it on, tightened it as much as I
could, inspected myself once more in the mirror, paid, and went out. They had packed my old
trousers and pullover in a bag with “Sir Anthony” on it, so with this bag in my hand, I crossed the
Kohlmarkt to meet my aunt, with whom I was going to rendezvous in the Gerstner Restaurant on
the Kärnterstrasse, up on the second floor. We wanted to eat a sandwich in order to forestall any
malaise or even fainting episode during the proceedings. My aunt had already been to
Gerstner’s, she had already classified my sartorial transformation as acceptable, and uttered her
famous well, all right. Until this moment I hadn’t worn a suit for years, yes until then I had always
appeared in nothing but trousers and pullover, even to the theater if I went at all, I only went in
trousers and pullover, mainly in gray wool trousers and a bright red, coarse-knit sheep’s-wool
pullover that a well-disposed American had given me right after the war. In this outfit, I
remember, I had traveled to Venice several times and gone to the famous theater at La Fenice,
once to a production of Monteverdi’s Tancredi directed by Vittorio Gui, and I had been with these
trousers and pullover in Rome, in Palermo, in Taormina, and in Florence, and in almost all the
other capitals of Europe, apart from the fact that I have almost always worn these articles of
clothing at home, the shabbier the trousers and pullover, the more I loved them, for years people
only saw me in these trousers and this pullover, I’ve worn these pieces of clothing for more than
a quarter of a century. Suddenly, on the Graben as I said and two hours before the awarding of
the Grillparzer Prize, I found these pieces of clothing, which had grown in these decades to be a
second skin, to be unsuitable for an honor connected with the name Grillparzer which would
take place in the Academy of Sciences. Sitting down in the Gerstner I suddenly had the feeling
the trousers were too tight for me, I thought it’s probably the way all new trousers feel, and the
jacket suddenly felt too tight and also as regards the jacket, I thought this is normal. I ordered a
sandwich and drank a glass of beer with it. So who had won this so-called Grillparzer Prize
before me, asked my aunt, and for the moment the only name that came to me was Gerhart
Hauptmann, I’d read that once and that was the occasion I learned of the existence of the
Grillparzer Prize for the first time. The prize is not awarded regularly, only on a case-by-case
basis, I said, and I thought that it was now six or seven years between awards, maybe
sometimes only five, I didn’t know exactly, I still don’t know today. Also this awarding of the prize
was naturally making me nervous and I tried to distract myself and my aunt from the fact that
there was only half an hour before the ceremony began, I described the outrageousness of my



deciding on the Graben to buy a suit for the ceremony and that it had been self-evident that I
would find the shop on the Kohlmarkt which stocks English suits by Chester Barry and Burberry.
Why, I had asked myself again, shouldn’t I buy a top-quality suit, even if it is off the peg, and now
the suit I was wearing was a suit made by Barry. My aunt again only focused on the material and
was happy with the English quality. Again she said her famous well, all right. About the cut,
nothing. It was classic. She was very happy about the fact that the Academy of Sciences was
awarding me that Grillparzer Prize today, she said, and proud, but more happy than proud, and
she got to her feet and I followed her out of the Gerstner and down onto the street. We had only
a few steps to walk to the Academy of Sciences. The bag with “Sir Anthony” on it had become
deeply repellent to me, but I couldn’t change things. I’ll hand over the bag before going into the
Academy of Sciences, I thought. Some friends who didn’t want to miss me being honored were
also on their way, we met them in the entrance hall of the Academy. A lot of people were already
gathered there and it looked as if the hall was already full. The friends left us in peace and we
looked around the hall for some important person to greet us. I walked up and down the entrance
hall of the Academy several times with my aunt, but nobody took even the slightest notice of us.
So let’s go in, I said, and thought, inside the hall some important person will greet me and lead
me to the appropriate place with my aunt. Everything in the hall indicated tremendous
festiveness and I literally had the sensation that my knees were trembling. My aunt, too, kept
looking, as I did, for an important person to greet us. In vain. So we simply stood in the entrance
to the hall and waited. But people were pushing past us and kept bumping into us and we had to
recognize that we had chosen the least suitable place to wait. Well, is no one going to receive
us? we thought. We looked around. The hall was already just about packed and all for the sole
purpose of my being awarded the Grillparzer Prize of the Academy of Sciences, I thought. And
no one is greeting me and my aunt. At the age of eighty-one she looked wonderful, elegant,
intelligent, and in these moments she seemed to be brave as never before. Now various
musicians from the Philharmonic had also taken their places at the front of the podium and
everything was pointing to the beginning of the ceremony. But not one person had taken any
notice of us, who were supposed to be the centerpiece. So I suddenly had an idea: we’ll just go
in, I said to my aunt, and sit in the middle of the hall where there are still a few free seats, and
we’ll wait. We went into the hall and found those free seats in the middle of the hall, many people
had to stand and complained to us as we forced our way past them. So now we were sitting in
the tenth or eleventh row in the middle of the hall of the Academy of Sciences and we waited. All
the so-called guests of honor had now taken their places. But of course the ceremony didn’t
begin. And only I and my aunt knew why. Up front on the podium at ever-decreasing intervals
excited gentlemen were running this way and that as if they were looking for something, namely
me. The running this way and that by the gentlemen on the podium went on for a while, during
which unrest was already breaking out in the hall. In the meantime the Minister for Sciences had
arrived and taken her seat in the front row. She was greeted by the President of the Academy,
whose name was Hunger, and led to her chair. A whole line of other so-called dignitaries who



were unknown to me were greeted and led to the first or second row. Suddenly I saw a
gentleman on the podium whisper something into the ear of another gentleman while
simultaneously pointing into the tenth or eleventh row with an outstretched hand, I was the only
one who knew he was pointing at me. What happened next is as follows: The gentleman who
had whispered something into the ear of the other gentleman and pointed at me went down into
the hall and right to my row and made his way along to me. Yes, he said, why are you sitting here
when you’re the most important person in this celebration and not up front in the first row where
we, he actually said we, where we have reserved two places for you and your companion? Yes,
why? he asked again and it seemed as if all eyes in the hall were on me and the gentleman. The
President, said the gentleman, is asking you please to come to the front, so please come to the
front, your seat is right next to the Minister, Herr Bernhard. Yes I said if it’s that simple, but
naturally I will only go into the first row if President Hunger has requested me personally to do
so, it goes without saying only if President Hunger is inviting me personally to do so. My aunt
said nothing during this scene and the guests of the ceremony all looked at us and the
gentleman went back along the whole row and then toward the front and whispered something
from beside the Minister into President Hunger’s ear. After this there was much unrest in the hall,
only the tuning-up by the players from the Philharmonic stopped it from becoming something
really ugly and I saw that President Hunger was laboriously making his way toward me. Now is
the time to stand firm, I thought, demonstrate my intransigence, courage, single-mindedness. I’m
not going to go and meet them, I thought, just as (in the deepest sense of the word) they didn’t
meet me. When President Hunger reached me, he said he was sorry, what he was sorry for, he
didn’t say. Please would I be kind enough to come with my aunt to the front row, my seat and my
aunt’s were between the Minister and him. So my aunt and I followed President Hunger into the
front row. When we had sat down and an indefinable murmur had spread throughout the hall, the
ceremony could begin. I think the men from the Philharmonic played a piece by Mozart. Then
there were several longer or shorter speeches about Grillparzer. The one time I glanced over at
Minister Firnberg, that was her name, she had fallen asleep, which hadn’t escaped President
Hunger either, for the Minister was snoring, even if very quietly, she was snoring, she was
snoring the quiet, world-famous ministerial snore. My aunt was following the so-called ceremony
with the greatest attention, when some turn of phrase in one of the speeches sounded too stupid
or even too comical, she gave me a complicit glance. The two of us were having our own
experience. Finally, after about an hour and a half, President Hunger stood up and went to the
podium and announced the awarding of the Grillparzer Prize to me. He read out a few words of
praise about my work, not without naming some titles of plays that were supposed to be by me
but which I hadn’t actually written, and listed a row of European famous names who had been
singled out for the prize before me. Herr Bernhard was receiving the prize for his play A Feast for
Boris, said Hunger (the play that had been appallingly badly acted a year before by the
Burgtheater company in the Academy Theater), and then, as if to embrace me, he opened his
arms wide. The signal for me to step onto the podium had arrived. I stood up and went to



Hunger. He shook my hand and gave me a so-called award certificate of a tastelessness, like
every other award certificate I have ever received, that was beyond comparison. I hadn’t
intended to say anything on the podium, I hadn’t been asked to do so at all. So in order to choke
off my embarrassment, I said a brief Thank you! and went back down into the hall and sat down.
Whereupon Herr Hunger also sat down and the musicians from the Philharmonic played a piece
by Beethoven. While the musicians from the Phil- harmonic were playing, I thought over the
entire ceremony now ending, whose peculiarity and tastelessness and mindlessness naturally
had not yet had the chance to register in my consciousness. The musicians from the
Philharmonic had barely finished playing when up stood Minister Firnberg and, immediately,
President Hunger and both of them went to the podium. Now everyone in the hall had stood up
and was pushing toward the podium, toward the Minister naturally and President Hunger who
was talking to the Minister. I stood with my aunt, dumbfounded and increasingly at a loss, and
we listened to the rising hubbub of a myriad of voices. After a time the Minister looked around
and asked in a voice in which inimitable arrogance competed with stupidity: So, where is the little
poet? I had been standing right next to her but I didn’t dare to make myself known. I took my aunt
and we left the hall. Unhindered and without a single person having taken any notice of us, we
left the Academy of Sciences at around one o’clock. Outside, friends were waiting for us. With
these friends, we went to have lunch in the place called the Gösser Bierklinik. A philosopher, an
architect, their wives, and my brother. All entertaining people. I no longer remember what we ate.
When I was asked during the meal how large the prize money was, it was the first time I really
took in the fact that the prize had no money attached to it at all. My own humiliation then struck
me as common impudence. But it’s one of the greatest honors that can be bestowed on an
Austrian, to receive the Grillparzer Prize of the Academy of Sciences, said someone at the table,
I think it was the architect. It was huge, said the philosopher. My brother, as always on such
occasions, said nothing. After the meal I suddenly had the feeling that the newly bought suit was
far too tight and went into the shop on the Kohlmarkt, Sir Anthony I mean, and said to them in a
fairly brash way but still with perfect politeness that I wished to exchange the suit, I had just
bought the suit, as they knew, but it was at least one size too small. It was my firmness that made
the salesman I was speaking to go straight to the rack from which my suit had come. Without
objection he let me slip into the same suit but one size larger and I immediately felt that this suit
fit. How could I have thought only a few hours ago that the one-size-smaller suit fit me? I
clutched my head. Now I was wearing the suit that actually fit and I left the shop with the greatest
sense of relief. Whoever buys the suit I have just returned, I thought, has no idea that it’s been
with me at the awarding of the Grillparzer Prize of the Academy of Sciences in Vienna. It was an
absurd thought, and at this absurd thought I took heart. I spent a most enjoyable day with my
aunt and we kept laughing over the people at Sir Anthony, who had let me exchange my suit
without objections, although I had already worn it to the awarding of the Grillparzer Prize in the
Academy of Sciences. That they were so obliging is something about the people in Sir Anthony
in the Kohlmarkt that I shall never forget.Read more
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CatalystChapter OneThe wind died down toward evening, then stopped completely.He was
standing on the balcony. Some days he could see a sliver of ocean between the buildings across
the way. Right now it was too dark. Sometimes he set up his telescope and looked into the
lighted windows of the other apartments. But he always started to feel as if someone was onto
him and then he would stop.The stars were very clear and bright.It’s already fall, he thought.
There may even be a touch of frost tonight, though it’s early for Scania.A car drove by. He
shivered and went back in. The door to the balcony was hard to close and needed some
adjustment. He added it to the to-do list he kept on a pad of paper in the kitchen.He walked into
the living room, pausing in the doorway to look around. Since it was Sunday, the place was
immaculately clean. It gave him a feeling of satisfaction.He sat down at his desk and pulled out
the thick journal he kept in one of the drawers. As usual, he began by reading his entry from the
night before.Saturday, the fourth of October, 1997. Gusty winds, 8–10 meters per second
according to the National Weather Service. Broken cloud formations. Temperature at six o’clock:
seven degrees Celsius. Temperature at two o’clock: eight degrees Celsius.Below that he had
added four sentences.No activity in c-space today. No messages. C doesn’t reply when
prompted. All is calm.He removed the lid of the ink pot and carefully dipped the nib in the ink. It
had been his father’s pen, one his father had saved from his early days as an assistant clerk at a
bank in Tomelilla. He never used any other pen for writing in his journal.The wind died away as
he was writing. The thermometer outside the kitchen window read three degrees Celsius. The
sky was clear. He made a note of the fact that cleaning the apartment had taken three hours and
twenty-five minutes. That was ten minutes faster than last Sunday.He had also taken a short



walk down to the marina, after meditating in Saint Maria’s church for thirty minutes.He hesitated,
then wrote, Short walk in the evening.He pressed the blotting paper over the few lines he had
just written, wiped off the pen, and replaced the lid of the ink pot.Before shutting the journal, he
glanced over at the old ship’s clock that stood next to him on the desk. It was twenty minutes
past eleven.He walked out into the hall, put on his leather jacket, and pulled on an old pair of
rubber boots. He stuck a hand in his pocket to make sure he had his wallet and his keys.Once he
was down on the street, he stood in the shadows for a while and looked around. There was no
one there, just as he had expected. He started walking down to the left, as he usually did,
crossing the highway to Malmö and heading down toward the department stores and the red
brick building that housed the Tax Authorities. He increased his speed until he found his usual
smooth evening rhythm. He walked quickly in the daytime to get his heart rate up, but the
evening walks had a different purpose. This was when he tried to empty his mind, preparing for
sleep and the day to come.Outside one of the department stores, he passed a woman with a
German shepherd. He almost always bumped into her on his evening walks. A car drove by at
high speed, music blaring.They have no inkling of what’s in store for them, he thought. All these
hooligans who drive around permanently damaging their hearing with their obnoxious music.
They don’t know. They know as little as that woman out walking her dog.The thought cheered
him up. He thought about the power he wielded, the sense of being one of the chosen. He had
the power to do away with the hardened, corrupt ways of this society and create a new order,
something completely unexpected.He stopped and looked up at the night sky.Nothing is truly
comprehensible, he thought. My own life is as incomprehensible as the fact that the light I now
see from the stars has been traveling for eons. The only source of meaning is my own course of
action, like the deal that I was offered twenty years ago and that I accepted without hesitation.He
continued on his way, increasing his speed because his thoughts were making him excited. He
felt a growing sense of impatience. They had waited so long for this. Now the moment was
approaching when they would open the invisible dams and watch their tidal wave sweep over the
world.But not yet. The moment was not quite here, and impatience was a weakness he would
not permit himself.He turned and started back. As he walked past the Tax Authority, he decided
to go to the cash machine in the plaza. He put his hand over the pocket where he kept his wallet.
He wasn’t going to make a withdrawal, just get an account balance and make sure all was as it
should be.He stopped in the light by the ATM and took out his card. The woman with the
German shepherd was long gone. A heavily loaded truck drove past on the Malmö highway,
probably on its way to one of the Poland ferries. By the sound of it, the muffler was damaged.He
fed his card into the slot, punched in his code, and selected the button for account balance. The
machine returned his card and he slipped it back into his wallet. He listened to the whirring and
clicking and smiled. If they only knew, he thought. If people only knew what lay in store for
them.The white slip of paper with his account balance slid out of the slot. He felt around for his
glasses before he realized he had left them in his other coat. He felt a twinge of irritation at this
oversight.He walked over to the place under the street lamp where the light was strongest and



studied the slip of paper.There was Friday’s withdrawal, as well as the cash he had taken out the
day before. His balance was 9,765 kronor. Everything was in order.What happened next came
without warning.It was as if he had been kicked by a horse. The pain was sudden and violent.He
fell forward with the white piece of paper clutched in his hand.As his head hit the asphalt he had
a final moment of clarity. His last thought was that he didn’t understand what was
happening.Then a darkness enveloped him from all sides.It was just past midnight on Monday,
the 6th of October, 1997.A second truck on its way to the night ferry drove by.Then calm
returned to the streets once more.Chapter TwoWhen Kurt Wallander got into his car on
Mariagatan in Ystad, on the morning of the 6th of October, 1997, it was with reluctance. It was a
little after eight o’clock. He drove out of the city, wondering what had possessed him to say he
would go. He had a deep and passionate dislike of funerals, and yet that was exactly what he
was on his way to attend. Since he had plenty of time, he decided against taking the direct route
to Malmö. Instead, he took the coastal highway toward Svarte and Trelleborg. He glimpsed the
sea on his left-hand side. A ferry was approaching the harbor.He thought about the fact that this
was his fourth funeral in seven years. First there had been his colleague Rydberg, who died of
cancer. It had been a protracted and painful end. Wallander had often visited him in the hospital
where he lay slowly wasting away. Rydberg’s death had been a huge blow. Rydberg was the one
who had made a police officer out of him. He had taught Wallander to ask the right questions.
Through watching him work, Wallander had slowly learned how to read the information hidden at
the scene of a crime. Before he started working with Rydberg, Wallander had been a very
average policeman. It was only after many years, after Rydberg’s death, that Wallander realized
he had become not only a stubborn and energetic detective, but a good one. He still held long,
silent conversations with Rydberg in his head when he tackled a new investigation and didn’t
quite know how to proceed. He experienced a brief sense of loss and sadness at Rydberg’s
absence almost every day. Those feelings would never go away.Then there was his father, who
had died unexpectedly. He had collapsed from a stroke in his studio in Löderup. That was three
years ago. Sometimes Wallander still had trouble grasping the fact that his father wasn’t still in
the studio, surrounded by the smell of turpentine and oil paint. The house in Löderup had been
sold after his death. Wallander had driven past it a couple of times since then and seen that new
people were living there. He had never stopped the car and taken a closer look. From time to
time he went to his father’s grave, always with an inexplicable feeling of guilt. These visits were
getting less frequent. He had also noticed that it was getting harder for him to visualize his
father’s face.A person who died eventually became a person who had never existed.Then there
was Svedberg, his colleague who had been so brutally murdered only one year ago. That had
made Wallander realize how little he knew about the people he worked with. During the
investigation he had uncovered a more complicated network of relationships in Svedberg’s life
than he would ever have been able to dream of.And now he was on his way to funeral number
four, the only one he didn’t really have to go to.She had called on Wednesday, just as Wallander
was about to leave the office. It was late afternoon and he had a bad headache from



concentrating on a depressing case involving smuggled cigarettes. The tracks seemed to lead to
northern Greece, then went up in smoke. Wallander had exchanged information with both
German and Greek police. But they had still not managed to arrest the smugglers. Now he
realized that the driver of the truck that contained the smuggled goods probably had no idea
what had been in his load. But he would end up going to jail, at least for a couple of months.
Nothing else would come of it. Wallander was certain that smuggled cigarettes arrived daily in
Ystad. He doubted they would ever be able to put a stop to it.His day had also been poisoned by
an argument with the district attorney, the man who was filling in for Per Åkeson, who had gone
to Sudan a couple of years ago and seemed to be in no hurry to return. Wallander was filled with
envy whenever he got a letter from Åkeson. He had done what Wallander had only dreamed of:
starting over. Now Wallander was about to turn fifty and he knew, though he had trouble
admitting such a thing to himself, that the decisive events of his life were already behind him. He
would never be anything but a police officer. The best he could do in the years leading up to
retirement was try to become better at solving crimes, and pass on his knowledge to the
younger generation of his colleagues. But there were no life-altering decisions waiting for him, no
Sudan.He was just about to put his jacket on when she called.At first he hadn’t known who she
was.Then he realized she was Stefan Fredman’s mother. Memories and isolated images from
the events three years ago rushed back in the space of a few seconds. It was the case of the boy
who had painted himself to look like a Native American warrior and set out to revenge himself on
the men who had driven his sister insane and filled his younger brother with terror. One of the
victims had been Stefan’s own father. Wallander flinched at one of the last, most disturbing
images, of the boy kneeling by his sister’s dead body and crying. He didn’t know what had
happened afterward, except that the boy had been sent to a locked psychiatric ward rather than
prison.Now Anette Fredman had called to say the boy was dead. He had committed suicide by
throwing himself out the window. Wallander had expressed his condolences and they had been
genuine, though perhaps what he felt was a sense of hopelessness and despair rather than
grief. But he still had not understood why she had called him. He had stood there with the
receiver in his hand and tried to recall her face. He had only met her on two or three occasions in
her home in a suburb of Malmö, when he had been struggling with the idea that a fourteen-year-
old boy had committed these heinous crimes. She had been shy and tense. She had always
seemed to be cringing, as if expecting everything to turn out for the worst. In her case, they often
did. Wallander remembered that he had wondered if she were addicted to alcohol or prescription
medication. But he didn’t know. He could hardly remember her face. Her voice on the telephone
sounded completely unfamiliar.Then she told him why she was calling. She wanted Wallander to
attend the funeral. There were so few people who were coming. She was the only one left now,
except her youngest son, Jens. Wallander had, after all, been someone who wished them
well.He promised to be there. He changed his mind the moment he said the words, but by then it
was too late.Later he had tried to find out what happened to the boy after his admittance to the
psychiatric ward. He spoke with one of Stefan’s doctors. He was told that Stefan had been



almost completely silent during the past few years, closed off from the outside world. But the boy
who came smashing down onto that slab of concrete on the hospital grounds had worn full-
blown warrior paints. That disturbing mask of paint and blood held little clue as to who the young
person locked inside had really been, but it spoke volumes about the violent and largely
indifferent society in which he had been formed.Wallander drove slowly along the road. He had
been surprised when he put on his suit that morning and found that the pants fit. He must have
lost weight. Ever since being diagnosed with diabetes the previous year he had been forced to
modify his eating habits, start exercising, and lose weight. At first he had been too extreme and
had jumped on the bathroom scale several times a day, until he finally threw it out in a rage.But
his doctor had not let up, insisting that Wallander do something about his unhealthy eating
habits and his almost total absence of exercise. His nagging had finally produced results.
Wallander had bought a sweatsuit and sneakers and started taking regular walks. But when his
colleague Martinsson had suggested they start running together, Wallander had refused. He
drew the line at jogging. Now he had established a regular route for his walks that took about an
hour. It went from Mariagatan through the Sandskogen park, and back. He forced himself out on
a walk at least four times a week, and had also forced himself to stay away from his favorite
hamburger places. Accordingly, his blood sugar levels had dropped and Wallander had lost
weight. One morning as he was shaving in front of the mirror he noticed that his cheeks were
hollow again. It was like getting his old face back after having worn an artificial padding of fat and
bad skin. His daughter, Linda, had been delighted with the change when she saw him last. But
no one down at the station had made any comments about his appearance.It’s as if we never
really see each other, Wallander thought. We work together, but we don’t see each
other.Wallander drove by Mossby Beach, which lay deserted now that it was fall. He
remembered the time six years ago when a rubber raft carrying two dead men had drifted
ashore here.On a whim, he slammed on the brakes and turned the car around. He had plenty of
time. He parked and got out of the car. There was no wind and it was perhaps a couple of
degrees above freezing. He buttoned his coat and followed the small trail that snaked out
between the sand dunes to the sea. The beach was deserted, but there were traces of people
and dogs—and horses—in the sand. He looked out over the water. A flock of birds was flying
south in formation.He still remembered exactly where they had found the bodies. It had been a
difficult investigation that had led Wallander to Latvia. He had met Baiba in Riga. She was the
widow of a Latvian police officer, a man Wallander had known and liked.Then they had started
seeing each other. For a long time he had thought it was going to work out, that she would move
to Sweden. They had even started looking at houses. But then she had started to pull away.
Wallander had thought jealously that she had met someone else. He even flew to Riga once
without telling her in advance so he could surprise her. But there had been no one else, just
Baiba’s doubts about marrying another police officer and leaving her homeland, where she had
an underpaid but rewarding job as a translator.So it had ended.Wallander walked along the
beach and realized that a year had gone by since he had last talked to her. She still sometimes



appeared in his dreams, but he never managed to grab hold of her. When he approached her or
put out his hand to touch her, she was gone. He asked himself if he really missed her. His
jealousy was gone now; he no longer flinched at the thought of her with another man.I miss the
companionship, he thought. With Baiba I managed to escape the loneliness I hadn’t even been
aware of.He returned to the car. I should avoid deserted beaches in the fall, he thought. They
make me depressed.Once he had taken refuge from his normal life in a remote part of northern
Jylland. He had been on sick leave due to a deep depression and had thought he would never
return to his work as a police officer in Ystad again. It was many years ago, but he could still
recall in terrifying detail how he had felt. It was something he never wanted to experience again.
That bleak and blustery landscape had seemed to awaken his worst fears.He got in the car and
continued on to Malmö. He wondered what the coming winter was going to be like, if there would
be a lot of snow or if it would simply rain. He also wondered what he was going to do during the
week of vacation he was due to take in November. He had talked to Linda about taking a charter
flight to a warmer climate. It would be his treat. But she was still up in Stockholm, studying
something—he didn’t know what—and said she really couldn’t get away. He had tried to think of
other travel companions but had not managed to come up with anyone. He had almost no
friends. There was Sten Widen, who raised horses on a ranch outside of Ystad, but Wallander
wasn’t sure he would be such a good travel companion. Widen drank constantly, while
Wallander was struggling to keep his own once-considerable alcohol consumption to a
minimum. He could ask Gertrud, his father’s widow. But what would they talk about for a whole
week?There was no one else.He would stay home and use the money to buy a new car. The
Peugeot was getting old. It had started to make a funny sound.He entered the suburb of
Rosengård shortly after ten o’clock. The funeral was scheduled for eleven. The church was a
modern building. Nearby some boys were kicking a soccer ball against a concrete wall. There
were seven in all, three of them black. Three others also looked like they might have immigrant
parents. The last one had freckles and unruly blond hair. The boys were kicking the ball around
with enthusiasm and a great deal of laughter. For a split second Wallander felt an overwhelming
urge to join them. But he stayed where he was. A man walked out of the church and lit a
cigarette. Wallander got out of the car and approached him.“Is this where Stefan Fredman’s
funeral is going to be held?” he asked.The man nodded. “Are you a relative?”“No.”“I didn’t think
there would be very many people here,” the man said. “I take it you know what he did.”“Yes, I
know,” Wallander said.The man looked down at his cigarette.“Someone like him is better off
dead.”Wallander felt himself getting angry.“Stefan wasn’t even eighteen years old. Someone that
young is never better off dead.”Wallander realized he was yelling. The man with the cigarette
looked at him with curiosity. Wallander shook his head angrily and turned around. At that
moment the hearse drove up. The brown coffin was unloaded. There was only a single wreath of
flowers on it. I should have brought a bouquet, Wallander thought.He walked over to the boys,
who were still playing soccer.“Any of you know of a flower shop around here?” he asked.One of
the boys pointed into the distance.Wallander took out his wallet and held up a hundred-crown



note.“Run over and buy me some flowers,” he said. “Roses. And hurry back. I’ll give you ten
crowns for your troubles.”The boy looked at him with big eyes, but took the money.“I’m a police
officer,” Wallander said. “A dangerous police officer. If you make off with the money, I’ll find
you.”The boy shook his head.“Then why aren’t you wearing a uniform?” he asked in broken
Swedish. “You don’t look like a policeman. Not a dangerous one, anyway.”Wallander got out his
police badge and showed it to him. The boy studied it for a while, then nodded and set off. The
rest of them resumed their game.There’s a good chance he won’t be back, Wallander thought
gloomily. It’s been a long time since civilians had any sense of respect for the police.But the boy
returned with the roses, as promised. Wallander gave him twenty crowns, the ten he owed him
and ten more for actually coming back, realizing that he was being overly generous. Shortly
thereafter, a taxi pulled up and Stefan’s mother got out. She had aged and was so thin she
looked sick. A young boy of about seven stood by her side. He looked a lot like his brother. His
eyes were wide and frightened. He still lived in fear from that time. Wallander walked over and
greeted them.“It’s just going to be us and the minister,” she said.They walked into the church.
The minister was a young man who was sitting on a chair next to the coffin, leafing through a
newspaper. Wallander felt Anette Fredman suddenly grab hold of his arm.He understood.The
minister got up and put his newspaper away. They sat down to the right of the coffin. She was still
hanging on to Wallander’s arm.First she lost her husband, Wallander thought. Björn Fredman
had been an unpleasant and brutal man who used to hit her and who frightened his children. But
he had still been her husband and the father of her children. He was later murdered by his own
son. Then her oldest child, Louise, had died. And now here she is, about to bury her son. What’s
left for her? Half a life? As much as that?Someone entered the church behind them. Anette
Fredman did not seem to hear anything, or else she was trying so hard to stay in control of
herself that she couldn’t focus on anything else. A woman was walking up the aisle. She was
about Wallander’s age. Anette Fredman finally looked up and nodded to her. The woman sat
down a few rows behind them.“She’s a doctor,” Anette Fredman said. “Her name is Agneta
Malmström. She helped Jens a while back when he wasn’t doing so well.”Wallander recognized
the name, but it took him a moment to remember that it was Agneta Malmström and her
husband who had provided him with the most important clues in the Stefan Fredman case. He
had spoken to her late one night with the help of Stockholm Radio. She had been on a sailboat
far out at sea, out past Landsort.Wallander heard organ music, although he had not seen an
organist. The minister had turned on a tape recorder.Wallander wondered why he had not heard
any church bells. Didn’t funerals always start with the ringing of church bells? This thought was
pushed aside when Anette Fredman’s grip on his arm tightened. He cast a glance at the boy by
her side. Should a child his age be attending a funeral? Wallander didn’t think so. But the boy
looked fairly collected.The music died away and the minister started to speak. He started by
reminding them of Christ’s words “let the little ones come unto me.” Wallander concentrated on
the wreath that lay on the coffin, counting the blossoms in order to keep the lump in his throat
from growing.The service was short. Afterward they approached the coffin. Anette Fredman was



breathing hard, as if she were in the final few yards of a race. Agneta Malmström stood right
behind them. Wallander turned to the minister, who seemed impatient.“Why were there no
church bells?” Wallander asked him. “There should be bells ringing as we walk out, and not a
recording, either.”The minister nodded hesitantly. Wallander wondered what would have
happened if he had pulled out his police ID. They started walking out. Anette and Jens Fredman
went ahead of the others. Wallander said hello to Agneta Malmström.“I recognized you,” she
said. “We’ve never met, but I’ve seen your face in the papers.”“She asked me to come. Did she
call you, too?”“No, I came of my own accord.”“What’s going to happen to her now?”Agneta
Malmström shook her head slowly.“I don’t know. She’s started drinking heavily. I have no idea
how Jens is going to get on.”At this point they reached the vestibule, where Anette Fredman and
Jens were waiting for them. The church bells rang. Wallander opened the church doors, taking
one last look at the coffin. Some men were already in the process of removing it through a side
door.Suddenly a flash went off in his face. There was a press photographer waiting outside the
church. Anette Fredman held up her hands to shield her face. The photographer turned from her
and tried to get a picture of the boy. Wallander put out his arm to stop him, but the photographer
was too quick. He got his picture.“Why can’t you leave us alone?” Anette Fredman cried.The boy
started to cry. Wallander grabbed the photographer and pulled him aside.“What the hell do you
think you’re doing?” he yelled.“None of your fucking business,” said the photographer. He was
about Wallander’s age and had bad breath.“I shoot whatever sells,” he added. “Pictures of a
serial killer’s funeral sell. Too bad I didn’t get here earlier.”Wallander reached for his police ID,
then changed his mind and snatched the camera. The photographer tried to pull it out of his
hands, but Wallander was stronger. In a split second he had opened the camera and pulled out
the film.“There have to be limits,” Wallander said and handed the camera back to him.The
photographer stared at him, then hauled his cell phone out of his pocket.“I’m calling the cops,” he
said. “That was assault.”“Go ahead,” Wallander said. “Do it. I’m a detective with the homicide
division in Ystad. Inspector Kurt Wallander. Please call my colleagues in Malmö and tell them
whatever you want.”Wallander let the roll of film fall on the ground and broke it up with his foot.
The church bells stopped ringing.Wallander was sweaty and still enraged. Anette Fredman’s
shrill plea to be left alone echoed in his head. The photographer stared at the destroyed roll of
film. The group of boys were still playing soccer.When she had called, Anette Fredman had
asked him to join them for coffee after the service. He had not been able to say no.“There won’t
be any pictures in the paper,” Wallander said.“Why can’t they leave us alone?”Wallander had
nothing to say. He looked over at Agneta Malmström, but she had nothing to say, either.The
apartment in the shabby rental building was exactly as Wallander remembered it. Agneta
Malmström accompanied them. They sat quietly while they waited for the coffee to brew.
Wallander thought he heard the clink of a glass bottle in the kitchen.Jens was sitting on the floor
playing quietly with a toy car. Wallander realized that Agneta Malmström found it all as
depressing as he did, but there seemed to be nothing to say.They sat there with their coffee
cups. Anette Fredman sat across from them with shiny eyes. Agneta Malmström tried to ask her



how she was managing financially now that she was unemployed. Anette Fredman answered in
vague perfunctory phrases.“We manage. Things will work out somehow. One day at a time.”The
conversation died away. Wallander looked down at his watch. It was close to one o’clock. He got
up and shook Anette Fredman’s hand. She burst into tears. Wallander was taken aback. He
didn’t know what to do.“You go,” Agneta Malmström said. “I’ll stay with her a little while.”“I’ll call to
see how things are going,” Wallander said. Then he awkwardly patted the boy’s head, and
left.He sat in the car for a while before starting the engine. He thought about the photographer
who was so sure the pictures of a serial killer’s funeral would sell.I can’t deny that this is how it is
now, he thought. But I also can’t deny that I don’t understand a single bit of it.He drove through
the fall landscape toward Ystad.It had been a hell of a morning.He parked the car and walked in
through the doors of the police station shortly after two.The wind had picked up from the east. A
cloud belt was moving in over the coast.Chapter ThreeBy the time Wallander reached the office,
he had a headache. He looked through his desk drawers to see if he could find any tablets. He
heard Hansson walk past his door whistling to himself. He finally found a crumpled packet of
acetaminophen in the back of a drawer. He went to the lunchroom to get himself a glass of water
and a cup of coffee. Some young police officers, who had been hired during the last couple of
years, were sitting at one table talking loudly. Wallander nodded to them and said hello. He
heard them talking about their time at the police academy. He walked back to his office and
watched the two headache tablets slowly dissolve in the glass of water.He thought about Anette
Fredman, and tried to imagine what the future might hold for the little boy in the impoverished
suburb of Rosengård who had played so quietly on the apartment floor. He had seemed as if he
were hiding from the world, carrying within him his memories of a dead father and now two
equally dead siblings.Wallander drained the glass in front of him and immediately felt the
headache lifting. He looked at a case folder that Martinsson had put on his desk, with “Urgent as
all hell” written on a red Post-it note on the front. Wallander already knew the facts of the case.
They had discussed it on the phone last week while Wallander was at a national police
conference on new directions for policing the violence associated with the growing motorcycle-
gang movement. Wallander had asked to be excused, but Chief Holgersson had insisted. She
specifically wanted him on this. One of the gangs had just bought a farm outside of Ystad and
they had to be prepared to deal with them in the future.Wallander decided to return to being a
police officer and opened the folder with a sigh. Martinsson had written a concise report of the
events. When he’d gotten to the end of it, Wallander leaned back in his chair and thought about
what he had just read.Two girls, one nineteen, the other not more than fourteen, had ordered a
taxi at a restaurant shortly after ten o’clock on a Tuesday evening. They had asked to be driven
to Rydsgård. One of the girls was in the front seat. When they reached the outskirts of Ystad she
asked the driver to stop the car, saying she wanted to move to the back seat. When the taxi
pulled over to the side of the road, the girl in the backseat had pulled out a hammer and hit the
driver in the head. The girl in the front seat had helped her companion by stabbing him in the
chest with a knife. They had taken the driver’s wallet and cell phone and left the car. The driver



had been able to make an emergency call on the taxi radio despite his condition. His name was
Johan Lundberg and he was sixty years old. He had been a taxi driver almost all his adult life. He
had been able to give good descriptions of both girls. Martinsson had been able to get their
names by describing them in turn to the restaurant patrons. Both girls had been arrested in their
homes. Although they were so young, both were now being held in custody due to the severity
and violence of the crime. Johan Lundberg had been conscious when he was admitted at the
hospital, but later his condition had suddenly deteriorated. Now he was unconscious and the
doctors were unsure of the prognosis. As a motive for the crime, according to Martinsson, the
girls had only offered the brief explanation that they “needed money.”Wallander grimaced. He
had never seen anything like it—two young girls involved in such meaningless brutality.
According to Martinsson’s notes, the younger girl had a high grade-point average. The older one
was a hotel receptionist and had previously worked as a nanny in London. She had just enrolled
at the local community college. Neither one of them had ever been involved with the authorities
before.I just don’t get it, Wallander thought. This total lack of respect for human life. They could
have killed that taxi driver, it may even turn out that way if he dies in the hospital. Two girls. If they
had been boys, maybe I could understand, if only because I’m used to it by now.He was
interrupted by a knock on the door. His colleague Ann-Britt Höglund came in the door. As usual,
she looked pale and tired. Wallander thought about the change she had undergone since first
coming to Ystad. She had been one of the best of her graduating class at the Police Academy
and had arrived with a great deal of energy and ambition. Today she still possessed a strong will,
but she was changed. The paleness in her face came from within.“Do you want me to come
back later?” she asked.“No, by all means.”She sat down gingerly in the rickety chair opposite
him. Wallander pointed to the papers on his desk.“Do you have anything to say about this?” he
asked.“Is it the taxi-driver case?”“Yes.”“I’ve talked to the older girl, Sonja Hökberg. She gave me
clear and strong answers, answered everything. And seemed completely without remorse. The
other girl has been in custody with the social-welfare people because of her youth.”“Do you
understand it?”Höglund paused before answering.“Yes and no. We already know that very
young people are committing serious crimes these days.”“Forgive me, but I can’t recall a
previous case involving teenage girls attacking anyone with knives and hammers. Were they
drunk?”“No. But I don’t know if that should surprise us. Maybe what should surprise us is that
something like this didn’t happen sooner.”Wallander leaned over the table.“You’ll have to run that
last part by me again.”“I don’t know if I can explain it.”“Give it a try.”“Women aren’t needed in the
workforce anymore. That era is over.”“But that doesn’t explain why young girls have started
assaulting taxi drivers.”“There has to be something more to it that we don’t know. Neither one of
us believes in the idea that people are born evil.”Wallander shook his head.“I try to hang on to
that belief,” he said, “though at times it’s a challenge.”“Just look at the magazines these young
girls are reading. Now it’s all about beauty again, nothing else. How to get a boyfriend and find
meaning for life through his interests and dreams, that sort of thing.”“Weren’t they always like
that?”“No. Think about your own daughter. Didn’t she have her own ideas about what to do with



her life?”Wallander knew she was right. But he shook his head doubtfully anyway.“I just don’t
know why they attacked Lundberg.”“But you should. Young girls are slowly starting to see
through the messages society sends them. When they figure out they aren’t needed, that in fact
they’re superfluous, they react just as violently as boys. And go on to commit crimes, among
other things.”Wallander was quiet. He now understood the point Höglund had been trying to
make.“I don’t think I can do a better job of explaining it,” she said. “Don’t you think you should talk
to them yourself?”“Martinsson already suggested it.”“Actually, I stopped by for another reason. I
need your help on something.”Wallander waited for her to continue.“I promised to give a talk to a
local women’s club here in Ystad. They’re meeting Thursday evening. But I don’t feel up to it
anymore. There’s too much going on in my life, and I can’t seem to focus.”Wallander knew she
was in the middle of agonizing divorce proceedings. Her ex-husband was constantly away due
to his work as a machinery installer, which sent him all over the world. That meant the process
was dragging on. It was over a year ago now that she had first told Wallander about the marriage
ending.“Why don’t you see if Martinsson can do it?” Wallander said. “You know I’m hopeless at
lectures.”“You would just have to tell them what it’s like to be a police officer,” she said. “And you’d
only need to speak for half an hour to an audience of about thirty women. They’ll love
you.”Wallander shook his head firmly.“Martinsson would be more than happy to do it,” he said.
“And he has experience in politics, so he’s used to this kind of thing.”“I already asked him. He
can’t do it.”“Holgersson?”“Same. There’s just you.”“What about Hansson?”“He would start
talking about horse racing after a few minutes. He’s hopeless.”Wallander realized he would have
to say yes. He couldn’t leave her in the lurch.“What kind of women’s club?”“It started as a book
club, I think, that grew into a society for intellectual and literary activity. They’ve been active for
about ten years.”“And I would be there to talk to them about what it’s like to be a police
officer?”“That’s all. They’ll probably ask you questions, too.”“Well, I don’t want to do it, but I will
since you’re in a bind.”She was clearly relieved and pulled out a piece of paper.“Here’s the name
and number of the contact person.”Wallander glanced at the note. The address was a building in
the middle of town, not too far from where he lived. Höglund got to her feet.“They won’t pay you
anything,” she said. “But you’ll get plenty of coffee and cake.”“I don’t eat cake.”“If it’s any
consolation, this kind of public service is exactly what the National Chief of Police wants us to be
doing. You know how we’re always getting those memos about finding new ways of reaching out
to the community.”Wallander thought briefly about asking her how she was doing in her personal
life, but decided to let it pass. If she had any problems she wanted to discuss with him, she
would have to be the one to bring them up.“Weren’t you going to attend Stefan Fredman’s
funeral?”“I was just there. And it was exactly as depressing as you might imagine.”“How is the
mother doing? I can’t remember her name.”“Anette. She’s certainly been dealt a bum hand in life.
But I think she’s taking good care of the one child she has left. Or trying to, at any rate.”“We’ll
have to wait and see.”“What do you mean by that?”“What’s the boy’s name?”“Jens.”“We’ll have to
wait and see if the name Jens Fredman starts popping up in our police reports in about ten
years.”Wallander nodded. There was certainly that possibility.Höglund left the room. Wallander



got up to get a fresh cup of coffee. The young police officers were no longer in the lunchroom.
Wallander walked over to Martinsson’s office. The door was wide open, but the room was empty.
Wallander returned to his office. His headache was gone. He looked out of the window. Some
blackbirds were screeching over by the water tower. He tried to count them, but there were too
many.The phone rang and he answered without sitting down at his desk. It was someone calling
from the bookstore to let him know that the book he had ordered had come in. Wallander
couldn’t recall ordering a book, but he said nothing. He promised to stop by and pick it up the
following day.It was as he was putting the phone down that he remembered what the book was.
It was a present for Linda. A French book on restoring antique furniture. Wallander had read
about it in some magazine he had picked up at the doctor’s office. He was still convinced that
Linda would return to her original idea of restoring furniture for a living, despite her subsequent
experimentation with other careers. He had ordered the book and promptly forgotten about it. He
pushed his coffee cup aside and decided he would call her later that evening. It had been
several weeks since they had talked.Martinsson walked into the room. He was always in a hurry
and seldom knocked. Over the years Wallander had become more and more impressed by
Martinsson’s abilities as a police officer. His real weakness was that he would probably rather be
doing something else. There had been several times in the past few years that he had seriously
considered quitting. The most serious phase was spurred by an attack on his daughter at school.
The offenders claimed it was for no reason other than that she was the daughter of a cop. That
had been enough to push him over the edge. But Wallander had eventually been able to talk him
out of leaving the job. Martinsson’s greatest strengths were that he was both stubborn and sharp.
But his stubbornness was sometimes replaced by a certain impatience, and then his sharp wits
were not enough. From time to time he turned out sloppy background reports.Martinsson leaned
against the door frame.“I tried to call you,” he said. “But your phone isn’t turned on.”“I was in
church,” Wallander said. “I forgot to turn it on again.”“At Stefan’s funeral?”Wallander repeated the
phrase he had told Höglund, that it was just as depressing as he could imagine.Martinsson
gestured to the folder on his table.“I’ve read it,” Wallander said. “And I still don’t understand what
drove these girls to pick up a hammer and a knife and attack someone like that.”“It says it right
there,” Martinsson said. “They needed the money.”“But why such violent methods? How is he,
anyway?”“Lundberg?”“Who else?”“He’s still unconscious and in critical condition. They
promised to call if there was any change. The prognosis doesn’t look so good, though.”“Do you
understand any of this?”Martinsson sat down.“No,” he said, “I certainly don’t. And I’m not so sure
I want to.”“But we have to. If we’re going to do our jobs, that is.” Martinsson looked at
Wallander.“You know how I feel on that subject. Last time you managed to talk me out of quitting.
Next time I’m not so sure you will. It won’t be as easy, that’s for sure.”Martinsson might be right. It
was a thought that worried Wallander. He didn’t want to lose Martinsson as a colleague, just as
he didn’t want to see Höglund turn up in his office with her pink slip.“Maybe we should go talk to
this girl, Sonja Hökberg,” Wallander said.“One more thing.”Wallander sat back down in his chair.
Martinsson had a few papers in his hand.“I want you to look this over. The events occurred last



night. I was on duty and saw no reason to get you out of bed.”“What happened?”Martinsson
scratched his forehead.“A night patrolman called in around one o’clock saying that there was a
dead man lying in front of one of the cash machines next to that big department store
downtown.”“Which department store?”“The one right next to the tax authority.”Wallander nodded
in recognition.“We drove out to take a look and confirm the report. According to the doctor the
man hadn’t been dead very long, a few hours at most. We’ll get the autopsy report in a few days,
of course.”“What happened?”“That’s the question. He had an ugly wound on his head, but
whether somebody hit him or whether he injured himself by falling to the ground, I don’t know.
We couldn’t tell.”“Was he robbed?”“His wallet was still there, with money in it.”Wallander thought
for a moment.“Any witnesses?”“No.”“Who was he?”Martinsson looked in his papers.“His name
was Tynnes Falk. He was forty-seven years old and lived nearby. He was renting the top floor
apartment in a building at number ten Apelbergsgatan.”Wallander raised his hand to stop
Martinsson.“Number ten Apelbergsgatan?”“That’s right.”Wallander nodded slowly. A couple of
years ago, right after his divorce from Mona, he had met a woman during a night of dancing at
the Hotel Saltsjöbaden. Wallander had been very drunk. He had gone home with her and woken
up the next morning in a strange bed next to a woman he could hardly recognize. He had no idea
what her name was. He had quickly thrown his clothes on and left and never met her again. But
for some reason he was sure she had lived at 10 Apelbergsgatan.“Do you recognize the
address?” Martinsson asked.“I just didn’t hear you.”Martinsson looked at him with surprise.“Was
I mumbling?”“Please continue.”“He was single—divorced, actually. His ex-wife still lives in town,
but their children are scattered all over the place. One boy is nineteen and is studying in
Stockholm. The girl is seventeen and is working as a nanny at an embassy in Paris. The wife has
been notified of his death.”“Who did he work with?”“He appears to have worked for himself.
Some kind of computer consultant.”“And he wasn’t robbed?”“No, but he had just requested his
account balance from the cash machine before he died. He was still holding the slip in his hand
when we found him.”“So he hadn’t made a withdrawal?”“Not according to the printed
receipt.”“Strange. The most reasonable thing to assume would be that someone was waiting for
him to withdraw money and then strike when he had the cash.”“That occurred to me as well, of
course, but the last time he made a withdrawal was on Saturday, and that wasn’t a large
sum.”Martinsson handed Wallander a small plastic bag containing the blood-spattered bank
receipt. It had recorded the time as being two minutes past midnight. He handed it back to
Martinsson.“What does Nyberg say?”“That nothing apart from the head wound points to a crime.
He probably suffered a heart attack.”“Perhaps he had been expecting to see a higher amount
than the one on the printout,” Wallander said thoughtfully.He stood up.“Let’s wait for the autopsy
report. Until then we’ll assume no crime was committed, so put it aside for now.”Martinsson
gathered up his papers.“I’ll contact the lawyer who was assigned to Hökberg. I’ll let you know
when he can be expected down here so you can talk to her.”“Not that I want to,” Wallander said.
“But I guess I should.” Martinsson left the room and Wallander walked to the bathroom. He
thought gratefully that at least his days of running to the bathroom due to elevated blood sugar



were over.For an hour he kept working on the smuggled cigarettes while the thought of the favor
he had agreed to do for Höglund nagged at the back of his mind.Two minutes past four
Martinsson called to say that Sonja Hökberg and her lawyer were ready.“Who is he?” Wallander
asked.“Herman Lötberg.”Wallander knew him. He was an older man who was easy to work
with.“I’ll be there in five minutes,” Wallander said and hung up.He walked back over to the
window. The blackbirds were gone and the wind had picked up. He thought about Anette
Fredman and the little boy who had played so quietly on the floor. He thought about the boy’s
frightened eyes. Then he shook his head and tried to work out the questions he was going to ask
Sonja Hökberg. From Martinsson’s notes he learned she was the one who had sat in the back
seat and hit Lundberg in the head with a hammer. There had been many blows, not just one. As
if she had been in a blind rage.Wallander grabbed a notebook and pen and left. When he was
halfway there, he realized that he had left his glasses. He walked back.There’s really only one
question, he thought as he returned to the conference room.Why did they do it?Their statement
about needing money isn’t enough.There’s another answer somewhere, a deeper answer that I
have to find.Chapter FourSonja Hökberg did not look anything like Wallander had expected.
Afterward he couldn’t quite recall what he had been expecting, but he knew it wasn’t the person
he had met in that room. Sonja Hökberg was seated when he came in. She was small and thin,
almost to the point of transparency. She had shoulder-length blond hair and blue eyes. She
could have been a poster child for innocence and purity. Nothing indicated that she was a crazed
hammer-wielding murderer.Wallander had been met by her lawyer outside the room.“She’s very
much in control of herself,” he said to Wallander. “But I’m not convinced she understands the
gravity of the charges she’s facing.”“It’s not a matter of accusation; she’s guilty,” Martinsson said
firmly.“What about the hammer,” Wallander asked. “Have we found it?”“She put it under her bed.
She hadn’t even tried to wipe the blood off. The other girl got rid of her knife. We’re still searching
for it.”Martinsson left. Wallander stepped into the room with the lawyer. The girl looked at them
expectantly. She didn’t seem nervous at all. Wallander nodded to her and sat down. There was a
tape recorder on the table. Wallander looked at her for a long time. She looked back.“Do you
have any gum?” she asked finally.Wallander shook his head and looked over at Lötberg, who
also shook his head.“We’ll see if we can get you some later,” Wallander said and turned on the
tape recorder. “But first we’re going to have a little chat.”“I’ve already said what happened. Why
can’t I have some gum? I can pay for it,” she said and held up a black purse with an oak-leaf
clasp. Wallander was surprised that it hadn’t been confiscated. “I won’t talk until I get my
gum.”Wallander reached over for the phone and called the reception desk. Ebba will take care of
this, he thought. It wasn’t until an unfamiliar woman’s voice came on the line that he remembered
that Ebba was retired now. Even though she had been gone for six months, Wallander had still
not grown used to the new receptionist. She was a woman in her thirties named Irene. She had
previously worked as an administrative assistant in a doctor’s office, and she had already
become well-liked at the police station. But Wallander missed Ebba.“I need some gum,”
Wallander said. “Do you know anyone who would have any?”“Yes,” Irene said. “Me.”Wallander



hung up and walked out to the reception desk.“Is it for the girl?” Irene asked.“Fast thinker,”
Wallander said.He returned to the examination room, gave Sonja Hökberg the stick of gum, and
realized he had forgotten to turn off the tape recorder through all of this.“Let’s begin,” he said. “It’s
a quarter past four on October sixth, 1997. Kurt Wallander is questioning Sonja Hökberg.”“So do
I have to tell you everything all over again?” she asked.“Yes. Try to speak clearly and direct your
words at the mike.”“What about the fact that I’ve already told you everything?”“I may have some
additional questions.”“I don’t feel like going over it again.”For a moment Wallander felt thrown by
her total lack of anxiety.“Unfortunately you’ll just have to cooperate,” he said. “You have been
accused of a very serious crime, and what’s more, you have confessed. Right now you stand
accused of assault in the third degree, but this already serious charge may be upgraded to
something worse if the taxi driver’s condition deteriorates further.”Lötberg gave Wallander a
disapproving look but didn’t say anything.Wallander started at the beginning.“Your name is
Sonja Hökberg and you were born on February second, 1978.”“That makes me an Aquarius.
What’s your sign?”“That doesn’t concern us at present. You’re here to answer my questions and
that is all. Understand?”“Do I look stupid?”“You live with your parents at twelve Trastvagen, here
in Ystad.”“Yes.”“You have a younger brother, Emil, born in 1982.”“He’s the one who should be
sitting in this chair, not me.”Wallander raised his eyebrows.“Why do you say that?”“He never
leaves my things alone. He’s always looking through my stuff. We fight a lot.”“I’m sure it can be
trying to have a younger brother, but let’s leave it for now.”She’s still so composed, Wallander
thought. Her nonchalance was starting to irritate him.“Can you describe the events of last
Tuesday evening?”“It’s such a drag to have to tell the same thing twice.”“That can’t be helped.
You and Eva Persson went out that evening?”“There’s nothing to do around here. I wish I lived in
Moscow.” Wallander regarded her with surprise. Even Lötberg seemed startled.“Why
Moscow?”“I just saw somewhere that exciting things often happen there. Have you ever been to
Moscow?”“No. Just answer my questions. So, you went out that night.”“You already know
that.”“Were you and Eva good friends?”“Why else would we have gone out together? Do I seem
like the kind of person who would go out with people she didn’t like?”For the first time Wallander
thought he could detect a note of emotion in her voice. Impatience.“How long have you known
each other?”“Not very long.”“How long?”“A few years.”“She’s five years younger than you
are.”“She looks up to me.”“What do you mean by that?”“She’s told me so herself. She looks up to
me.”“Why is that?”“You’ll have to ask her yourself.”I will, Wallander thought. I have a lot of things
to ask her.“Can you tell me what happened that night?”“Jesus Christ!”“You have to, whether you
want to or not. We can stay here all night if we have to.”“We had a beer.”“Even though Eva
Persson is only fourteen?”“She looks older.”“Then what happened?”“We ordered another
beer.”“And after that?”“We called a cab. But you know all this. Why do you keep asking?”“Had
you already decided to attack this taxi driver?”“We needed the money.”“For what?”“Nothing in
particular.”“Let me see if I have this straight: you needed money, but not for anything in
particular.”“Right.”No, that’s not right, Wallander thought. He had noticed a note of insecurity in
her answer. He immediately grew more attentive.“Normally, when you need money it’s for



something in particular.”“Not in our case.”Oh, yes it was, Wallander thought. But he decided to
leave the matter for now.“How did you come up with the idea of robbing a taxi driver?”“We talked
about it.”“At the restaurant?”“Yes.”“So you hadn’t talked about it earlier?”“Why would we have
done that?”Lötberg was staring down into his hands.“Would it be correct to say that you had no
intention of assaulting the taxi driver before you went to the restaurant? Whose idea was it?”“It
was mine.”“Eva had no objections?”“No.”This doesn’t hang together, Wallander thought. She’s
lying, but she’s remarkably collected.“You ordered the taxi from the restaurant, then waited until
it arrived. Is that correct?”“Yes.”“But where did the hammer and knife come from? If you hadn’t
planned the attack in advance, I mean.”Sonja Hökberg looked steadily into Wallander’s eyes.“I
always carry a hammer with me,” she said. “And Eva always has a knife.”“Why?”“You never know
what’s going to happen.”“What do you mean?”“The streets are full of crazy people. You have to
be able to defend yourself.”“So you mean to say you always go out with this hammer in your
purse?”“Yes.”“Have you ever used it before?”Lötberg looked up.“That question bears no
relevance to this case,” he said.“What does that mean?” Sonja Hökberg asked.“Relevance? That
he has no business asking that question.”“I can answer anyway. I had never used the hammer
before. But Eva cut someone once. Some creep who was trying to feel her up.”Wallander was
struck by a sudden thought and veered away from his earlier line of questioning.“Did you meet
anyone at that restaurant? Had you made a date with anyone?”“No.”“You don’t have a
boyfriend?”“No.”That answer came a little too quickly, Wallander thought. He made a mental
note of it.“The taxi came and you left.”“Yes.”“What did you do then?”“What do you think? We told
him where we wanted to go.”“And you said you wanted to be driven out to Rydsgård. Why?”“I
don’t know. We had to say something and that was the first thing that came to mind.”“Eva sat up
front with the driver, and you sat in the backseat. Did you decide on that beforehand?”“That was
the plan.”“What plan?”“That we would get the driver to stop because Eva wanted to get in the
back seat with me. And that’s when we were going to get him.”“So you had already decided to
use your weapons?”“Not if he had been younger.”“What would you have done then?”“Then we
would have got him to stop by pulling up our skirts and being suggestive.”Wallander noticed he
had started to sweat. Her obvious detachment from the situation was starting to get to
him.“Suggesting what exactly?”“What do you think?”“You would entice him into thinking he could
have sex with you?”“You dirty old fuck.”Lötberg leaned forward.“You should watch your
language.”Sonja Hökberg looked over at him.“I’ll use whatever language I please.”Lötberg sat
back again. Wallander decided to move on.“But, as it happened, the taxi driver was an older
man. You got him to stop. Then what?”“I hit him in the head. Eva stabbed him with the
knife.”“How many times did you strike him?”“I don’t know. A couple of times. I wasn’t
counting.”“You weren’t afraid of killing him?”“We needed the money.”“That wasn’t what I was
asking. What I want to know is, were you aware that the wounds you were inflicting could be
fatal?”Sonja Hökberg shrugged. Wallander waited but she didn’t say anything. He didn’t feel he
had the energy to repeat the last question.“You say you needed money. For what?”“Nothing in
particular. I told you.”“Then what happened?”“We took his wallet and the cell phone and walked



home.”“What happened to the wallet?”“We divided up the cash. Then Eva threw it away
somewhere.”Wallander looked briefly through Martinsson’s notes. Johan Lundberg had been
carrying around 600 kronor. They had found the wallet in a wastepaper basket after getting
directions from Eva Persson. Sonja Hökberg had taken the cell phone. The police had found it in
her bedroom.Wallander turned off the tape recorder. Sonja Hökberg followed his movements
with her eyes.“Can I go home now?”“No, as a matter of fact,” Wallander said. “You are nineteen
years old and that means you count as an adult in our courts. You have committed a felony, and
you will be formally arraigned.”“And that means?”“You’ll have to stay here at the
station.”“Why?”Wallander looked at Lötberg, then stood up.“I think your attorney can probably
explain it to you.”Wallander left the room. He felt sick to his stomach. Sonja Hökberg had not
been putting on an act in there. She had no sense of wrongdoing. Wallander walked into
Martinsson’s office and sat down in a chair. Martinsson was on the phone but gestured that he
would be off soon. While Wallander waited he felt a strong urge to smoke. That almost never
happened. But his meeting with Sonja Hökberg had been unusually disturbing.Martinsson put
the phone down.“How did it go?”“She confessed to everything. She’s as cold as ice.”“Eva
Persson is the same way and she’s only fourteen.”Wallander looked at Martinsson with
something like pleading in his eyes.“What’s happening to the world?”“I don’t know.”Wallander
was visibly shaken.“They’re just young girls.”“I know, I know. And they have no remorse at
all.”They were silent for a while and Wallander felt completely empty inside. Martinsson was the
one who finally spoke.“Do you understand now why I think of quitting so often?”Wallander
roused himself.“And do you understand why it’s so important that you don’t?”He got up and
walked over to the window.“How is Lundberg?”“Still in critical condition.”“We have to get to the
bottom of this, whether or not he dies. They didn’t assault him like that just to get some cash.
Either they needed the money for a specific purpose or the attack was about something else
entirely.”“What could that have been?”“I don’t know. It’s just a feeling that there’s something
deeper behind all this.”“Isn’t the most probable scenario that they were a little drunk and
concocted this mad plan to get some money? Without thinking of the consequences?”“Why do
you think that?”“I’m just sure it wasn’t a random act, like you said.”Wallander nodded.“Well, we
agree on that. But I want to know what their reasons were. Tomorrow I’ll talk to Eva Persson, as
well as her parents. Does either of them have a boyfriend?”“Eva Persson said she had
someone.”“Not Hökberg?”“No.”“Then she’s lying. She has someone and we’ll find
him.”Martinsson made some notes.“Who will take that on—you or me?”Wallander’s response
was immediate.“I’ll do it. I want to know what’s going on in this country.”“Suits me fine.”“You’re not
completely off the hook, though. Not you, nor Hansson, nor Höglund. We have to find out the
real reason for this attack. I’m convinced it was an attempted homicide, and if Lundberg dies,
then it’s murder.”Wallander returned to his office. It was half past five and already it was dark
outside. He thought about Sonja Hökberg and why the two girls had needed money so badly.
Had there been another reason entirely? Then he thought of Anette Fredman.He still had work
to do but felt he couldn’t bear to stay in his office. He grabbed his coat and left. The sharp fall



wind burned his face. He heard the strange engine noise again when he started the car. As he
turned out of the parking lot, he decided to go shopping. His refrigerator was almost empty
except for the bottle of champagne that he had won in a bet with Hansson. He could no longer
remember what the bet had been. On an impulse he thought he would swing by the cash
machine where the man had died the night before. He could do his shopping in one of the
department stores nearby.After parking the car, he walked up to the ATM and waited while a
woman with a baby in a stroller withdrew some money. The concrete pavement was rough and
uneven. Wallander looked around. There seemed to be no residential buildings nearby. In the
middle of the night the plaza would be quite deserted. Even in the powerful streetlights, a man
could scream and collapse onto the ground without anyone hearing or seeing him.Wallander
went into the nearest department store and found the food market. As usual, he found himself
plagued by boredom and indecision as he inspected the shelves. He quickly filled up his basket
with an assortment of items, paid, and left. When he started the car again, the mystery engine-
noise seemed to increase. He took off his dark suit as soon as he was back in his apartment. He
showered and noted that he was almost out of soap. He made some vegetable soup for dinner
that tasted surprisingly good. He brewed some coffee, and took a cup out with him into the living
room. He was tired. He flipped the channels without finding anything interesting, then reached
for the phone and called Linda in Stockholm. She was sharing an apartment in Kungsholmen
with two women he only knew by name. To make ends meet, she sometimes worked as a
waitress in a nearby restaurant. Wallander had eaten dinner there the last time he was in town
and had enjoyed the food. But he was surprised she could stand the music, which was
oppressively loud.Linda was twenty-six years old now. They had a good relationship, but he
missed being able to see her regularly.An answering machine came on. Neither Linda nor any of
her roommates was home. The message was repeated in English. Wallander said who he was
and that it wasn’t anything important.He put the phone down and stared down at his coffee. It
was cold. I can’t keep living like this, he thought irritatedly. I’m only fifty years old, but I feel
ancient and weak.He knew he should go for an evening walk and tried desperately to think of an
excuse not to. Finally he put his sneakers on and headed out.It was half past eight when he
returned. The walk had cleared his mind and he no longer felt as dispirited as before.The phone
rang, and Wallander thought it must be Linda. But it was Martinsson.“Lundberg has died. They
just called from the hospital.”Wallander was silent.“That means Hökberg and Persson have
committed murder,” Martinsson said.“I know,” Wallander said, “and we have a hell of a mess on
our hands.”They decided to meet at eight o’clock the next morning.There was nothing more to
say.Wallander stayed in front of the television and absentmindedly watched a news program.
The dollar had gained more ground against the krona. The only story that managed to grab his
attention was the piece on an insurance company, Trustor. It seemed bafflingly easy these days
to drain the resources of an entire corporation without anyone catching on until it was too
late.Linda didn’t call back. Wallander went to bed around eleven o’clock.It took him a long time
to fall asleep.Chapter FiveWallander woke up with a sore throat shortly after six o’clock on



Tuesday, the seventh of October. He was sweating lightly and he knew it meant he was starting
to come down with the flu. He stayed in bed for a while and debated whether or not he should
stay home, but the thought of Johan Lundberg’s death forced him up. He showered, drank some
coffee, and swallowed some pills to reduce his fever. He tucked the bottle of pills into his pocket.
Then, before heading out, he forced himself to eat a bowl of yogurt. The street lamp outside the
kitchen window was swaying in the gusty wind. It was overcast and only a couple of degrees
above freezing. Wallander rummaged around in his closet for a thick sweater. Then he put his
hand on the phone and debated whether he should call Linda. It was too early. When he reached
street level and was about to get in his car, he remembered that he had left a to-do list on the
kitchen table. There was something on the list that he had been planning to buy today but he
couldn’t recall what it was. He decided he didn’t have the energy to go get it.Wallander took his
usual route to the office, driving along the Osterled. Each time he drove this way he felt guilty. He
knew he should be out there walking to work, in order to keep his blood sugar at a healthy level.
And even today he wasn’t so weak from the flu that he couldn’t have walked.He parked outside
the station and was in his office as the clock struck seven. Sitting at his desk, he suddenly
remembered the item he had forgotten to buy. Soap. He immediately wrote it down on a piece of
paper. Then he turned his thoughts to the case.Some of the unpleasant feelings from the day
before returned. He recalled Sonja Hökberg’s complete lack of emotion. He tried to convince
himself that she did in fact exhibit some signs of compassion that he simply had not been able to
pick up, but to no avail. His experience in these matters told him he had not been mistaken. He
got up and went to get a cup of coffee from the lunchroom. Since Martinsson was also an early
riser, Wallander stopped by his office. As usual, the door was open. Wallander had often
wondered how Martinsson got any work done. Wallander couldn’t concentrate unless his door
was bolted shut.Martinsson nodded when Wallander stopped in the doorway.“I thought you’d be
here,” he said.“I don’t feel so well today,” Wallander said.“A cold?”“I always get a sore throat in
October.”Martinsson, who always worried about getting sick, pulled his chair back a couple of
inches.“You could have stayed home today,” he said. “This depressing Lundberg case is already
solved.”“Only partially,” Wallander objected. “We still don’t have a motive. I don’t believe that line
that they needed extra money for nothing in particular. Have you found the knife yet?”“Nyberg’s
in charge of that. I haven’t talked to him yet.”“Call him.”Martinsson made a face.“He’s not easy to
talk to in the morning.”“Then I’ll call him myself.”Wallander reached for Martinsson’s phone and
tried Nyberg’s home number. After a few moments he was automatically transferred to a cell
phone. Nyberg answered, but it was a poor connection.“It’s Kurt. I just wanted to know if you’ve
found the knife yet.”“How the hell are we supposed to find anything in the dark?” Nyberg
answered angrily.“I thought Eva Persson said where she had left it.”“We still have an area of
several hundred cubic meters to comb. She just said she threw it somewhere in the Old
Cemetery.”“Why don’t you have someone bring her down?”“If it’s here, we’ll find it,” Nyberg
said.They ended the conversation.“I didn’t sleep well last night,” Martinsson said. “My daughter
Terese knows Eva Persson. They’re almost the same age. And Eva Persson has parents too.



What are they going through right now? From what I understand, Eva is their only child.”They
both thought about what he had said. Then Wallander started a series of sneezes. Martinsson
left quickly. The conversation was left hanging.They gathered in one of the conference rooms at
eight o’clock. Wallander sat in his usual spot at the end of the table. Hansson and Höglund were
already there. Martinsson was standing by the window talking to someone on the phone, most
likely his wife. Wallander had always wondered how they could have so much to say to each
other after having had breakfast together only an hour before. The main feeling in the room was
despondence. Lisa Holgersson walked in and Martinsson finished his conversation. Hansson
got up and shut the door.“Isn’t Nyberg supposed to be here?” he asked.“He’s looking for the
knife,” Wallander said. “I think we can assume he’ll find it.”Then he looked over at Holgersson,
who nodded at him. He could start the meeting. He wondered briefly how many times he had
found himself in exactly this situation. Up early in the morning, facing his colleagues across the
conference table with a crime to solve.They were waiting for him to begin.“Johan Lundberg is
now dead,” he said. “In case anyone hasn’t heard the latest.”He pointed to a copy of the local
newspaper, the Ystad Allehanda, that was lying on the table. The taxi driver’s death was
announced in huge print on the first page.Wallander continued. “This means the two girls,
Hökberg and Persson, are charged with murder. We can’t call it anything else, since Hökberg in
particular was so precise in her explanations. They planned this and were carrying weapons.
They were going to attack whichever taxi driver came their way. We’ve recovered the hammer, as
well as Lundberg’s empty wallet and his cell phone. The only thing missing is the knife. Neither
one of the girls has denied the charges, nor shifted the blame to the other. I’m assuming we can
hand the matter over to the district attorney tomorrow at the latest. Since Eva Persson is so
young, her case will be handled by the juvenile courts. The autopsy results aren’t in yet, but I
think we can say that our role in this unfortunate case is as good as over.”Wallander finished and
waited to see if anyone had anything to say. “Why did they do it?” Lisa Holgersson finally asked.
“It seems so unnecessary.”Wallander nodded. He had hoped someone would ask this question
so he wouldn’t have to find a way to pose it himself.“Sonja Hökberg was very firm on this point,”
he said. “Both in her session with Martinsson and later with me. She said, ‘We needed the
money.’ Nothing else.”“What for?”Hansson asked the last question.“We don’t know why. They
won’t tell us. If Hökberg is to be believed, they didn’t even know why themselves. They just
wanted money.”Wallander looked around the table before he continued.“I don’t think they’re
telling the truth. At the very least, I know Hökberg is lying. I haven’t yet spoken with Eva Persson,
but I’m still convinced of it. They needed that money for something in particular. I also have the
suspicion that Persson was doing what Hökberg told her to. That doesn’t make her any less
guilty, but I think it gives a clearer picture of their relationship.”“Does it even matter?” Höglund
asked. “Whether they needed the money for clothes or something else?”“I guess not, at this
point. The district attorney certainly has enough evidence to convict Hökberg.”“They’ve never
been in trouble with us before,” Martinsson said. “I made a quick search of our database. And
they were both doing well in school.”Wallander again had the feeling that they were taking the



wrong approach to the case. Or at the very least, that they had been overly hasty in writing off
other explanations for Lundberg’s murder. But since he was unable to put this hunch into words,
he said nothing. They still had a lot of work to do, and the reason for the murder could very well
have to do with money. They simply had to keep their eyes open for other possibilities.The phone
rang and Hansson picked up. After listening for a moment he put the receiver down.“That was
Nyberg,” he said. “They found the knife.”Wallander nodded and shut the folder lying in front of
him.“Naturally, we still need to speak to the parents and make sure we conduct a thorough
background investigation, but I think we can safely forward the preliminary information to the
district attorney’s office.”Lisa Holgersson raised her hand to speak.“We need to hold a press
conference. We’ve been barraged by calls from the media. It is still unusual for two young girls to
commit this kind of violent crime.”Wallander looked over at Höglund, but she shook her head. In
the past few years, she had often taken on the task of talking to the media, a job he thoroughly
despised. But not this time. Wallander understood.“I’ll do it,” he said. “Do we have a time?”“I’m
going to suggest one o’clock.”Wallander made a note of it.They divided up the tasks and brought
the meeting to a close. Everyone wanted the matter disposed of as quickly as possible. It was a
particularly wretched case, and no one wanted to spend more time on it than was necessary.
Wallander would pay a visit to the Hökberg family. Martinsson and Höglund would talk to Eva
Persson and her parents.Soon the room was empty. Wallander could feel the symptoms of his flu
getting worse. At least maybe I’ll infect a journalist, he thought as he dug around in his pockets
for a tissue.He bumped into Nyberg in the hallway. Nyberg was wearing boots and a warm coat,
his hair splayed in all directions. He was clearly in a bad mood.“I heard you found the knife,”
Wallander said.“Looks like the county can no longer afford to pay for basic upkeep,” Nyberg
answered. “We were shin-deep in leaves. But we finally found it.”“What kind of a knife?”“Kitchen
knife. Fairly big. The tip broke off, probably from hitting a rib, so she must have used a surprising
amount of force. But then again, it was a cheap knife.”Wallander shook his head.“It’s hard to
believe,” Nyberg said. “I don’t know what happened to the basic respect for human life. How
much money did they get?”“We don’t know yet, but probably around six hundred kronor. It
couldn’t have been much more. Lundberg was at the beginning of his shift, and he never carried
a lot of change to start.”Nyberg muttered something under his breath and walked off. Wallander
returned to his office. For a while he sat in his chair without knowing what to do next. His throat
hurt. Finally he opened the folder with a sigh. Sonja Hökberg lived to the west of Ystad. He wrote
down the address, got up, and put on his coat. As he was leaving, the phone rang. He picked up.
It was Linda. The voices and clatter in the background made him think she was calling from the
restaurant.“I got your message this morning,” she said.“This morning?”“I wasn’t at home last
night.”Wallander knew better than to ask her where she had spent the night. It would only make
her get angry and slam down the phone.“Well, I didn’t call for any particular reason,” he said. “I
just wanted to know how you were doing.”“Good. How about you?’“I’ve got a little cold.
Otherwise things are the same. I was wondering if you had any plans to come down and visit
soon.”“I don’t have time.”“I’m happy to pay your fare.”“I told you, I don’t have time. It’s not about



the money.”Wallander realized he would not be able to change her mind. She was as stubborn
as he was.“How are you doing, anyway?” she asked again. “Do you have any contact with Baiba
these days?”“That ended a long time ago. You know that.”“It’s not good for you to go on like
this.”“What do you mean by that?”“You know what I mean. You’re even starting to get a whiny
tone in your voice. You never had that before.”“You think I sound whiny?”“You’re doing it right
now. But I have a suggestion. I think you should contact a dating service.”“A dating
service?”“Where you can find someone. Otherwise you’re going to turn into a whiny old man
who worries about where I’m spending my nights.”She sees right through me, he thought. I’m an
open book.“You mean I should put an ad in the paper?”“Yes, or use one of those agencies.”“I’ll
never do that.”“Why not?”“I don’t believe in them.”“And why not?”“I don’t know.”“Well, it was just a
suggestion. Think it over. I have to get back to work.”“Where are you?”“At the restaurant. We
open soon.”They said goodbye and hung up. Wallander wondered where she had spent the
night. A couple of years ago, Linda had been involved with a young man from Kenya who was in
medical school in Lund. But that had ended. After that, he had not known very much at all about
who she was dating, other than that every so often she started seeing someone new. He felt an
unpleasant pinch of irritation and jealousy. Then he left the room. The thought of putting in a
personal ad or getting in touch with a dating service had actually occurred to him before. But he
had always rejected the idea. It was as if that would mean sinking to an unacceptable level of
desperation.The strong wind chilled him as soon as he walked outside. He got in his car and
started the engine, listening to the strange noises that were only getting worse. Then he drove
out to the townhouse where the Hökbergs lived. Martinsson’s report had only given him the
information that Sonja Hökberg’s father was “self-employed.” He still didn’t know what that
actually meant. Wallander got out of the car. The small patch of garden in the front was neat and
tidy. He rang the doorbell. After a moment a man came to the door. Wallander knew at once that
they had met before. He had a good memory for faces. But he didn’t know when or where it had
been. The man had also immediately recognized Wallander.“It’s you,” he said. “I knew the police
would be coming out, but I didn’t expect it to be you.”He stepped aside to let Wallander enter.
Wallander heard the sound of a TV coming from somewhere. He still had not managed to figure
out where he had met this man before.“I take it you remember me?” Hökberg asked.“Yes,”
Wallander said. “But I have to say I’m having trouble placing you in the right context.”“ ‘Erik
Hökberg’ doesn’t ring a bell?”Wallander searched his memory. “I don’t think so.”“What about
‘Sten Widen’?”Suddenly Wallander remembered. Sten Widen, with his horse farm in Stjarnsund.
And Erik. The three of them had once shared a passion for the opera. Sten had been the most
deeply involved, but Erik was a childhood friend of his and they had often sat around the record
player as they listened to Verdi’s operas.“Yes, I remember now,” Wallander said. “But your name
wasn’t Hökberg then, was it?”“I took my wife’s name. As a boy I was called Erik Eriksson.”Erik
Hökberg was a large man. The coat hanger he held out to Wallander looked small in his hand.
Wallander remembered him as thin, but now he was of substantial proportions. That must have
been why it had been so hard to put two and two together.Wallander hung up his coat and



followed Hökberg into the living room. There was a TV in the middle of the room, but it was
turned off. The sound was coming from another room. They sat down. Wallander tried to think of
how to start off.“It’s horrible what’s happened,” Hökberg said. “Naturally I have no idea what got
into her.”“Had she ever been violent before?”“Never.”“What about your wife? Is she
home?”Hökberg had collapsed into a heap in his chair. Behind the rolls of fat in his face
Wallander thought he could sense the outline of another face from a time that now seemed
endlessly distant.“She took Emil and went to her sister in Höör. She couldn’t stand to stay here.
The reporters kept calling. They show no mercy. They called in the middle of the night, some of
them.”“I’m afraid I have to speak to her.”“I know. I told her the police would come by.”Wallander
wasn’t sure how to proceed.“You and your wife must have talked about what happened.”“She
doesn’t understand it any more than I do. It was a complete shock.”“You have a good relationship
with Sonja?”“There have never been any problems.”“And between her and her mother?”“Same.
They’ve had fights from time to time but only stuff you would expect. Nothing else, at least as
long as I’ve known her.”Wallander furrowed his brow.“What do you mean by that?”“Didn’t you
know she was my stepdaughter?”Wallander was sure that the information had not been in the
report. He would have remembered it.“Ruth and I had Emil together,” Hökberg said. “Sonja was
about two when I entered the scene. That was seventeen years ago. Ruth and I met at a
Christmas party.”“Who was Sonja’s biological father?”“His name was Rolf. He never cared about
her. He and Ruth were never married.”“Do you know where he is?”“He died a few years ago. He
drank himself to death.”Wallander looked for a pen in his coat pocket. He had already realized
that he had forgotten both his glasses and notebook. There was a pile of old newspapers on the
glass table.“Do you mind if I tear off a piece?”“Can’t the police afford to stock office supplies
anymore?”“That’s a good question. As it happens I’ve forgotten to bring my notebook.”Wallander
used a magazine as a writing pad. He saw that it was an English-language financial
magazine.“Do you mind if I ask you what you do for a living?”The answer came as a surprise.“I
play the stock market.”“I see. What exactly does that entail?”“I trade stocks, options, foreign
currency. I also place some bets, mainly on English cricket games. Sometimes American
baseball.”“So you mean you gamble?”“Not the usual kind. I never place bets on horses. But I
guess you can call trading stocks another form of gambling.”“And you do all this from
home?”Hökberg got up and gestured for Wallander to follow him. When they reached the
adjoining room, Wallander paused in the doorway. There was not simply one TV in this room;
there were three. Various numbers flashed past in a dark ribbon on the bottom of each screen.
On one wall was a row of clocks showing the time in other parts of the world. It was like stepping
into an air traffic control tower.“People always say technology has made the world smaller,”
Hökberg said. “I think that’s debatable. But the fact that it’s made my world bigger is beyond
dispute. From this flimsy townhouse at the edge of Ystad, I can reach all the markets in the whole
world. I can connect to betting centers in London or Rome. I can buy options on the Hong Kong
market and sell American dollars in Jakarta.”“Is it really so simple?”“Not completely. You need
permits, good contacts, and knowledge. But when I step into this room I’m in the middle of the



world. Whenever I choose. Strength and vulnerability go hand in hand.”They returned to the
living room.“I would like to see Sonja’s room,” Wallander said.Hökberg led him up the stairs.
They walked past a room that Wallander assumed belonged to their boy, Emil. Hökberg pointed
to a door.“I’ll wait downstairs,” he said. “If you don’t need me, that is.”“No, I’ll be fine.”Wallander
heard Hökberg’s heavy steps recede down the stairs. He pushed open the door. There was a
sloping ceiling in the room and one of the windows was slightly open. A thin curtain wafted in the
wind. Wallander knew from experience that the first impression was often the most valuable. A
closer examination could reveal dramatic details that were not immediately visible, but the first
impression was something he always came back to.A person lived here in this room. She was
the one he was looking for. The bed was made, heaped with pink flowery cushions. On one of
the walls was a shelf covered with teddy bears. There was a mirror on the closet door and a thick
rug on the floor. There was a desk by the window, but there was nothing on its surface.
Wallander stood in the doorway for a long time and looked into the room. This was where Sonja
Hökberg lived. He entered the room, knelt by the bed, and looked underneath. There was a thin
covering of dust everywhere except in one spot where an object had left an outline of itself.
Wallander shivered. He suspected it was the spot where the hammer had been found. He got up
and opened the drawers of the desk. None of them was locked. There weren’t even any locks.
He didn’t know exactly what he was looking for. Maybe a diary or some photographs. But nothing
in the drawers caught his attention. He sat down on the bed and thought about his meeting with
Sonja Hökberg.There was something that had struck him as soon as he saw her room from the
doorway.Something didn’t add up. Sonja Hökberg and her room didn’t go together. He couldn’t
imagine her here among all the pink cushions and teddy bears. But it was her room. He tried to
figure out what it could mean. Which was closer to the truth—the indifferent girl he had met at
the police station, or the room where she had lived and hidden a hammer under her bed?Many
years ago Rydberg had taught him how to listen. Each room has its own life and breath. You
have to listen for it. A room can tell you many secrets about the person who lives there.At first
Wallander had been skeptical about Rydberg’s advice, but in time he had come to realize that
Rydberg had imparted a crucial knowledge.Wallander’s head was starting to ache, particularly in
his temples. He got up and opened the closet door. There were clothes on the hangers and
shoes on the floor. On the inside of the closet door was a poster from a movie called The Devil’s
Advocate. The starring role was played by Al Pacino. Wallander remembered him from The
Godfather. He shut the closet door and sat down on the chair by the desk. That gave him a new
angle from which to view the room.There’s something missing, he thought. He remembered
what Linda’s room had looked like as a teenager. Of course there had been some stuffed
animals. But above all there were the pictures of her idols, who changed from time to time but
were always there in some form or another.There was nothing like that in Sonja Hökberg’s room.
She was nineteen, and all she had was a movie poster in her closet.Wallander remained for a
few more minutes, then left the room and walked back down the stairs. Hökberg looked at him
carefully.“Did you find anything?”“I just wanted to have a look around.”“What’s going to happen to



her?”Wallander shook his head.“She’ll be tried as an adult, and she’s confessed to the crime.
They’re not going to be easy on her.”Hökberg didn’t say anything. Wallander could see he was
pained. Wallander took down the number for Hökberg’s sister-in-law in Höör.Then he left the
townhouse and drove back to the station, feeling worse and worse. He was going to go home
after the press conference and crawl into bed.When he walked into the reception area, Irene
waved him over. Wallander saw that she was pale.“What’s happened?” he asked.“I don’t know,”
she said. “They were looking for you, and as usual you didn’t have your phone with you.”“Who
was looking for me?”“Everyone.”Wallander lost his patience.“What do you mean, ‘everyone’?
Give me some names, dammit!”“Martinsson. And Lisa.”Wallander went straight to Martinsson’s
office. Hansson was in there.“What’s happened?”Martinsson answered.“Sonja Hökberg has
escaped.”Wallander stared at him in disbelief.“Escaped?”Table of ContentsTitle
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Kennedy’s Brain The Eye of the Leopard Italian Shoes The Man from Beijing Daniel The
Shadow Girls“A man who strays from the path of understanding comes to rest in the company of
the dead.”—Proverbs 21:16“A man who strays from the path of understanding comes to rest in
the company of the dead.”—Proverbs 21:16FirewallFirewallPart One The CatalystPart One The
CatalystChapter OneThe wind died down toward evening, then stopped completely.He was
standing on the balcony. Some days he could see a sliver of ocean between the buildings across
the way. Right now it was too dark. Sometimes he set up his telescope and looked into the
lighted windows of the other apartments. But he always started to feel as if someone was onto
him and then he would stop.The stars were very clear and bright.It’s already fall, he thought.
There may even be a touch of frost tonight, though it’s early for Scania.A car drove by. He
shivered and went back in. The door to the balcony was hard to close and needed some
adjustment. He added it to the to-do list he kept on a pad of paper in the kitchen.He walked into
the living room, pausing in the doorway to look around. Since it was Sunday, the place was
immaculately clean. It gave him a feeling of satisfaction.He sat down at his desk and pulled out
the thick journal he kept in one of the drawers. As usual, he began by reading his entry from the
night before.Saturday, the fourth of October, 1997. Gusty winds, 8–10 meters per second
according to the National Weather Service. Broken cloud formations. Temperature at six o’clock:
seven degrees Celsius. Temperature at two o’clock: eight degrees Celsius.Below that he had
added four sentences.No activity in c-space today. No messages. C doesn’t reply when
prompted. All is calm.He removed the lid of the ink pot and carefully dipped the nib in the ink. It
had been his father’s pen, one his father had saved from his early days as an assistant clerk at a
bank in Tomelilla. He never used any other pen for writing in his journal.The wind died away as
he was writing. The thermometer outside the kitchen window read three degrees Celsius. The
sky was clear. He made a note of the fact that cleaning the apartment had taken three hours and
twenty-five minutes. That was ten minutes faster than last Sunday.He had also taken a short
walk down to the marina, after meditating in Saint Maria’s church for thirty minutes.He hesitated,
then wrote, Short walk in the evening.He pressed the blotting paper over the few lines he had
just written, wiped off the pen, and replaced the lid of the ink pot.Before shutting the journal, he
glanced over at the old ship’s clock that stood next to him on the desk. It was twenty minutes
past eleven.He walked out into the hall, put on his leather jacket, and pulled on an old pair of
rubber boots. He stuck a hand in his pocket to make sure he had his wallet and his keys.Once he
was down on the street, he stood in the shadows for a while and looked around. There was no
one there, just as he had expected. He started walking down to the left, as he usually did,
crossing the highway to Malmö and heading down toward the department stores and the red
brick building that housed the Tax Authorities. He increased his speed until he found his usual
smooth evening rhythm. He walked quickly in the daytime to get his heart rate up, but the
evening walks had a different purpose. This was when he tried to empty his mind, preparing for
sleep and the day to come.Outside one of the department stores, he passed a woman with a
German shepherd. He almost always bumped into her on his evening walks. A car drove by at



high speed, music blaring.They have no inkling of what’s in store for them, he thought. All these
hooligans who drive around permanently damaging their hearing with their obnoxious music.
They don’t know. They know as little as that woman out walking her dog.The thought cheered
him up. He thought about the power he wielded, the sense of being one of the chosen. He had
the power to do away with the hardened, corrupt ways of this society and create a new order,
something completely unexpected.He stopped and looked up at the night sky.Nothing is truly
comprehensible, he thought. My own life is as incomprehensible as the fact that the light I now
see from the stars has been traveling for eons. The only source of meaning is my own course of
action, like the deal that I was offered twenty years ago and that I accepted without hesitation.He
continued on his way, increasing his speed because his thoughts were making him excited. He
felt a growing sense of impatience. They had waited so long for this. Now the moment was
approaching when they would open the invisible dams and watch their tidal wave sweep over the
world.But not yet. The moment was not quite here, and impatience was a weakness he would
not permit himself.He turned and started back. As he walked past the Tax Authority, he decided
to go to the cash machine in the plaza. He put his hand over the pocket where he kept his wallet.
He wasn’t going to make a withdrawal, just get an account balance and make sure all was as it
should be.He stopped in the light by the ATM and took out his card. The woman with the
German shepherd was long gone. A heavily loaded truck drove past on the Malmö highway,
probably on its way to one of the Poland ferries. By the sound of it, the muffler was damaged.He
fed his card into the slot, punched in his code, and selected the button for account balance. The
machine returned his card and he slipped it back into his wallet. He listened to the whirring and
clicking and smiled. If they only knew, he thought. If people only knew what lay in store for
them.The white slip of paper with his account balance slid out of the slot. He felt around for his
glasses before he realized he had left them in his other coat. He felt a twinge of irritation at this
oversight.He walked over to the place under the street lamp where the light was strongest and
studied the slip of paper.There was Friday’s withdrawal, as well as the cash he had taken out the
day before. His balance was 9,765 kronor. Everything was in order.What happened next came
without warning.It was as if he had been kicked by a horse. The pain was sudden and violent.He
fell forward with the white piece of paper clutched in his hand.As his head hit the asphalt he had
a final moment of clarity. His last thought was that he didn’t understand what was
happening.Then a darkness enveloped him from all sides.It was just past midnight on Monday,
the 6th of October, 1997.A second truck on its way to the night ferry drove by.Then calm
returned to the streets once more.Chapter OneThe wind died down toward evening, then
stopped completely.He was standing on the balcony. Some days he could see a sliver of ocean
between the buildings across the way. Right now it was too dark. Sometimes he set up his
telescope and looked into the lighted windows of the other apartments. But he always started to
feel as if someone was onto him and then he would stop.The stars were very clear and bright.It’s
already fall, he thought. There may even be a touch of frost tonight, though it’s early for Scania.A
car drove by. He shivered and went back in. The door to the balcony was hard to close and



needed some adjustment. He added it to the to-do list he kept on a pad of paper in the
kitchen.He walked into the living room, pausing in the doorway to look around. Since it was
Sunday, the place was immaculately clean. It gave him a feeling of satisfaction.He sat down at
his desk and pulled out the thick journal he kept in one of the drawers. As usual, he began by
reading his entry from the night before.Saturday, the fourth of October, 1997. Gusty winds, 8–10
meters per second according to the National Weather Service. Broken cloud formations.
Temperature at six o’clock: seven degrees Celsius. Temperature at two o’clock: eight degrees
Celsius.Below that he had added four sentences.No activity in c-space today. No messages. C
doesn’t reply when prompted. All is calm.He removed the lid of the ink pot and carefully dipped
the nib in the ink. It had been his father’s pen, one his father had saved from his early days as an
assistant clerk at a bank in Tomelilla. He never used any other pen for writing in his journal.The
wind died away as he was writing. The thermometer outside the kitchen window read three
degrees Celsius. The sky was clear. He made a note of the fact that cleaning the apartment had
taken three hours and twenty-five minutes. That was ten minutes faster than last Sunday.He had
also taken a short walk down to the marina, after meditating in Saint Maria’s church for thirty
minutes.He hesitated, then wrote, Short walk in the evening.He pressed the blotting paper over
the few lines he had just written, wiped off the pen, and replaced the lid of the ink pot.Before
shutting the journal, he glanced over at the old ship’s clock that stood next to him on the desk. It
was twenty minutes past eleven.He walked out into the hall, put on his leather jacket, and pulled
on an old pair of rubber boots. He stuck a hand in his pocket to make sure he had his wallet and
his keys.Once he was down on the street, he stood in the shadows for a while and looked
around. There was no one there, just as he had expected. He started walking down to the left, as
he usually did, crossing the highway to Malmö and heading down toward the department stores
and the red brick building that housed the Tax Authorities. He increased his speed until he found
his usual smooth evening rhythm. He walked quickly in the daytime to get his heart rate up, but
the evening walks had a different purpose. This was when he tried to empty his mind, preparing
for sleep and the day to come.Outside one of the department stores, he passed a woman with a
German shepherd. He almost always bumped into her on his evening walks. A car drove by at
high speed, music blaring.They have no inkling of what’s in store for them, he thought. All these
hooligans who drive around permanently damaging their hearing with their obnoxious music.
They don’t know. They know as little as that woman out walking her dog.The thought cheered
him up. He thought about the power he wielded, the sense of being one of the chosen. He had
the power to do away with the hardened, corrupt ways of this society and create a new order,
something completely unexpected.He stopped and looked up at the night sky.Nothing is truly
comprehensible, he thought. My own life is as incomprehensible as the fact that the light I now
see from the stars has been traveling for eons. The only source of meaning is my own course of
action, like the deal that I was offered twenty years ago and that I accepted without hesitation.He
continued on his way, increasing his speed because his thoughts were making him excited. He
felt a growing sense of impatience. They had waited so long for this. Now the moment was



approaching when they would open the invisible dams and watch their tidal wave sweep over the
world.But not yet. The moment was not quite here, and impatience was a weakness he would
not permit himself.He turned and started back. As he walked past the Tax Authority, he decided
to go to the cash machine in the plaza. He put his hand over the pocket where he kept his wallet.
He wasn’t going to make a withdrawal, just get an account balance and make sure all was as it
should be.He stopped in the light by the ATM and took out his card. The woman with the
German shepherd was long gone. A heavily loaded truck drove past on the Malmö highway,
probably on its way to one of the Poland ferries. By the sound of it, the muffler was damaged.He
fed his card into the slot, punched in his code, and selected the button for account balance. The
machine returned his card and he slipped it back into his wallet. He listened to the whirring and
clicking and smiled. If they only knew, he thought. If people only knew what lay in store for
them.The white slip of paper with his account balance slid out of the slot. He felt around for his
glasses before he realized he had left them in his other coat. He felt a twinge of irritation at this
oversight.He walked over to the place under the street lamp where the light was strongest and
studied the slip of paper.There was Friday’s withdrawal, as well as the cash he had taken out the
day before. His balance was 9,765 kronor. Everything was in order.What happened next came
without warning.It was as if he had been kicked by a horse. The pain was sudden and violent.He
fell forward with the white piece of paper clutched in his hand.As his head hit the asphalt he had
a final moment of clarity. His last thought was that he didn’t understand what was
happening.Then a darkness enveloped him from all sides.It was just past midnight on Monday,
the 6th of October, 1997.A second truck on its way to the night ferry drove by.Then calm
returned to the streets once more.Chapter TwoWhen Kurt Wallander got into his car on
Mariagatan in Ystad, on the morning of the 6th of October, 1997, it was with reluctance. It was a
little after eight o’clock. He drove out of the city, wondering what had possessed him to say he
would go. He had a deep and passionate dislike of funerals, and yet that was exactly what he
was on his way to attend. Since he had plenty of time, he decided against taking the direct route
to Malmö. Instead, he took the coastal highway toward Svarte and Trelleborg. He glimpsed the
sea on his left-hand side. A ferry was approaching the harbor.He thought about the fact that this
was his fourth funeral in seven years. First there had been his colleague Rydberg, who died of
cancer. It had been a protracted and painful end. Wallander had often visited him in the hospital
where he lay slowly wasting away. Rydberg’s death had been a huge blow. Rydberg was the one
who had made a police officer out of him. He had taught Wallander to ask the right questions.
Through watching him work, Wallander had slowly learned how to read the information hidden at
the scene of a crime. Before he started working with Rydberg, Wallander had been a very
average policeman. It was only after many years, after Rydberg’s death, that Wallander realized
he had become not only a stubborn and energetic detective, but a good one. He still held long,
silent conversations with Rydberg in his head when he tackled a new investigation and didn’t
quite know how to proceed. He experienced a brief sense of loss and sadness at Rydberg’s
absence almost every day. Those feelings would never go away.Then there was his father, who



had died unexpectedly. He had collapsed from a stroke in his studio in Löderup. That was three
years ago. Sometimes Wallander still had trouble grasping the fact that his father wasn’t still in
the studio, surrounded by the smell of turpentine and oil paint. The house in Löderup had been
sold after his death. Wallander had driven past it a couple of times since then and seen that new
people were living there. He had never stopped the car and taken a closer look. From time to
time he went to his father’s grave, always with an inexplicable feeling of guilt. These visits were
getting less frequent. He had also noticed that it was getting harder for him to visualize his
father’s face.A person who died eventually became a person who had never existed.Then there
was Svedberg, his colleague who had been so brutally murdered only one year ago. That had
made Wallander realize how little he knew about the people he worked with. During the
investigation he had uncovered a more complicated network of relationships in Svedberg’s life
than he would ever have been able to dream of.And now he was on his way to funeral number
four, the only one he didn’t really have to go to.She had called on Wednesday, just as Wallander
was about to leave the office. It was late afternoon and he had a bad headache from
concentrating on a depressing case involving smuggled cigarettes. The tracks seemed to lead to
northern Greece, then went up in smoke. Wallander had exchanged information with both
German and Greek police. But they had still not managed to arrest the smugglers. Now he
realized that the driver of the truck that contained the smuggled goods probably had no idea
what had been in his load. But he would end up going to jail, at least for a couple of months.
Nothing else would come of it. Wallander was certain that smuggled cigarettes arrived daily in
Ystad. He doubted they would ever be able to put a stop to it.His day had also been poisoned by
an argument with the district attorney, the man who was filling in for Per Åkeson, who had gone
to Sudan a couple of years ago and seemed to be in no hurry to return. Wallander was filled with
envy whenever he got a letter from Åkeson. He had done what Wallander had only dreamed of:
starting over. Now Wallander was about to turn fifty and he knew, though he had trouble
admitting such a thing to himself, that the decisive events of his life were already behind him. He
would never be anything but a police officer. The best he could do in the years leading up to
retirement was try to become better at solving crimes, and pass on his knowledge to the
younger generation of his colleagues. But there were no life-altering decisions waiting for him, no
Sudan.He was just about to put his jacket on when she called.At first he hadn’t known who she
was.Then he realized she was Stefan Fredman’s mother. Memories and isolated images from
the events three years ago rushed back in the space of a few seconds. It was the case of the boy
who had painted himself to look like a Native American warrior and set out to revenge himself on
the men who had driven his sister insane and filled his younger brother with terror. One of the
victims had been Stefan’s own father. Wallander flinched at one of the last, most disturbing
images, of the boy kneeling by his sister’s dead body and crying. He didn’t know what had
happened afterward, except that the boy had been sent to a locked psychiatric ward rather than
prison.Now Anette Fredman had called to say the boy was dead. He had committed suicide by
throwing himself out the window. Wallander had expressed his condolences and they had been



genuine, though perhaps what he felt was a sense of hopelessness and despair rather than
grief. But he still had not understood why she had called him. He had stood there with the
receiver in his hand and tried to recall her face. He had only met her on two or three occasions in
her home in a suburb of Malmö, when he had been struggling with the idea that a fourteen-year-
old boy had committed these heinous crimes. She had been shy and tense. She had always
seemed to be cringing, as if expecting everything to turn out for the worst. In her case, they often
did. Wallander remembered that he had wondered if she were addicted to alcohol or prescription
medication. But he didn’t know. He could hardly remember her face. Her voice on the telephone
sounded completely unfamiliar.Then she told him why she was calling. She wanted Wallander to
attend the funeral. There were so few people who were coming. She was the only one left now,
except her youngest son, Jens. Wallander had, after all, been someone who wished them
well.He promised to be there. He changed his mind the moment he said the words, but by then it
was too late.Later he had tried to find out what happened to the boy after his admittance to the
psychiatric ward. He spoke with one of Stefan’s doctors. He was told that Stefan had been
almost completely silent during the past few years, closed off from the outside world. But the boy
who came smashing down onto that slab of concrete on the hospital grounds had worn full-
blown warrior paints. That disturbing mask of paint and blood held little clue as to who the young
person locked inside had really been, but it spoke volumes about the violent and largely
indifferent society in which he had been formed.Wallander drove slowly along the road. He had
been surprised when he put on his suit that morning and found that the pants fit. He must have
lost weight. Ever since being diagnosed with diabetes the previous year he had been forced to
modify his eating habits, start exercising, and lose weight. At first he had been too extreme and
had jumped on the bathroom scale several times a day, until he finally threw it out in a rage.But
his doctor had not let up, insisting that Wallander do something about his unhealthy eating
habits and his almost total absence of exercise. His nagging had finally produced results.
Wallander had bought a sweatsuit and sneakers and started taking regular walks. But when his
colleague Martinsson had suggested they start running together, Wallander had refused. He
drew the line at jogging. Now he had established a regular route for his walks that took about an
hour. It went from Mariagatan through the Sandskogen park, and back. He forced himself out on
a walk at least four times a week, and had also forced himself to stay away from his favorite
hamburger places. Accordingly, his blood sugar levels had dropped and Wallander had lost
weight. One morning as he was shaving in front of the mirror he noticed that his cheeks were
hollow again. It was like getting his old face back after having worn an artificial padding of fat and
bad skin. His daughter, Linda, had been delighted with the change when she saw him last. But
no one down at the station had made any comments about his appearance.It’s as if we never
really see each other, Wallander thought. We work together, but we don’t see each
other.Wallander drove by Mossby Beach, which lay deserted now that it was fall. He
remembered the time six years ago when a rubber raft carrying two dead men had drifted
ashore here.On a whim, he slammed on the brakes and turned the car around. He had plenty of



time. He parked and got out of the car. There was no wind and it was perhaps a couple of
degrees above freezing. He buttoned his coat and followed the small trail that snaked out
between the sand dunes to the sea. The beach was deserted, but there were traces of people
and dogs—and horses—in the sand. He looked out over the water. A flock of birds was flying
south in formation.He still remembered exactly where they had found the bodies. It had been a
difficult investigation that had led Wallander to Latvia. He had met Baiba in Riga. She was the
widow of a Latvian police officer, a man Wallander had known and liked.Then they had started
seeing each other. For a long time he had thought it was going to work out, that she would move
to Sweden. They had even started looking at houses. But then she had started to pull away.
Wallander had thought jealously that she had met someone else. He even flew to Riga once
without telling her in advance so he could surprise her. But there had been no one else, just
Baiba’s doubts about marrying another police officer and leaving her homeland, where she had
an underpaid but rewarding job as a translator.So it had ended.Wallander walked along the
beach and realized that a year had gone by since he had last talked to her. She still sometimes
appeared in his dreams, but he never managed to grab hold of her. When he approached her or
put out his hand to touch her, she was gone. He asked himself if he really missed her. His
jealousy was gone now; he no longer flinched at the thought of her with another man.I miss the
companionship, he thought. With Baiba I managed to escape the loneliness I hadn’t even been
aware of.He returned to the car. I should avoid deserted beaches in the fall, he thought. They
make me depressed.Once he had taken refuge from his normal life in a remote part of northern
Jylland. He had been on sick leave due to a deep depression and had thought he would never
return to his work as a police officer in Ystad again. It was many years ago, but he could still
recall in terrifying detail how he had felt. It was something he never wanted to experience again.
That bleak and blustery landscape had seemed to awaken his worst fears.He got in the car and
continued on to Malmö. He wondered what the coming winter was going to be like, if there would
be a lot of snow or if it would simply rain. He also wondered what he was going to do during the
week of vacation he was due to take in November. He had talked to Linda about taking a charter
flight to a warmer climate. It would be his treat. But she was still up in Stockholm, studying
something—he didn’t know what—and said she really couldn’t get away. He had tried to think of
other travel companions but had not managed to come up with anyone. He had almost no
friends. There was Sten Widen, who raised horses on a ranch outside of Ystad, but Wallander
wasn’t sure he would be such a good travel companion. Widen drank constantly, while
Wallander was struggling to keep his own once-considerable alcohol consumption to a
minimum. He could ask Gertrud, his father’s widow. But what would they talk about for a whole
week?There was no one else.He would stay home and use the money to buy a new car. The
Peugeot was getting old. It had started to make a funny sound.He entered the suburb of
Rosengård shortly after ten o’clock. The funeral was scheduled for eleven. The church was a
modern building. Nearby some boys were kicking a soccer ball against a concrete wall. There
were seven in all, three of them black. Three others also looked like they might have immigrant



parents. The last one had freckles and unruly blond hair. The boys were kicking the ball around
with enthusiasm and a great deal of laughter. For a split second Wallander felt an overwhelming
urge to join them. But he stayed where he was. A man walked out of the church and lit a
cigarette. Wallander got out of the car and approached him.“Is this where Stefan Fredman’s
funeral is going to be held?” he asked.The man nodded. “Are you a relative?”“No.”“I didn’t think
there would be very many people here,” the man said. “I take it you know what he did.”“Yes, I
know,” Wallander said.The man looked down at his cigarette.“Someone like him is better off
dead.”Wallander felt himself getting angry.“Stefan wasn’t even eighteen years old. Someone that
young is never better off dead.”Wallander realized he was yelling. The man with the cigarette
looked at him with curiosity. Wallander shook his head angrily and turned around. At that
moment the hearse drove up. The brown coffin was unloaded. There was only a single wreath of
flowers on it. I should have brought a bouquet, Wallander thought.He walked over to the boys,
who were still playing soccer.“Any of you know of a flower shop around here?” he asked.One of
the boys pointed into the distance.Wallander took out his wallet and held up a hundred-crown
note.“Run over and buy me some flowers,” he said. “Roses. And hurry back. I’ll give you ten
crowns for your troubles.”The boy looked at him with big eyes, but took the money.“I’m a police
officer,” Wallander said. “A dangerous police officer. If you make off with the money, I’ll find
you.”The boy shook his head.“Then why aren’t you wearing a uniform?” he asked in broken
Swedish. “You don’t look like a policeman. Not a dangerous one, anyway.”Wallander got out his
police badge and showed it to him. The boy studied it for a while, then nodded and set off. The
rest of them resumed their game.There’s a good chance he won’t be back, Wallander thought
gloomily. It’s been a long time since civilians had any sense of respect for the police.But the boy
returned with the roses, as promised. Wallander gave him twenty crowns, the ten he owed him
and ten more for actually coming back, realizing that he was being overly generous. Shortly
thereafter, a taxi pulled up and Stefan’s mother got out. She had aged and was so thin she
looked sick. A young boy of about seven stood by her side. He looked a lot like his brother. His
eyes were wide and frightened. He still lived in fear from that time. Wallander walked over and
greeted them.“It’s just going to be us and the minister,” she said.They walked into the church.
The minister was a young man who was sitting on a chair next to the coffin, leafing through a
newspaper. Wallander felt Anette Fredman suddenly grab hold of his arm.He understood.The
minister got up and put his newspaper away. They sat down to the right of the coffin. She was still
hanging on to Wallander’s arm.First she lost her husband, Wallander thought. Björn Fredman
had been an unpleasant and brutal man who used to hit her and who frightened his children. But
he had still been her husband and the father of her children. He was later murdered by his own
son. Then her oldest child, Louise, had died. And now here she is, about to bury her son. What’s
left for her? Half a life? As much as that?Someone entered the church behind them. Anette
Fredman did not seem to hear anything, or else she was trying so hard to stay in control of
herself that she couldn’t focus on anything else. A woman was walking up the aisle. She was
about Wallander’s age. Anette Fredman finally looked up and nodded to her. The woman sat



down a few rows behind them.“She’s a doctor,” Anette Fredman said. “Her name is Agneta
Malmström. She helped Jens a while back when he wasn’t doing so well.”Wallander recognized
the name, but it took him a moment to remember that it was Agneta Malmström and her
husband who had provided him with the most important clues in the Stefan Fredman case. He
had spoken to her late one night with the help of Stockholm Radio. She had been on a sailboat
far out at sea, out past Landsort.Wallander heard organ music, although he had not seen an
organist. The minister had turned on a tape recorder.Wallander wondered why he had not heard
any church bells. Didn’t funerals always start with the ringing of church bells? This thought was
pushed aside when Anette Fredman’s grip on his arm tightened. He cast a glance at the boy by
her side. Should a child his age be attending a funeral? Wallander didn’t think so. But the boy
looked fairly collected.The music died away and the minister started to speak. He started by
reminding them of Christ’s words “let the little ones come unto me.” Wallander concentrated on
the wreath that lay on the coffin, counting the blossoms in order to keep the lump in his throat
from growing.The service was short. Afterward they approached the coffin. Anette Fredman was
breathing hard, as if she were in the final few yards of a race. Agneta Malmström stood right
behind them. Wallander turned to the minister, who seemed impatient.“Why were there no
church bells?” Wallander asked him. “There should be bells ringing as we walk out, and not a
recording, either.”The minister nodded hesitantly. Wallander wondered what would have
happened if he had pulled out his police ID. They started walking out. Anette and Jens Fredman
went ahead of the others. Wallander said hello to Agneta Malmström.“I recognized you,” she
said. “We’ve never met, but I’ve seen your face in the papers.”“She asked me to come. Did she
call you, too?”“No, I came of my own accord.”“What’s going to happen to her now?”Agneta
Malmström shook her head slowly.“I don’t know. She’s started drinking heavily. I have no idea
how Jens is going to get on.”At this point they reached the vestibule, where Anette Fredman and
Jens were waiting for them. The church bells rang. Wallander opened the church doors, taking
one last look at the coffin. Some men were already in the process of removing it through a side
door.Suddenly a flash went off in his face. There was a press photographer waiting outside the
church. Anette Fredman held up her hands to shield her face. The photographer turned from her
and tried to get a picture of the boy. Wallander put out his arm to stop him, but the photographer
was too quick. He got his picture.“Why can’t you leave us alone?” Anette Fredman cried.The boy
started to cry. Wallander grabbed the photographer and pulled him aside.“What the hell do you
think you’re doing?” he yelled.“None of your fucking business,” said the photographer. He was
about Wallander’s age and had bad breath.“I shoot whatever sells,” he added. “Pictures of a
serial killer’s funeral sell. Too bad I didn’t get here earlier.”Wallander reached for his police ID,
then changed his mind and snatched the camera. The photographer tried to pull it out of his
hands, but Wallander was stronger. In a split second he had opened the camera and pulled out
the film.“There have to be limits,” Wallander said and handed the camera back to him.The
photographer stared at him, then hauled his cell phone out of his pocket.“I’m calling the cops,” he
said. “That was assault.”“Go ahead,” Wallander said. “Do it. I’m a detective with the homicide



division in Ystad. Inspector Kurt Wallander. Please call my colleagues in Malmö and tell them
whatever you want.”Wallander let the roll of film fall on the ground and broke it up with his foot.
The church bells stopped ringing.Wallander was sweaty and still enraged. Anette Fredman’s
shrill plea to be left alone echoed in his head. The photographer stared at the destroyed roll of
film. The group of boys were still playing soccer.When she had called, Anette Fredman had
asked him to join them for coffee after the service. He had not been able to say no.“There won’t
be any pictures in the paper,” Wallander said.“Why can’t they leave us alone?”Wallander had
nothing to say. He looked over at Agneta Malmström, but she had nothing to say, either.The
apartment in the shabby rental building was exactly as Wallander remembered it. Agneta
Malmström accompanied them. They sat quietly while they waited for the coffee to brew.
Wallander thought he heard the clink of a glass bottle in the kitchen.Jens was sitting on the floor
playing quietly with a toy car. Wallander realized that Agneta Malmström found it all as
depressing as he did, but there seemed to be nothing to say.They sat there with their coffee
cups. Anette Fredman sat across from them with shiny eyes. Agneta Malmström tried to ask her
how she was managing financially now that she was unemployed. Anette Fredman answered in
vague perfunctory phrases.“We manage. Things will work out somehow. One day at a time.”The
conversation died away. Wallander looked down at his watch. It was close to one o’clock. He got
up and shook Anette Fredman’s hand. She burst into tears. Wallander was taken aback. He
didn’t know what to do.“You go,” Agneta Malmström said. “I’ll stay with her a little while.”“I’ll call to
see how things are going,” Wallander said. Then he awkwardly patted the boy’s head, and
left.He sat in the car for a while before starting the engine. He thought about the photographer
who was so sure the pictures of a serial killer’s funeral would sell.I can’t deny that this is how it is
now, he thought. But I also can’t deny that I don’t understand a single bit of it.He drove through
the fall landscape toward Ystad.It had been a hell of a morning.He parked the car and walked in
through the doors of the police station shortly after two.The wind had picked up from the east. A
cloud belt was moving in over the coast.Chapter TwoWhen Kurt Wallander got into his car on
Mariagatan in Ystad, on the morning of the 6th of October, 1997, it was with reluctance. It was a
little after eight o’clock. He drove out of the city, wondering what had possessed him to say he
would go. He had a deep and passionate dislike of funerals, and yet that was exactly what he
was on his way to attend. Since he had plenty of time, he decided against taking the direct route
to Malmö. Instead, he took the coastal highway toward Svarte and Trelleborg. He glimpsed the
sea on his left-hand side. A ferry was approaching the harbor.He thought about the fact that this
was his fourth funeral in seven years. First there had been his colleague Rydberg, who died of
cancer. It had been a protracted and painful end. Wallander had often visited him in the hospital
where he lay slowly wasting away. Rydberg’s death had been a huge blow. Rydberg was the one
who had made a police officer out of him. He had taught Wallander to ask the right questions.
Through watching him work, Wallander had slowly learned how to read the information hidden at
the scene of a crime. Before he started working with Rydberg, Wallander had been a very
average policeman. It was only after many years, after Rydberg’s death, that Wallander realized



he had become not only a stubborn and energetic detective, but a good one. He still held long,
silent conversations with Rydberg in his head when he tackled a new investigation and didn’t
quite know how to proceed. He experienced a brief sense of loss and sadness at Rydberg’s
absence almost every day. Those feelings would never go away.Then there was his father, who
had died unexpectedly. He had collapsed from a stroke in his studio in Löderup. That was three
years ago. Sometimes Wallander still had trouble grasping the fact that his father wasn’t still in
the studio, surrounded by the smell of turpentine and oil paint. The house in Löderup had been
sold after his death. Wallander had driven past it a couple of times since then and seen that new
people were living there. He had never stopped the car and taken a closer look. From time to
time he went to his father’s grave, always with an inexplicable feeling of guilt. These visits were
getting less frequent. He had also noticed that it was getting harder for him to visualize his
father’s face.A person who died eventually became a person who had never existed.Then there
was Svedberg, his colleague who had been so brutally murdered only one year ago. That had
made Wallander realize how little he knew about the people he worked with. During the
investigation he had uncovered a more complicated network of relationships in Svedberg’s life
than he would ever have been able to dream of.And now he was on his way to funeral number
four, the only one he didn’t really have to go to.She had called on Wednesday, just as Wallander
was about to leave the office. It was late afternoon and he had a bad headache from
concentrating on a depressing case involving smuggled cigarettes. The tracks seemed to lead to
northern Greece, then went up in smoke. Wallander had exchanged information with both
German and Greek police. But they had still not managed to arrest the smugglers. Now he
realized that the driver of the truck that contained the smuggled goods probably had no idea
what had been in his load. But he would end up going to jail, at least for a couple of months.
Nothing else would come of it. Wallander was certain that smuggled cigarettes arrived daily in
Ystad. He doubted they would ever be able to put a stop to it.His day had also been poisoned by
an argument with the district attorney, the man who was filling in for Per Åkeson, who had gone
to Sudan a couple of years ago and seemed to be in no hurry to return. Wallander was filled with
envy whenever he got a letter from Åkeson. He had done what Wallander had only dreamed of:
starting over. Now Wallander was about to turn fifty and he knew, though he had trouble
admitting such a thing to himself, that the decisive events of his life were already behind him. He
would never be anything but a police officer. The best he could do in the years leading up to
retirement was try to become better at solving crimes, and pass on his knowledge to the
younger generation of his colleagues. But there were no life-altering decisions waiting for him, no
Sudan.He was just about to put his jacket on when she called.At first he hadn’t known who she
was.Then he realized she was Stefan Fredman’s mother. Memories and isolated images from
the events three years ago rushed back in the space of a few seconds. It was the case of the boy
who had painted himself to look like a Native American warrior and set out to revenge himself on
the men who had driven his sister insane and filled his younger brother with terror. One of the
victims had been Stefan’s own father. Wallander flinched at one of the last, most disturbing



images, of the boy kneeling by his sister’s dead body and crying. He didn’t know what had
happened afterward, except that the boy had been sent to a locked psychiatric ward rather than
prison.Now Anette Fredman had called to say the boy was dead. He had committed suicide by
throwing himself out the window. Wallander had expressed his condolences and they had been
genuine, though perhaps what he felt was a sense of hopelessness and despair rather than
grief. But he still had not understood why she had called him. He had stood there with the
receiver in his hand and tried to recall her face. He had only met her on two or three occasions in
her home in a suburb of Malmö, when he had been struggling with the idea that a fourteen-year-
old boy had committed these heinous crimes. She had been shy and tense. She had always
seemed to be cringing, as if expecting everything to turn out for the worst. In her case, they often
did. Wallander remembered that he had wondered if she were addicted to alcohol or prescription
medication. But he didn’t know. He could hardly remember her face. Her voice on the telephone
sounded completely unfamiliar.Then she told him why she was calling. She wanted Wallander to
attend the funeral. There were so few people who were coming. She was the only one left now,
except her youngest son, Jens. Wallander had, after all, been someone who wished them
well.He promised to be there. He changed his mind the moment he said the words, but by then it
was too late.Later he had tried to find out what happened to the boy after his admittance to the
psychiatric ward. He spoke with one of Stefan’s doctors. He was told that Stefan had been
almost completely silent during the past few years, closed off from the outside world. But the boy
who came smashing down onto that slab of concrete on the hospital grounds had worn full-
blown warrior paints. That disturbing mask of paint and blood held little clue as to who the young
person locked inside had really been, but it spoke volumes about the violent and largely
indifferent society in which he had been formed.Wallander drove slowly along the road. He had
been surprised when he put on his suit that morning and found that the pants fit. He must have
lost weight. Ever since being diagnosed with diabetes the previous year he had been forced to
modify his eating habits, start exercising, and lose weight. At first he had been too extreme and
had jumped on the bathroom scale several times a day, until he finally threw it out in a rage.But
his doctor had not let up, insisting that Wallander do something about his unhealthy eating
habits and his almost total absence of exercise. His nagging had finally produced results.
Wallander had bought a sweatsuit and sneakers and started taking regular walks. But when his
colleague Martinsson had suggested they start running together, Wallander had refused. He
drew the line at jogging. Now he had established a regular route for his walks that took about an
hour. It went from Mariagatan through the Sandskogen park, and back. He forced himself out on
a walk at least four times a week, and had also forced himself to stay away from his favorite
hamburger places. Accordingly, his blood sugar levels had dropped and Wallander had lost
weight. One morning as he was shaving in front of the mirror he noticed that his cheeks were
hollow again. It was like getting his old face back after having worn an artificial padding of fat and
bad skin. His daughter, Linda, had been delighted with the change when she saw him last. But
no one down at the station had made any comments about his appearance.It’s as if we never



really see each other, Wallander thought. We work together, but we don’t see each
other.Wallander drove by Mossby Beach, which lay deserted now that it was fall. He
remembered the time six years ago when a rubber raft carrying two dead men had drifted
ashore here.On a whim, he slammed on the brakes and turned the car around. He had plenty of
time. He parked and got out of the car. There was no wind and it was perhaps a couple of
degrees above freezing. He buttoned his coat and followed the small trail that snaked out
between the sand dunes to the sea. The beach was deserted, but there were traces of people
and dogs—and horses—in the sand. He looked out over the water. A flock of birds was flying
south in formation.He still remembered exactly where they had found the bodies. It had been a
difficult investigation that had led Wallander to Latvia. He had met Baiba in Riga. She was the
widow of a Latvian police officer, a man Wallander had known and liked.Then they had started
seeing each other. For a long time he had thought it was going to work out, that she would move
to Sweden. They had even started looking at houses. But then she had started to pull away.
Wallander had thought jealously that she had met someone else. He even flew to Riga once
without telling her in advance so he could surprise her. But there had been no one else, just
Baiba’s doubts about marrying another police officer and leaving her homeland, where she had
an underpaid but rewarding job as a translator.So it had ended.Wallander walked along the
beach and realized that a year had gone by since he had last talked to her. She still sometimes
appeared in his dreams, but he never managed to grab hold of her. When he approached her or
put out his hand to touch her, she was gone. He asked himself if he really missed her. His
jealousy was gone now; he no longer flinched at the thought of her with another man.I miss the
companionship, he thought. With Baiba I managed to escape the loneliness I hadn’t even been
aware of.He returned to the car. I should avoid deserted beaches in the fall, he thought. They
make me depressed.Once he had taken refuge from his normal life in a remote part of northern
Jylland. He had been on sick leave due to a deep depression and had thought he would never
return to his work as a police officer in Ystad again. It was many years ago, but he could still
recall in terrifying detail how he had felt. It was something he never wanted to experience again.
That bleak and blustery landscape had seemed to awaken his worst fears.He got in the car and
continued on to Malmö. He wondered what the coming winter was going to be like, if there would
be a lot of snow or if it would simply rain. He also wondered what he was going to do during the
week of vacation he was due to take in November. He had talked to Linda about taking a charter
flight to a warmer climate. It would be his treat. But she was still up in Stockholm, studying
something—he didn’t know what—and said she really couldn’t get away. He had tried to think of
other travel companions but had not managed to come up with anyone. He had almost no
friends. There was Sten Widen, who raised horses on a ranch outside of Ystad, but Wallander
wasn’t sure he would be such a good travel companion. Widen drank constantly, while
Wallander was struggling to keep his own once-considerable alcohol consumption to a
minimum. He could ask Gertrud, his father’s widow. But what would they talk about for a whole
week?There was no one else.He would stay home and use the money to buy a new car. The



Peugeot was getting old. It had started to make a funny sound.He entered the suburb of
Rosengård shortly after ten o’clock. The funeral was scheduled for eleven. The church was a
modern building. Nearby some boys were kicking a soccer ball against a concrete wall. There
were seven in all, three of them black. Three others also looked like they might have immigrant
parents. The last one had freckles and unruly blond hair. The boys were kicking the ball around
with enthusiasm and a great deal of laughter. For a split second Wallander felt an overwhelming
urge to join them. But he stayed where he was. A man walked out of the church and lit a
cigarette. Wallander got out of the car and approached him.“Is this where Stefan Fredman’s
funeral is going to be held?” he asked.The man nodded. “Are you a relative?”“No.”“I didn’t think
there would be very many people here,” the man said. “I take it you know what he did.”“Yes, I
know,” Wallander said.The man looked down at his cigarette.“Someone like him is better off
dead.”Wallander felt himself getting angry.“Stefan wasn’t even eighteen years old. Someone that
young is never better off dead.”Wallander realized he was yelling. The man with the cigarette
looked at him with curiosity. Wallander shook his head angrily and turned around. At that
moment the hearse drove up. The brown coffin was unloaded. There was only a single wreath of
flowers on it. I should have brought a bouquet, Wallander thought.He walked over to the boys,
who were still playing soccer.“Any of you know of a flower shop around here?” he asked.One of
the boys pointed into the distance.Wallander took out his wallet and held up a hundred-crown
note.“Run over and buy me some flowers,” he said. “Roses. And hurry back. I’ll give you ten
crowns for your troubles.”The boy looked at him with big eyes, but took the money.“I’m a police
officer,” Wallander said. “A dangerous police officer. If you make off with the money, I’ll find
you.”The boy shook his head.“Then why aren’t you wearing a uniform?” he asked in broken
Swedish. “You don’t look like a policeman. Not a dangerous one, anyway.”Wallander got out his
police badge and showed it to him. The boy studied it for a while, then nodded and set off. The
rest of them resumed their game.There’s a good chance he won’t be back, Wallander thought
gloomily. It’s been a long time since civilians had any sense of respect for the police.But the boy
returned with the roses, as promised. Wallander gave him twenty crowns, the ten he owed him
and ten more for actually coming back, realizing that he was being overly generous. Shortly
thereafter, a taxi pulled up and Stefan’s mother got out. She had aged and was so thin she
looked sick. A young boy of about seven stood by her side. He looked a lot like his brother. His
eyes were wide and frightened. He still lived in fear from that time. Wallander walked over and
greeted them.“It’s just going to be us and the minister,” she said.They walked into the church.
The minister was a young man who was sitting on a chair next to the coffin, leafing through a
newspaper. Wallander felt Anette Fredman suddenly grab hold of his arm.He understood.The
minister got up and put his newspaper away. They sat down to the right of the coffin. She was still
hanging on to Wallander’s arm.First she lost her husband, Wallander thought. Björn Fredman
had been an unpleasant and brutal man who used to hit her and who frightened his children. But
he had still been her husband and the father of her children. He was later murdered by his own
son. Then her oldest child, Louise, had died. And now here she is, about to bury her son. What’s



left for her? Half a life? As much as that?Someone entered the church behind them. Anette
Fredman did not seem to hear anything, or else she was trying so hard to stay in control of
herself that she couldn’t focus on anything else. A woman was walking up the aisle. She was
about Wallander’s age. Anette Fredman finally looked up and nodded to her. The woman sat
down a few rows behind them.“She’s a doctor,” Anette Fredman said. “Her name is Agneta
Malmström. She helped Jens a while back when he wasn’t doing so well.”Wallander recognized
the name, but it took him a moment to remember that it was Agneta Malmström and her
husband who had provided him with the most important clues in the Stefan Fredman case. He
had spoken to her late one night with the help of Stockholm Radio. She had been on a sailboat
far out at sea, out past Landsort.Wallander heard organ music, although he had not seen an
organist. The minister had turned on a tape recorder.Wallander wondered why he had not heard
any church bells. Didn’t funerals always start with the ringing of church bells? This thought was
pushed aside when Anette Fredman’s grip on his arm tightened. He cast a glance at the boy by
her side. Should a child his age be attending a funeral? Wallander didn’t think so. But the boy
looked fairly collected.The music died away and the minister started to speak. He started by
reminding them of Christ’s words “let the little ones come unto me.” Wallander concentrated on
the wreath that lay on the coffin, counting the blossoms in order to keep the lump in his throat
from growing.The service was short. Afterward they approached the coffin. Anette Fredman was
breathing hard, as if she were in the final few yards of a race. Agneta Malmström stood right
behind them. Wallander turned to the minister, who seemed impatient.“Why were there no
church bells?” Wallander asked him. “There should be bells ringing as we walk out, and not a
recording, either.”The minister nodded hesitantly. Wallander wondered what would have
happened if he had pulled out his police ID. They started walking out. Anette and Jens Fredman
went ahead of the others. Wallander said hello to Agneta Malmström.“I recognized you,” she
said. “We’ve never met, but I’ve seen your face in the papers.”“She asked me to come. Did she
call you, too?”“No, I came of my own accord.”“What’s going to happen to her now?”Agneta
Malmström shook her head slowly.“I don’t know. She’s started drinking heavily. I have no idea
how Jens is going to get on.”At this point they reached the vestibule, where Anette Fredman and
Jens were waiting for them. The church bells rang. Wallander opened the church doors, taking
one last look at the coffin. Some men were already in the process of removing it through a side
door.Suddenly a flash went off in his face. There was a press photographer waiting outside the
church. Anette Fredman held up her hands to shield her face. The photographer turned from her
and tried to get a picture of the boy. Wallander put out his arm to stop him, but the photographer
was too quick. He got his picture.“Why can’t you leave us alone?” Anette Fredman cried.The boy
started to cry. Wallander grabbed the photographer and pulled him aside.“What the hell do you
think you’re doing?” he yelled.“None of your fucking business,” said the photographer. He was
about Wallander’s age and had bad breath.“I shoot whatever sells,” he added. “Pictures of a
serial killer’s funeral sell. Too bad I didn’t get here earlier.”Wallander reached for his police ID,
then changed his mind and snatched the camera. The photographer tried to pull it out of his



hands, but Wallander was stronger. In a split second he had opened the camera and pulled out
the film.“There have to be limits,” Wallander said and handed the camera back to him.The
photographer stared at him, then hauled his cell phone out of his pocket.“I’m calling the cops,” he
said. “That was assault.”“Go ahead,” Wallander said. “Do it. I’m a detective with the homicide
division in Ystad. Inspector Kurt Wallander. Please call my colleagues in Malmö and tell them
whatever you want.”Wallander let the roll of film fall on the ground and broke it up with his foot.
The church bells stopped ringing.Wallander was sweaty and still enraged. Anette Fredman’s
shrill plea to be left alone echoed in his head. The photographer stared at the destroyed roll of
film. The group of boys were still playing soccer.When she had called, Anette Fredman had
asked him to join them for coffee after the service. He had not been able to say no.“There won’t
be any pictures in the paper,” Wallander said.“Why can’t they leave us alone?”Wallander had
nothing to say. He looked over at Agneta Malmström, but she had nothing to say, either.The
apartment in the shabby rental building was exactly as Wallander remembered it. Agneta
Malmström accompanied them. They sat quietly while they waited for the coffee to brew.
Wallander thought he heard the clink of a glass bottle in the kitchen.Jens was sitting on the floor
playing quietly with a toy car. Wallander realized that Agneta Malmström found it all as
depressing as he did, but there seemed to be nothing to say.They sat there with their coffee
cups. Anette Fredman sat across from them with shiny eyes. Agneta Malmström tried to ask her
how she was managing financially now that she was unemployed. Anette Fredman answered in
vague perfunctory phrases.“We manage. Things will work out somehow. One day at a time.”The
conversation died away. Wallander looked down at his watch. It was close to one o’clock. He got
up and shook Anette Fredman’s hand. She burst into tears. Wallander was taken aback. He
didn’t know what to do.“You go,” Agneta Malmström said. “I’ll stay with her a little while.”“I’ll call to
see how things are going,” Wallander said. Then he awkwardly patted the boy’s head, and
left.He sat in the car for a while before starting the engine. He thought about the photographer
who was so sure the pictures of a serial killer’s funeral would sell.I can’t deny that this is how it is
now, he thought. But I also can’t deny that I don’t understand a single bit of it.He drove through
the fall landscape toward Ystad.It had been a hell of a morning.He parked the car and walked in
through the doors of the police station shortly after two.The wind had picked up from the east. A
cloud belt was moving in over the coast.Chapter ThreeBy the time Wallander reached the office,
he had a headache. He looked through his desk drawers to see if he could find any tablets. He
heard Hansson walk past his door whistling to himself. He finally found a crumpled packet of
acetaminophen in the back of a drawer. He went to the lunchroom to get himself a glass of water
and a cup of coffee. Some young police officers, who had been hired during the last couple of
years, were sitting at one table talking loudly. Wallander nodded to them and said hello. He
heard them talking about their time at the police academy. He walked back to his office and
watched the two headache tablets slowly dissolve in the glass of water.He thought about Anette
Fredman, and tried to imagine what the future might hold for the little boy in the impoverished
suburb of Rosengård who had played so quietly on the apartment floor. He had seemed as if he



were hiding from the world, carrying within him his memories of a dead father and now two
equally dead siblings.Wallander drained the glass in front of him and immediately felt the
headache lifting. He looked at a case folder that Martinsson had put on his desk, with “Urgent as
all hell” written on a red Post-it note on the front. Wallander already knew the facts of the case.
They had discussed it on the phone last week while Wallander was at a national police
conference on new directions for policing the violence associated with the growing motorcycle-
gang movement. Wallander had asked to be excused, but Chief Holgersson had insisted. She
specifically wanted him on this. One of the gangs had just bought a farm outside of Ystad and
they had to be prepared to deal with them in the future.Wallander decided to return to being a
police officer and opened the folder with a sigh. Martinsson had written a concise report of the
events. When he’d gotten to the end of it, Wallander leaned back in his chair and thought about
what he had just read.Two girls, one nineteen, the other not more than fourteen, had ordered a
taxi at a restaurant shortly after ten o’clock on a Tuesday evening. They had asked to be driven
to Rydsgård. One of the girls was in the front seat. When they reached the outskirts of Ystad she
asked the driver to stop the car, saying she wanted to move to the back seat. When the taxi
pulled over to the side of the road, the girl in the backseat had pulled out a hammer and hit the
driver in the head. The girl in the front seat had helped her companion by stabbing him in the
chest with a knife. They had taken the driver’s wallet and cell phone and left the car. The driver
had been able to make an emergency call on the taxi radio despite his condition. His name was
Johan Lundberg and he was sixty years old. He had been a taxi driver almost all his adult life. He
had been able to give good descriptions of both girls. Martinsson had been able to get their
names by describing them in turn to the restaurant patrons. Both girls had been arrested in their
homes. Although they were so young, both were now being held in custody due to the severity
and violence of the crime. Johan Lundberg had been conscious when he was admitted at the
hospital, but later his condition had suddenly deteriorated. Now he was unconscious and the
doctors were unsure of the prognosis. As a motive for the crime, according to Martinsson, the
girls had only offered the brief explanation that they “needed money.”Wallander grimaced. He
had never seen anything like it—two young girls involved in such meaningless brutality.
According to Martinsson’s notes, the younger girl had a high grade-point average. The older one
was a hotel receptionist and had previously worked as a nanny in London. She had just enrolled
at the local community college. Neither one of them had ever been involved with the authorities
before.I just don’t get it, Wallander thought. This total lack of respect for human life. They could
have killed that taxi driver, it may even turn out that way if he dies in the hospital. Two girls. If they
had been boys, maybe I could understand, if only because I’m used to it by now.He was
interrupted by a knock on the door. His colleague Ann-Britt Höglund came in the door. As usual,
she looked pale and tired. Wallander thought about the change she had undergone since first
coming to Ystad. She had been one of the best of her graduating class at the Police Academy
and had arrived with a great deal of energy and ambition. Today she still possessed a strong will,
but she was changed. The paleness in her face came from within.“Do you want me to come



back later?” she asked.“No, by all means.”She sat down gingerly in the rickety chair opposite
him. Wallander pointed to the papers on his desk.“Do you have anything to say about this?” he
asked.“Is it the taxi-driver case?”“Yes.”“I’ve talked to the older girl, Sonja Hökberg. She gave me
clear and strong answers, answered everything. And seemed completely without remorse. The
other girl has been in custody with the social-welfare people because of her youth.”“Do you
understand it?”Höglund paused before answering.“Yes and no. We already know that very
young people are committing serious crimes these days.”“Forgive me, but I can’t recall a
previous case involving teenage girls attacking anyone with knives and hammers. Were they
drunk?”“No. But I don’t know if that should surprise us. Maybe what should surprise us is that
something like this didn’t happen sooner.”Wallander leaned over the table.“You’ll have to run that
last part by me again.”“I don’t know if I can explain it.”“Give it a try.”“Women aren’t needed in the
workforce anymore. That era is over.”“But that doesn’t explain why young girls have started
assaulting taxi drivers.”“There has to be something more to it that we don’t know. Neither one of
us believes in the idea that people are born evil.”Wallander shook his head.“I try to hang on to
that belief,” he said, “though at times it’s a challenge.”“Just look at the magazines these young
girls are reading. Now it’s all about beauty again, nothing else. How to get a boyfriend and find
meaning for life through his interests and dreams, that sort of thing.”“Weren’t they always like
that?”“No. Think about your own daughter. Didn’t she have her own ideas about what to do with
her life?”Wallander knew she was right. But he shook his head doubtfully anyway.“I just don’t
know why they attacked Lundberg.”“But you should. Young girls are slowly starting to see
through the messages society sends them. When they figure out they aren’t needed, that in fact
they’re superfluous, they react just as violently as boys. And go on to commit crimes, among
other things.”Wallander was quiet. He now understood the point Höglund had been trying to
make.“I don’t think I can do a better job of explaining it,” she said. “Don’t you think you should talk
to them yourself?”“Martinsson already suggested it.”“Actually, I stopped by for another reason. I
need your help on something.”Wallander waited for her to continue.“I promised to give a talk to a
local women’s club here in Ystad. They’re meeting Thursday evening. But I don’t feel up to it
anymore. There’s too much going on in my life, and I can’t seem to focus.”Wallander knew she
was in the middle of agonizing divorce proceedings. Her ex-husband was constantly away due
to his work as a machinery installer, which sent him all over the world. That meant the process
was dragging on. It was over a year ago now that she had first told Wallander about the marriage
ending.“Why don’t you see if Martinsson can do it?” Wallander said. “You know I’m hopeless at
lectures.”“You would just have to tell them what it’s like to be a police officer,” she said. “And you’d
only need to speak for half an hour to an audience of about thirty women. They’ll love
you.”Wallander shook his head firmly.“Martinsson would be more than happy to do it,” he said.
“And he has experience in politics, so he’s used to this kind of thing.”“I already asked him. He
can’t do it.”“Holgersson?”“Same. There’s just you.”“What about Hansson?”“He would start
talking about horse racing after a few minutes. He’s hopeless.”Wallander realized he would have
to say yes. He couldn’t leave her in the lurch.“What kind of women’s club?”“It started as a book



club, I think, that grew into a society for intellectual and literary activity. They’ve been active for
about ten years.”“And I would be there to talk to them about what it’s like to be a police
officer?”“That’s all. They’ll probably ask you questions, too.”“Well, I don’t want to do it, but I will
since you’re in a bind.”She was clearly relieved and pulled out a piece of paper.“Here’s the name
and number of the contact person.”Wallander glanced at the note. The address was a building in
the middle of town, not too far from where he lived. Höglund got to her feet.“They won’t pay you
anything,” she said. “But you’ll get plenty of coffee and cake.”“I don’t eat cake.”“If it’s any
consolation, this kind of public service is exactly what the National Chief of Police wants us to be
doing. You know how we’re always getting those memos about finding new ways of reaching out
to the community.”Wallander thought briefly about asking her how she was doing in her personal
life, but decided to let it pass. If she had any problems she wanted to discuss with him, she
would have to be the one to bring them up.“Weren’t you going to attend Stefan Fredman’s
funeral?”“I was just there. And it was exactly as depressing as you might imagine.”“How is the
mother doing? I can’t remember her name.”“Anette. She’s certainly been dealt a bum hand in life.
But I think she’s taking good care of the one child she has left. Or trying to, at any rate.”“We’ll
have to wait and see.”“What do you mean by that?”“What’s the boy’s name?”“Jens.”“We’ll have to
wait and see if the name Jens Fredman starts popping up in our police reports in about ten
years.”Wallander nodded. There was certainly that possibility.Höglund left the room. Wallander
got up to get a fresh cup of coffee. The young police officers were no longer in the lunchroom.
Wallander walked over to Martinsson’s office. The door was wide open, but the room was empty.
Wallander returned to his office. His headache was gone. He looked out of the window. Some
blackbirds were screeching over by the water tower. He tried to count them, but there were too
many.The phone rang and he answered without sitting down at his desk. It was someone calling
from the bookstore to let him know that the book he had ordered had come in. Wallander
couldn’t recall ordering a book, but he said nothing. He promised to stop by and pick it up the
following day.It was as he was putting the phone down that he remembered what the book was.
It was a present for Linda. A French book on restoring antique furniture. Wallander had read
about it in some magazine he had picked up at the doctor’s office. He was still convinced that
Linda would return to her original idea of restoring furniture for a living, despite her subsequent
experimentation with other careers. He had ordered the book and promptly forgotten about it. He
pushed his coffee cup aside and decided he would call her later that evening. It had been
several weeks since they had talked.Martinsson walked into the room. He was always in a hurry
and seldom knocked. Over the years Wallander had become more and more impressed by
Martinsson’s abilities as a police officer. His real weakness was that he would probably rather be
doing something else. There had been several times in the past few years that he had seriously
considered quitting. The most serious phase was spurred by an attack on his daughter at school.
The offenders claimed it was for no reason other than that she was the daughter of a cop. That
had been enough to push him over the edge. But Wallander had eventually been able to talk him
out of leaving the job. Martinsson’s greatest strengths were that he was both stubborn and sharp.



But his stubbornness was sometimes replaced by a certain impatience, and then his sharp wits
were not enough. From time to time he turned out sloppy background reports.Martinsson leaned
against the door frame.“I tried to call you,” he said. “But your phone isn’t turned on.”“I was in
church,” Wallander said. “I forgot to turn it on again.”“At Stefan’s funeral?”Wallander repeated the
phrase he had told Höglund, that it was just as depressing as he could imagine.Martinsson
gestured to the folder on his table.“I’ve read it,” Wallander said. “And I still don’t understand what
drove these girls to pick up a hammer and a knife and attack someone like that.”“It says it right
there,” Martinsson said. “They needed the money.”“But why such violent methods? How is he,
anyway?”“Lundberg?”“Who else?”“He’s still unconscious and in critical condition. They
promised to call if there was any change. The prognosis doesn’t look so good, though.”“Do you
understand any of this?”Martinsson sat down.“No,” he said, “I certainly don’t. And I’m not so sure
I want to.”“But we have to. If we’re going to do our jobs, that is.” Martinsson looked at
Wallander.“You know how I feel on that subject. Last time you managed to talk me out of quitting.
Next time I’m not so sure you will. It won’t be as easy, that’s for sure.”Martinsson might be right. It
was a thought that worried Wallander. He didn’t want to lose Martinsson as a colleague, just as
he didn’t want to see Höglund turn up in his office with her pink slip.“Maybe we should go talk to
this girl, Sonja Hökberg,” Wallander said.“One more thing.”Wallander sat back down in his chair.
Martinsson had a few papers in his hand.“I want you to look this over. The events occurred last
night. I was on duty and saw no reason to get you out of bed.”“What happened?”Martinsson
scratched his forehead.“A night patrolman called in around one o’clock saying that there was a
dead man lying in front of one of the cash machines next to that big department store
downtown.”“Which department store?”“The one right next to the tax authority.”Wallander nodded
in recognition.“We drove out to take a look and confirm the report. According to the doctor the
man hadn’t been dead very long, a few hours at most. We’ll get the autopsy report in a few days,
of course.”“What happened?”“That’s the question. He had an ugly wound on his head, but
whether somebody hit him or whether he injured himself by falling to the ground, I don’t know.
We couldn’t tell.”“Was he robbed?”“His wallet was still there, with money in it.”Wallander thought
for a moment.“Any witnesses?”“No.”“Who was he?”Martinsson looked in his papers.“His name
was Tynnes Falk. He was forty-seven years old and lived nearby. He was renting the top floor
apartment in a building at number ten Apelbergsgatan.”Wallander raised his hand to stop
Martinsson.“Number ten Apelbergsgatan?”“That’s right.”Wallander nodded slowly. A couple of
years ago, right after his divorce from Mona, he had met a woman during a night of dancing at
the Hotel Saltsjöbaden. Wallander had been very drunk. He had gone home with her and woken
up the next morning in a strange bed next to a woman he could hardly recognize. He had no idea
what her name was. He had quickly thrown his clothes on and left and never met her again. But
for some reason he was sure she had lived at 10 Apelbergsgatan.“Do you recognize the
address?” Martinsson asked.“I just didn’t hear you.”Martinsson looked at him with surprise.“Was
I mumbling?”“Please continue.”“He was single—divorced, actually. His ex-wife still lives in town,
but their children are scattered all over the place. One boy is nineteen and is studying in



Stockholm. The girl is seventeen and is working as a nanny at an embassy in Paris. The wife has
been notified of his death.”“Who did he work with?”“He appears to have worked for himself.
Some kind of computer consultant.”“And he wasn’t robbed?”“No, but he had just requested his
account balance from the cash machine before he died. He was still holding the slip in his hand
when we found him.”“So he hadn’t made a withdrawal?”“Not according to the printed
receipt.”“Strange. The most reasonable thing to assume would be that someone was waiting for
him to withdraw money and then strike when he had the cash.”“That occurred to me as well, of
course, but the last time he made a withdrawal was on Saturday, and that wasn’t a large
sum.”Martinsson handed Wallander a small plastic bag containing the blood-spattered bank
receipt. It had recorded the time as being two minutes past midnight. He handed it back to
Martinsson.“What does Nyberg say?”“That nothing apart from the head wound points to a crime.
He probably suffered a heart attack.”“Perhaps he had been expecting to see a higher amount
than the one on the printout,” Wallander said thoughtfully.He stood up.“Let’s wait for the autopsy
report. Until then we’ll assume no crime was committed, so put it aside for now.”Martinsson
gathered up his papers.“I’ll contact the lawyer who was assigned to Hökberg. I’ll let you know
when he can be expected down here so you can talk to her.”“Not that I want to,” Wallander said.
“But I guess I should.” Martinsson left the room and Wallander walked to the bathroom. He
thought gratefully that at least his days of running to the bathroom due to elevated blood sugar
were over.For an hour he kept working on the smuggled cigarettes while the thought of the favor
he had agreed to do for Höglund nagged at the back of his mind.Two minutes past four
Martinsson called to say that Sonja Hökberg and her lawyer were ready.“Who is he?” Wallander
asked.“Herman Lötberg.”Wallander knew him. He was an older man who was easy to work
with.“I’ll be there in five minutes,” Wallander said and hung up.He walked back over to the
window. The blackbirds were gone and the wind had picked up. He thought about Anette
Fredman and the little boy who had played so quietly on the floor. He thought about the boy’s
frightened eyes. Then he shook his head and tried to work out the questions he was going to ask
Sonja Hökberg. From Martinsson’s notes he learned she was the one who had sat in the back
seat and hit Lundberg in the head with a hammer. There had been many blows, not just one. As
if she had been in a blind rage.Wallander grabbed a notebook and pen and left. When he was
halfway there, he realized that he had left his glasses. He walked back.There’s really only one
question, he thought as he returned to the conference room.Why did they do it?Their statement
about needing money isn’t enough.There’s another answer somewhere, a deeper answer that I
have to find.Chapter ThreeBy the time Wallander reached the office, he had a headache. He
looked through his desk drawers to see if he could find any tablets. He heard Hansson walk past
his door whistling to himself. He finally found a crumpled packet of acetaminophen in the back of
a drawer. He went to the lunchroom to get himself a glass of water and a cup of coffee. Some
young police officers, who had been hired during the last couple of years, were sitting at one
table talking loudly. Wallander nodded to them and said hello. He heard them talking about their
time at the police academy. He walked back to his office and watched the two headache tablets



slowly dissolve in the glass of water.He thought about Anette Fredman, and tried to imagine
what the future might hold for the little boy in the impoverished suburb of Rosengård who had
played so quietly on the apartment floor. He had seemed as if he were hiding from the world,
carrying within him his memories of a dead father and now two equally dead siblings.Wallander
drained the glass in front of him and immediately felt the headache lifting. He looked at a case
folder that Martinsson had put on his desk, with “Urgent as all hell” written on a red Post-it note
on the front. Wallander already knew the facts of the case. They had discussed it on the phone
last week while Wallander was at a national police conference on new directions for policing the
violence associated with the growing motorcycle-gang movement. Wallander had asked to be
excused, but Chief Holgersson had insisted. She specifically wanted him on this. One of the
gangs had just bought a farm outside of Ystad and they had to be prepared to deal with them in
the future.Wallander decided to return to being a police officer and opened the folder with a sigh.
Martinsson had written a concise report of the events. When he’d gotten to the end of it,
Wallander leaned back in his chair and thought about what he had just read.Two girls, one
nineteen, the other not more than fourteen, had ordered a taxi at a restaurant shortly after ten
o’clock on a Tuesday evening. They had asked to be driven to Rydsgård. One of the girls was in
the front seat. When they reached the outskirts of Ystad she asked the driver to stop the car,
saying she wanted to move to the back seat. When the taxi pulled over to the side of the road,
the girl in the backseat had pulled out a hammer and hit the driver in the head. The girl in the
front seat had helped her companion by stabbing him in the chest with a knife. They had taken
the driver’s wallet and cell phone and left the car. The driver had been able to make an
emergency call on the taxi radio despite his condition. His name was Johan Lundberg and he
was sixty years old. He had been a taxi driver almost all his adult life. He had been able to give
good descriptions of both girls. Martinsson had been able to get their names by describing them
in turn to the restaurant patrons. Both girls had been arrested in their homes. Although they were
so young, both were now being held in custody due to the severity and violence of the crime.
Johan Lundberg had been conscious when he was admitted at the hospital, but later his
condition had suddenly deteriorated. Now he was unconscious and the doctors were unsure of
the prognosis. As a motive for the crime, according to Martinsson, the girls had only offered the
brief explanation that they “needed money.”Wallander grimaced. He had never seen anything
like it—two young girls involved in such meaningless brutality. According to Martinsson’s notes,
the younger girl had a high grade-point average. The older one was a hotel receptionist and had
previously worked as a nanny in London. She had just enrolled at the local community college.
Neither one of them had ever been involved with the authorities before.I just don’t get it,
Wallander thought. This total lack of respect for human life. They could have killed that taxi
driver, it may even turn out that way if he dies in the hospital. Two girls. If they had been boys,
maybe I could understand, if only because I’m used to it by now.He was interrupted by a knock
on the door. His colleague Ann-Britt Höglund came in the door. As usual, she looked pale and
tired. Wallander thought about the change she had undergone since first coming to Ystad. She



had been one of the best of her graduating class at the Police Academy and had arrived with a
great deal of energy and ambition. Today she still possessed a strong will, but she was changed.
The paleness in her face came from within.“Do you want me to come back later?” she
asked.“No, by all means.”She sat down gingerly in the rickety chair opposite him. Wallander
pointed to the papers on his desk.“Do you have anything to say about this?” he asked.“Is it the
taxi-driver case?”“Yes.”“I’ve talked to the older girl, Sonja Hökberg. She gave me clear and
strong answers, answered everything. And seemed completely without remorse. The other girl
has been in custody with the social-welfare people because of her youth.”“Do you understand
it?”Höglund paused before answering.“Yes and no. We already know that very young people are
committing serious crimes these days.”“Forgive me, but I can’t recall a previous case involving
teenage girls attacking anyone with knives and hammers. Were they drunk?”“No. But I don’t
know if that should surprise us. Maybe what should surprise us is that something like this didn’t
happen sooner.”Wallander leaned over the table.“You’ll have to run that last part by me again.”“I
don’t know if I can explain it.”“Give it a try.”“Women aren’t needed in the workforce anymore. That
era is over.”“But that doesn’t explain why young girls have started assaulting taxi drivers.”“There
has to be something more to it that we don’t know. Neither one of us believes in the idea that
people are born evil.”Wallander shook his head.“I try to hang on to that belief,” he said, “though
at times it’s a challenge.”“Just look at the magazines these young girls are reading. Now it’s all
about beauty again, nothing else. How to get a boyfriend and find meaning for life through his
interests and dreams, that sort of thing.”“Weren’t they always like that?”“No. Think about your
own daughter. Didn’t she have her own ideas about what to do with her life?”Wallander knew she
was right. But he shook his head doubtfully anyway.“I just don’t know why they attacked
Lundberg.”“But you should. Young girls are slowly starting to see through the messages society
sends them. When they figure out they aren’t needed, that in fact they’re superfluous, they react
just as violently as boys. And go on to commit crimes, among other things.”Wallander was quiet.
He now understood the point Höglund had been trying to make.“I don’t think I can do a better job
of explaining it,” she said. “Don’t you think you should talk to them yourself?”“Martinsson already
suggested it.”“Actually, I stopped by for another reason. I need your help on
something.”Wallander waited for her to continue.“I promised to give a talk to a local women’s
club here in Ystad. They’re meeting Thursday evening. But I don’t feel up to it anymore. There’s
too much going on in my life, and I can’t seem to focus.”Wallander knew she was in the middle of
agonizing divorce proceedings. Her ex-husband was constantly away due to his work as a
machinery installer, which sent him all over the world. That meant the process was dragging on.
It was over a year ago now that she had first told Wallander about the marriage ending.“Why
don’t you see if Martinsson can do it?” Wallander said. “You know I’m hopeless at lectures.”“You
would just have to tell them what it’s like to be a police officer,” she said. “And you’d only need to
speak for half an hour to an audience of about thirty women. They’ll love you.”Wallander shook
his head firmly.“Martinsson would be more than happy to do it,” he said. “And he has experience
in politics, so he’s used to this kind of thing.”“I already asked him. He can’t do



it.”“Holgersson?”“Same. There’s just you.”“What about Hansson?”“He would start talking about
horse racing after a few minutes. He’s hopeless.”Wallander realized he would have to say yes.
He couldn’t leave her in the lurch.“What kind of women’s club?”“It started as a book club, I think,
that grew into a society for intellectual and literary activity. They’ve been active for about ten
years.”“And I would be there to talk to them about what it’s like to be a police officer?”“That’s all.
They’ll probably ask you questions, too.”“Well, I don’t want to do it, but I will since you’re in a
bind.”She was clearly relieved and pulled out a piece of paper.“Here’s the name and number of
the contact person.”Wallander glanced at the note. The address was a building in the middle of
town, not too far from where he lived. Höglund got to her feet.“They won’t pay you anything,” she
said. “But you’ll get plenty of coffee and cake.”“I don’t eat cake.”“If it’s any consolation, this kind
of public service is exactly what the National Chief of Police wants us to be doing. You know how
we’re always getting those memos about finding new ways of reaching out to the
community.”Wallander thought briefly about asking her how she was doing in her personal life,
but decided to let it pass. If she had any problems she wanted to discuss with him, she would
have to be the one to bring them up.“Weren’t you going to attend Stefan Fredman’s funeral?”“I
was just there. And it was exactly as depressing as you might imagine.”“How is the mother
doing? I can’t remember her name.”“Anette. She’s certainly been dealt a bum hand in life. But I
think she’s taking good care of the one child she has left. Or trying to, at any rate.”“We’ll have to
wait and see.”“What do you mean by that?”“What’s the boy’s name?”“Jens.”“We’ll have to wait
and see if the name Jens Fredman starts popping up in our police reports in about ten
years.”Wallander nodded. There was certainly that possibility.Höglund left the room. Wallander
got up to get a fresh cup of coffee. The young police officers were no longer in the lunchroom.
Wallander walked over to Martinsson’s office. The door was wide open, but the room was empty.
Wallander returned to his office. His headache was gone. He looked out of the window. Some
blackbirds were screeching over by the water tower. He tried to count them, but there were too
many.The phone rang and he answered without sitting down at his desk. It was someone calling
from the bookstore to let him know that the book he had ordered had come in. Wallander
couldn’t recall ordering a book, but he said nothing. He promised to stop by and pick it up the
following day.It was as he was putting the phone down that he remembered what the book was.
It was a present for Linda. A French book on restoring antique furniture. Wallander had read
about it in some magazine he had picked up at the doctor’s office. He was still convinced that
Linda would return to her original idea of restoring furniture for a living, despite her subsequent
experimentation with other careers. He had ordered the book and promptly forgotten about it. He
pushed his coffee cup aside and decided he would call her later that evening. It had been
several weeks since they had talked.Martinsson walked into the room. He was always in a hurry
and seldom knocked. Over the years Wallander had become more and more impressed by
Martinsson’s abilities as a police officer. His real weakness was that he would probably rather be
doing something else. There had been several times in the past few years that he had seriously
considered quitting. The most serious phase was spurred by an attack on his daughter at school.



The offenders claimed it was for no reason other than that she was the daughter of a cop. That
had been enough to push him over the edge. But Wallander had eventually been able to talk him
out of leaving the job. Martinsson’s greatest strengths were that he was both stubborn and sharp.
But his stubbornness was sometimes replaced by a certain impatience, and then his sharp wits
were not enough. From time to time he turned out sloppy background reports.Martinsson leaned
against the door frame.“I tried to call you,” he said. “But your phone isn’t turned on.”“I was in
church,” Wallander said. “I forgot to turn it on again.”“At Stefan’s funeral?”Wallander repeated the
phrase he had told Höglund, that it was just as depressing as he could imagine.Martinsson
gestured to the folder on his table.“I’ve read it,” Wallander said. “And I still don’t understand what
drove these girls to pick up a hammer and a knife and attack someone like that.”“It says it right
there,” Martinsson said. “They needed the money.”“But why such violent methods? How is he,
anyway?”“Lundberg?”“Who else?”“He’s still unconscious and in critical condition. They
promised to call if there was any change. The prognosis doesn’t look so good, though.”“Do you
understand any of this?”Martinsson sat down.“No,” he said, “I certainly don’t. And I’m not so sure
I want to.”“But we have to. If we’re going to do our jobs, that is.” Martinsson looked at
Wallander.“You know how I feel on that subject. Last time you managed to talk me out of quitting.
Next time I’m not so sure you will. It won’t be as easy, that’s for sure.”Martinsson might be right. It
was a thought that worried Wallander. He didn’t want to lose Martinsson as a colleague, just as
he didn’t want to see Höglund turn up in his office with her pink slip.“Maybe we should go talk to
this girl, Sonja Hökberg,” Wallander said.“One more thing.”Wallander sat back down in his chair.
Martinsson had a few papers in his hand.“I want you to look this over. The events occurred last
night. I was on duty and saw no reason to get you out of bed.”“What happened?”Martinsson
scratched his forehead.“A night patrolman called in around one o’clock saying that there was a
dead man lying in front of one of the cash machines next to that big department store
downtown.”“Which department store?”“The one right next to the tax authority.”Wallander nodded
in recognition.“We drove out to take a look and confirm the report. According to the doctor the
man hadn’t been dead very long, a few hours at most. We’ll get the autopsy report in a few days,
of course.”“What happened?”“That’s the question. He had an ugly wound on his head, but
whether somebody hit him or whether he injured himself by falling to the ground, I don’t know.
We couldn’t tell.”“Was he robbed?”“His wallet was still there, with money in it.”Wallander thought
for a moment.“Any witnesses?”“No.”“Who was he?”Martinsson looked in his papers.“His name
was Tynnes Falk. He was forty-seven years old and lived nearby. He was renting the top floor
apartment in a building at number ten Apelbergsgatan.”Wallander raised his hand to stop
Martinsson.“Number ten Apelbergsgatan?”“That’s right.”Wallander nodded slowly. A couple of
years ago, right after his divorce from Mona, he had met a woman during a night of dancing at
the Hotel Saltsjöbaden. Wallander had been very drunk. He had gone home with her and woken
up the next morning in a strange bed next to a woman he could hardly recognize. He had no idea
what her name was. He had quickly thrown his clothes on and left and never met her again. But
for some reason he was sure she had lived at 10 Apelbergsgatan.“Do you recognize the



address?” Martinsson asked.“I just didn’t hear you.”Martinsson looked at him with surprise.“Was
I mumbling?”“Please continue.”“He was single—divorced, actually. His ex-wife still lives in town,
but their children are scattered all over the place. One boy is nineteen and is studying in
Stockholm. The girl is seventeen and is working as a nanny at an embassy in Paris. The wife has
been notified of his death.”“Who did he work with?”“He appears to have worked for himself.
Some kind of computer consultant.”“And he wasn’t robbed?”“No, but he had just requested his
account balance from the cash machine before he died. He was still holding the slip in his hand
when we found him.”“So he hadn’t made a withdrawal?”“Not according to the printed
receipt.”“Strange. The most reasonable thing to assume would be that someone was waiting for
him to withdraw money and then strike when he had the cash.”“That occurred to me as well, of
course, but the last time he made a withdrawal was on Saturday, and that wasn’t a large
sum.”Martinsson handed Wallander a small plastic bag containing the blood-spattered bank
receipt. It had recorded the time as being two minutes past midnight. He handed it back to
Martinsson.“What does Nyberg say?”“That nothing apart from the head wound points to a crime.
He probably suffered a heart attack.”“Perhaps he had been expecting to see a higher amount
than the one on the printout,” Wallander said thoughtfully.He stood up.“Let’s wait for the autopsy
report. Until then we’ll assume no crime was committed, so put it aside for now.”Martinsson
gathered up his papers.“I’ll contact the lawyer who was assigned to Hökberg. I’ll let you know
when he can be expected down here so you can talk to her.”“Not that I want to,” Wallander said.
“But I guess I should.” Martinsson left the room and Wallander walked to the bathroom. He
thought gratefully that at least his days of running to the bathroom due to elevated blood sugar
were over.For an hour he kept working on the smuggled cigarettes while the thought of the favor
he had agreed to do for Höglund nagged at the back of his mind.Two minutes past four
Martinsson called to say that Sonja Hökberg and her lawyer were ready.“Who is he?” Wallander
asked.“Herman Lötberg.”Wallander knew him. He was an older man who was easy to work
with.“I’ll be there in five minutes,” Wallander said and hung up.He walked back over to the
window. The blackbirds were gone and the wind had picked up. He thought about Anette
Fredman and the little boy who had played so quietly on the floor. He thought about the boy’s
frightened eyes. Then he shook his head and tried to work out the questions he was going to ask
Sonja Hökberg. From Martinsson’s notes he learned she was the one who had sat in the back
seat and hit Lundberg in the head with a hammer. There had been many blows, not just one. As
if she had been in a blind rage.Wallander grabbed a notebook and pen and left. When he was
halfway there, he realized that he had left his glasses. He walked back.There’s really only one
question, he thought as he returned to the conference room.Why did they do it?Their statement
about needing money isn’t enough.There’s another answer somewhere, a deeper answer that I
have to find.Chapter FourSonja Hökberg did not look anything like Wallander had expected.
Afterward he couldn’t quite recall what he had been expecting, but he knew it wasn’t the person
he had met in that room. Sonja Hökberg was seated when he came in. She was small and thin,
almost to the point of transparency. She had shoulder-length blond hair and blue eyes. She



could have been a poster child for innocence and purity. Nothing indicated that she was a crazed
hammer-wielding murderer.Wallander had been met by her lawyer outside the room.“She’s very
much in control of herself,” he said to Wallander. “But I’m not convinced she understands the
gravity of the charges she’s facing.”“It’s not a matter of accusation; she’s guilty,” Martinsson said
firmly.“What about the hammer,” Wallander asked. “Have we found it?”“She put it under her bed.
She hadn’t even tried to wipe the blood off. The other girl got rid of her knife. We’re still searching
for it.”Martinsson left. Wallander stepped into the room with the lawyer. The girl looked at them
expectantly. She didn’t seem nervous at all. Wallander nodded to her and sat down. There was a
tape recorder on the table. Wallander looked at her for a long time. She looked back.“Do you
have any gum?” she asked finally.Wallander shook his head and looked over at Lötberg, who
also shook his head.“We’ll see if we can get you some later,” Wallander said and turned on the
tape recorder. “But first we’re going to have a little chat.”“I’ve already said what happened. Why
can’t I have some gum? I can pay for it,” she said and held up a black purse with an oak-leaf
clasp. Wallander was surprised that it hadn’t been confiscated. “I won’t talk until I get my
gum.”Wallander reached over for the phone and called the reception desk. Ebba will take care of
this, he thought. It wasn’t until an unfamiliar woman’s voice came on the line that he remembered
that Ebba was retired now. Even though she had been gone for six months, Wallander had still
not grown used to the new receptionist. She was a woman in her thirties named Irene. She had
previously worked as an administrative assistant in a doctor’s office, and she had already
become well-liked at the police station. But Wallander missed Ebba.“I need some gum,”
Wallander said. “Do you know anyone who would have any?”“Yes,” Irene said. “Me.”Wallander
hung up and walked out to the reception desk.“Is it for the girl?” Irene asked.“Fast thinker,”
Wallander said.He returned to the examination room, gave Sonja Hökberg the stick of gum, and
realized he had forgotten to turn off the tape recorder through all of this.“Let’s begin,” he said. “It’s
a quarter past four on October sixth, 1997. Kurt Wallander is questioning Sonja Hökberg.”“So do
I have to tell you everything all over again?” she asked.“Yes. Try to speak clearly and direct your
words at the mike.”“What about the fact that I’ve already told you everything?”“I may have some
additional questions.”“I don’t feel like going over it again.”For a moment Wallander felt thrown by
her total lack of anxiety.“Unfortunately you’ll just have to cooperate,” he said. “You have been
accused of a very serious crime, and what’s more, you have confessed. Right now you stand
accused of assault in the third degree, but this already serious charge may be upgraded to
something worse if the taxi driver’s condition deteriorates further.”Lötberg gave Wallander a
disapproving look but didn’t say anything.Wallander started at the beginning.“Your name is
Sonja Hökberg and you were born on February second, 1978.”“That makes me an Aquarius.
What’s your sign?”“That doesn’t concern us at present. You’re here to answer my questions and
that is all. Understand?”“Do I look stupid?”“You live with your parents at twelve Trastvagen, here
in Ystad.”“Yes.”“You have a younger brother, Emil, born in 1982.”“He’s the one who should be
sitting in this chair, not me.”Wallander raised his eyebrows.“Why do you say that?”“He never
leaves my things alone. He’s always looking through my stuff. We fight a lot.”“I’m sure it can be



trying to have a younger brother, but let’s leave it for now.”She’s still so composed, Wallander
thought. Her nonchalance was starting to irritate him.“Can you describe the events of last
Tuesday evening?”“It’s such a drag to have to tell the same thing twice.”“That can’t be helped.
You and Eva Persson went out that evening?”“There’s nothing to do around here. I wish I lived in
Moscow.” Wallander regarded her with surprise. Even Lötberg seemed startled.“Why
Moscow?”“I just saw somewhere that exciting things often happen there. Have you ever been to
Moscow?”“No. Just answer my questions. So, you went out that night.”“You already know
that.”“Were you and Eva good friends?”“Why else would we have gone out together? Do I seem
like the kind of person who would go out with people she didn’t like?”For the first time Wallander
thought he could detect a note of emotion in her voice. Impatience.“How long have you known
each other?”“Not very long.”“How long?”“A few years.”“She’s five years younger than you
are.”“She looks up to me.”“What do you mean by that?”“She’s told me so herself. She looks up to
me.”“Why is that?”“You’ll have to ask her yourself.”I will, Wallander thought. I have a lot of things
to ask her.“Can you tell me what happened that night?”“Jesus Christ!”“You have to, whether you
want to or not. We can stay here all night if we have to.”“We had a beer.”“Even though Eva
Persson is only fourteen?”“She looks older.”“Then what happened?”“We ordered another
beer.”“And after that?”“We called a cab. But you know all this. Why do you keep asking?”“Had
you already decided to attack this taxi driver?”“We needed the money.”“For what?”“Nothing in
particular.”“Let me see if I have this straight: you needed money, but not for anything in
particular.”“Right.”No, that’s not right, Wallander thought. He had noticed a note of insecurity in
her answer. He immediately grew more attentive.“Normally, when you need money it’s for
something in particular.”“Not in our case.”Oh, yes it was, Wallander thought. But he decided to
leave the matter for now.“How did you come up with the idea of robbing a taxi driver?”“We talked
about it.”“At the restaurant?”“Yes.”“So you hadn’t talked about it earlier?”“Why would we have
done that?”Lötberg was staring down into his hands.“Would it be correct to say that you had no
intention of assaulting the taxi driver before you went to the restaurant? Whose idea was it?”“It
was mine.”“Eva had no objections?”“No.”This doesn’t hang together, Wallander thought. She’s
lying, but she’s remarkably collected.“You ordered the taxi from the restaurant, then waited until
it arrived. Is that correct?”“Yes.”“But where did the hammer and knife come from? If you hadn’t
planned the attack in advance, I mean.”Sonja Hökberg looked steadily into Wallander’s eyes.“I
always carry a hammer with me,” she said. “And Eva always has a knife.”“Why?”“You never know
what’s going to happen.”“What do you mean?”“The streets are full of crazy people. You have to
be able to defend yourself.”“So you mean to say you always go out with this hammer in your
purse?”“Yes.”“Have you ever used it before?”Lötberg looked up.“That question bears no
relevance to this case,” he said.“What does that mean?” Sonja Hökberg asked.“Relevance? That
he has no business asking that question.”“I can answer anyway. I had never used the hammer
before. But Eva cut someone once. Some creep who was trying to feel her up.”Wallander was
struck by a sudden thought and veered away from his earlier line of questioning.“Did you meet
anyone at that restaurant? Had you made a date with anyone?”“No.”“You don’t have a



boyfriend?”“No.”That answer came a little too quickly, Wallander thought. He made a mental
note of it.“The taxi came and you left.”“Yes.”“What did you do then?”“What do you think? We told
him where we wanted to go.”“And you said you wanted to be driven out to Rydsgård. Why?”“I
don’t know. We had to say something and that was the first thing that came to mind.”“Eva sat up
front with the driver, and you sat in the backseat. Did you decide on that beforehand?”“That was
the plan.”“What plan?”“That we would get the driver to stop because Eva wanted to get in the
back seat with me. And that’s when we were going to get him.”“So you had already decided to
use your weapons?”“Not if he had been younger.”“What would you have done then?”“Then we
would have got him to stop by pulling up our skirts and being suggestive.”Wallander noticed he
had started to sweat. Her obvious detachment from the situation was starting to get to
him.“Suggesting what exactly?”“What do you think?”“You would entice him into thinking he could
have sex with you?”“You dirty old fuck.”Lötberg leaned forward.“You should watch your
language.”Sonja Hökberg looked over at him.“I’ll use whatever language I please.”Lötberg sat
back again. Wallander decided to move on.“But, as it happened, the taxi driver was an older
man. You got him to stop. Then what?”“I hit him in the head. Eva stabbed him with the
knife.”“How many times did you strike him?”“I don’t know. A couple of times. I wasn’t
counting.”“You weren’t afraid of killing him?”“We needed the money.”“That wasn’t what I was
asking. What I want to know is, were you aware that the wounds you were inflicting could be
fatal?”Sonja Hökberg shrugged. Wallander waited but she didn’t say anything. He didn’t feel he
had the energy to repeat the last question.“You say you needed money. For what?”“Nothing in
particular. I told you.”“Then what happened?”“We took his wallet and the cell phone and walked
home.”“What happened to the wallet?”“We divided up the cash. Then Eva threw it away
somewhere.”Wallander looked briefly through Martinsson’s notes. Johan Lundberg had been
carrying around 600 kronor. They had found the wallet in a wastepaper basket after getting
directions from Eva Persson. Sonja Hökberg had taken the cell phone. The police had found it in
her bedroom.Wallander turned off the tape recorder. Sonja Hökberg followed his movements
with her eyes.“Can I go home now?”“No, as a matter of fact,” Wallander said. “You are nineteen
years old and that means you count as an adult in our courts. You have committed a felony, and
you will be formally arraigned.”“And that means?”“You’ll have to stay here at the
station.”“Why?”Wallander looked at Lötberg, then stood up.“I think your attorney can probably
explain it to you.”Wallander left the room. He felt sick to his stomach. Sonja Hökberg had not
been putting on an act in there. She had no sense of wrongdoing. Wallander walked into
Martinsson’s office and sat down in a chair. Martinsson was on the phone but gestured that he
would be off soon. While Wallander waited he felt a strong urge to smoke. That almost never
happened. But his meeting with Sonja Hökberg had been unusually disturbing.Martinsson put
the phone down.“How did it go?”“She confessed to everything. She’s as cold as ice.”“Eva
Persson is the same way and she’s only fourteen.”Wallander looked at Martinsson with
something like pleading in his eyes.“What’s happening to the world?”“I don’t know.”Wallander
was visibly shaken.“They’re just young girls.”“I know, I know. And they have no remorse at



all.”They were silent for a while and Wallander felt completely empty inside. Martinsson was the
one who finally spoke.“Do you understand now why I think of quitting so often?”Wallander
roused himself.“And do you understand why it’s so important that you don’t?”He got up and
walked over to the window.“How is Lundberg?”“Still in critical condition.”“We have to get to the
bottom of this, whether or not he dies. They didn’t assault him like that just to get some cash.
Either they needed the money for a specific purpose or the attack was about something else
entirely.”“What could that have been?”“I don’t know. It’s just a feeling that there’s something
deeper behind all this.”“Isn’t the most probable scenario that they were a little drunk and
concocted this mad plan to get some money? Without thinking of the consequences?”“Why do
you think that?”“I’m just sure it wasn’t a random act, like you said.”Wallander nodded.“Well, we
agree on that. But I want to know what their reasons were. Tomorrow I’ll talk to Eva Persson, as
well as her parents. Does either of them have a boyfriend?”“Eva Persson said she had
someone.”“Not Hökberg?”“No.”“Then she’s lying. She has someone and we’ll find
him.”Martinsson made some notes.“Who will take that on—you or me?”Wallander’s response
was immediate.“I’ll do it. I want to know what’s going on in this country.”“Suits me fine.”“You’re not
completely off the hook, though. Not you, nor Hansson, nor Höglund. We have to find out the
real reason for this attack. I’m convinced it was an attempted homicide, and if Lundberg dies,
then it’s murder.”Wallander returned to his office. It was half past five and already it was dark
outside. He thought about Sonja Hökberg and why the two girls had needed money so badly.
Had there been another reason entirely? Then he thought of Anette Fredman.He still had work
to do but felt he couldn’t bear to stay in his office. He grabbed his coat and left. The sharp fall
wind burned his face. He heard the strange engine noise again when he started the car. As he
turned out of the parking lot, he decided to go shopping. His refrigerator was almost empty
except for the bottle of champagne that he had won in a bet with Hansson. He could no longer
remember what the bet had been. On an impulse he thought he would swing by the cash
machine where the man had died the night before. He could do his shopping in one of the
department stores nearby.After parking the car, he walked up to the ATM and waited while a
woman with a baby in a stroller withdrew some money. The concrete pavement was rough and
uneven. Wallander looked around. There seemed to be no residential buildings nearby. In the
middle of the night the plaza would be quite deserted. Even in the powerful streetlights, a man
could scream and collapse onto the ground without anyone hearing or seeing him.Wallander
went into the nearest department store and found the food market. As usual, he found himself
plagued by boredom and indecision as he inspected the shelves. He quickly filled up his basket
with an assortment of items, paid, and left. When he started the car again, the mystery engine-
noise seemed to increase. He took off his dark suit as soon as he was back in his apartment. He
showered and noted that he was almost out of soap. He made some vegetable soup for dinner
that tasted surprisingly good. He brewed some coffee, and took a cup out with him into the living
room. He was tired. He flipped the channels without finding anything interesting, then reached
for the phone and called Linda in Stockholm. She was sharing an apartment in Kungsholmen



with two women he only knew by name. To make ends meet, she sometimes worked as a
waitress in a nearby restaurant. Wallander had eaten dinner there the last time he was in town
and had enjoyed the food. But he was surprised she could stand the music, which was
oppressively loud.Linda was twenty-six years old now. They had a good relationship, but he
missed being able to see her regularly.An answering machine came on. Neither Linda nor any of
her roommates was home. The message was repeated in English. Wallander said who he was
and that it wasn’t anything important.He put the phone down and stared down at his coffee. It
was cold. I can’t keep living like this, he thought irritatedly. I’m only fifty years old, but I feel
ancient and weak.He knew he should go for an evening walk and tried desperately to think of an
excuse not to. Finally he put his sneakers on and headed out.It was half past eight when he
returned. The walk had cleared his mind and he no longer felt as dispirited as before.The phone
rang, and Wallander thought it must be Linda. But it was Martinsson.“Lundberg has died. They
just called from the hospital.”Wallander was silent.“That means Hökberg and Persson have
committed murder,” Martinsson said.“I know,” Wallander said, “and we have a hell of a mess on
our hands.”They decided to meet at eight o’clock the next morning.There was nothing more to
say.Wallander stayed in front of the television and absentmindedly watched a news program.
The dollar had gained more ground against the krona. The only story that managed to grab his
attention was the piece on an insurance company, Trustor. It seemed bafflingly easy these days
to drain the resources of an entire corporation without anyone catching on until it was too
late.Linda didn’t call back. Wallander went to bed around eleven o’clock.It took him a long time
to fall asleep.Chapter FourSonja Hökberg did not look anything like Wallander had expected.
Afterward he couldn’t quite recall what he had been expecting, but he knew it wasn’t the person
he had met in that room. Sonja Hökberg was seated when he came in. She was small and thin,
almost to the point of transparency. She had shoulder-length blond hair and blue eyes. She
could have been a poster child for innocence and purity. Nothing indicated that she was a crazed
hammer-wielding murderer.Wallander had been met by her lawyer outside the room.“She’s very
much in control of herself,” he said to Wallander. “But I’m not convinced she understands the
gravity of the charges she’s facing.”“It’s not a matter of accusation; she’s guilty,” Martinsson said
firmly.“What about the hammer,” Wallander asked. “Have we found it?”“She put it under her bed.
She hadn’t even tried to wipe the blood off. The other girl got rid of her knife. We’re still searching
for it.”Martinsson left. Wallander stepped into the room with the lawyer. The girl looked at them
expectantly. She didn’t seem nervous at all. Wallander nodded to her and sat down. There was a
tape recorder on the table. Wallander looked at her for a long time. She looked back.“Do you
have any gum?” she asked finally.Wallander shook his head and looked over at Lötberg, who
also shook his head.“We’ll see if we can get you some later,” Wallander said and turned on the
tape recorder. “But first we’re going to have a little chat.”“I’ve already said what happened. Why
can’t I have some gum? I can pay for it,” she said and held up a black purse with an oak-leaf
clasp. Wallander was surprised that it hadn’t been confiscated. “I won’t talk until I get my
gum.”Wallander reached over for the phone and called the reception desk. Ebba will take care of



this, he thought. It wasn’t until an unfamiliar woman’s voice came on the line that he remembered
that Ebba was retired now. Even though she had been gone for six months, Wallander had still
not grown used to the new receptionist. She was a woman in her thirties named Irene. She had
previously worked as an administrative assistant in a doctor’s office, and she had already
become well-liked at the police station. But Wallander missed Ebba.“I need some gum,”
Wallander said. “Do you know anyone who would have any?”“Yes,” Irene said. “Me.”Wallander
hung up and walked out to the reception desk.“Is it for the girl?” Irene asked.“Fast thinker,”
Wallander said.He returned to the examination room, gave Sonja Hökberg the stick of gum, and
realized he had forgotten to turn off the tape recorder through all of this.“Let’s begin,” he said. “It’s
a quarter past four on October sixth, 1997. Kurt Wallander is questioning Sonja Hökberg.”“So do
I have to tell you everything all over again?” she asked.“Yes. Try to speak clearly and direct your
words at the mike.”“What about the fact that I’ve already told you everything?”“I may have some
additional questions.”“I don’t feel like going over it again.”For a moment Wallander felt thrown by
her total lack of anxiety.“Unfortunately you’ll just have to cooperate,” he said. “You have been
accused of a very serious crime, and what’s more, you have confessed. Right now you stand
accused of assault in the third degree, but this already serious charge may be upgraded to
something worse if the taxi driver’s condition deteriorates further.”Lötberg gave Wallander a
disapproving look but didn’t say anything.Wallander started at the beginning.“Your name is
Sonja Hökberg and you were born on February second, 1978.”“That makes me an Aquarius.
What’s your sign?”“That doesn’t concern us at present. You’re here to answer my questions and
that is all. Understand?”“Do I look stupid?”“You live with your parents at twelve Trastvagen, here
in Ystad.”“Yes.”“You have a younger brother, Emil, born in 1982.”“He’s the one who should be
sitting in this chair, not me.”Wallander raised his eyebrows.“Why do you say that?”“He never
leaves my things alone. He’s always looking through my stuff. We fight a lot.”“I’m sure it can be
trying to have a younger brother, but let’s leave it for now.”She’s still so composed, Wallander
thought. Her nonchalance was starting to irritate him.“Can you describe the events of last
Tuesday evening?”“It’s such a drag to have to tell the same thing twice.”“That can’t be helped.
You and Eva Persson went out that evening?”“There’s nothing to do around here. I wish I lived in
Moscow.” Wallander regarded her with surprise. Even Lötberg seemed startled.“Why
Moscow?”“I just saw somewhere that exciting things often happen there. Have you ever been to
Moscow?”“No. Just answer my questions. So, you went out that night.”“You already know
that.”“Were you and Eva good friends?”“Why else would we have gone out together? Do I seem
like the kind of person who would go out with people she didn’t like?”For the first time Wallander
thought he could detect a note of emotion in her voice. Impatience.“How long have you known
each other?”“Not very long.”“How long?”“A few years.”“She’s five years younger than you
are.”“She looks up to me.”“What do you mean by that?”“She’s told me so herself. She looks up to
me.”“Why is that?”“You’ll have to ask her yourself.”I will, Wallander thought. I have a lot of things
to ask her.“Can you tell me what happened that night?”“Jesus Christ!”“You have to, whether you
want to or not. We can stay here all night if we have to.”“We had a beer.”“Even though Eva



Persson is only fourteen?”“She looks older.”“Then what happened?”“We ordered another
beer.”“And after that?”“We called a cab. But you know all this. Why do you keep asking?”“Had
you already decided to attack this taxi driver?”“We needed the money.”“For what?”“Nothing in
particular.”“Let me see if I have this straight: you needed money, but not for anything in
particular.”“Right.”No, that’s not right, Wallander thought. He had noticed a note of insecurity in
her answer. He immediately grew more attentive.“Normally, when you need money it’s for
something in particular.”“Not in our case.”Oh, yes it was, Wallander thought. But he decided to
leave the matter for now.“How did you come up with the idea of robbing a taxi driver?”“We talked
about it.”“At the restaurant?”“Yes.”“So you hadn’t talked about it earlier?”“Why would we have
done that?”Lötberg was staring down into his hands.“Would it be correct to say that you had no
intention of assaulting the taxi driver before you went to the restaurant? Whose idea was it?”“It
was mine.”“Eva had no objections?”“No.”This doesn’t hang together, Wallander thought. She’s
lying, but she’s remarkably collected.“You ordered the taxi from the restaurant, then waited until
it arrived. Is that correct?”“Yes.”“But where did the hammer and knife come from? If you hadn’t
planned the attack in advance, I mean.”Sonja Hökberg looked steadily into Wallander’s eyes.“I
always carry a hammer with me,” she said. “And Eva always has a knife.”“Why?”“You never know
what’s going to happen.”“What do you mean?”“The streets are full of crazy people. You have to
be able to defend yourself.”“So you mean to say you always go out with this hammer in your
purse?”“Yes.”“Have you ever used it before?”Lötberg looked up.“That question bears no
relevance to this case,” he said.“What does that mean?” Sonja Hökberg asked.“Relevance? That
he has no business asking that question.”“I can answer anyway. I had never used the hammer
before. But Eva cut someone once. Some creep who was trying to feel her up.”Wallander was
struck by a sudden thought and veered away from his earlier line of questioning.“Did you meet
anyone at that restaurant? Had you made a date with anyone?”“No.”“You don’t have a
boyfriend?”“No.”That answer came a little too quickly, Wallander thought. He made a mental
note of it.“The taxi came and you left.”“Yes.”“What did you do then?”“What do you think? We told
him where we wanted to go.”“And you said you wanted to be driven out to Rydsgård. Why?”“I
don’t know. We had to say something and that was the first thing that came to mind.”“Eva sat up
front with the driver, and you sat in the backseat. Did you decide on that beforehand?”“That was
the plan.”“What plan?”“That we would get the driver to stop because Eva wanted to get in the
back seat with me. And that’s when we were going to get him.”“So you had already decided to
use your weapons?”“Not if he had been younger.”“What would you have done then?”“Then we
would have got him to stop by pulling up our skirts and being suggestive.”Wallander noticed he
had started to sweat. Her obvious detachment from the situation was starting to get to
him.“Suggesting what exactly?”“What do you think?”“You would entice him into thinking he could
have sex with you?”“You dirty old fuck.”Lötberg leaned forward.“You should watch your
language.”Sonja Hökberg looked over at him.“I’ll use whatever language I please.”Lötberg sat
back again. Wallander decided to move on.“But, as it happened, the taxi driver was an older
man. You got him to stop. Then what?”“I hit him in the head. Eva stabbed him with the



knife.”“How many times did you strike him?”“I don’t know. A couple of times. I wasn’t
counting.”“You weren’t afraid of killing him?”“We needed the money.”“That wasn’t what I was
asking. What I want to know is, were you aware that the wounds you were inflicting could be
fatal?”Sonja Hökberg shrugged. Wallander waited but she didn’t say anything. He didn’t feel he
had the energy to repeat the last question.“You say you needed money. For what?”“Nothing in
particular. I told you.”“Then what happened?”“We took his wallet and the cell phone and walked
home.”“What happened to the wallet?”“We divided up the cash. Then Eva threw it away
somewhere.”Wallander looked briefly through Martinsson’s notes. Johan Lundberg had been
carrying around 600 kronor. They had found the wallet in a wastepaper basket after getting
directions from Eva Persson. Sonja Hökberg had taken the cell phone. The police had found it in
her bedroom.Wallander turned off the tape recorder. Sonja Hökberg followed his movements
with her eyes.“Can I go home now?”“No, as a matter of fact,” Wallander said. “You are nineteen
years old and that means you count as an adult in our courts. You have committed a felony, and
you will be formally arraigned.”“And that means?”“You’ll have to stay here at the
station.”“Why?”Wallander looked at Lötberg, then stood up.“I think your attorney can probably
explain it to you.”Wallander left the room. He felt sick to his stomach. Sonja Hökberg had not
been putting on an act in there. She had no sense of wrongdoing. Wallander walked into
Martinsson’s office and sat down in a chair. Martinsson was on the phone but gestured that he
would be off soon. While Wallander waited he felt a strong urge to smoke. That almost never
happened. But his meeting with Sonja Hökberg had been unusually disturbing.Martinsson put
the phone down.“How did it go?”“She confessed to everything. She’s as cold as ice.”“Eva
Persson is the same way and she’s only fourteen.”Wallander looked at Martinsson with
something like pleading in his eyes.“What’s happening to the world?”“I don’t know.”Wallander
was visibly shaken.“They’re just young girls.”“I know, I know. And they have no remorse at
all.”They were silent for a while and Wallander felt completely empty inside. Martinsson was the
one who finally spoke.“Do you understand now why I think of quitting so often?”Wallander
roused himself.“And do you understand why it’s so important that you don’t?”He got up and
walked over to the window.“How is Lundberg?”“Still in critical condition.”“We have to get to the
bottom of this, whether or not he dies. They didn’t assault him like that just to get some cash.
Either they needed the money for a specific purpose or the attack was about something else
entirely.”“What could that have been?”“I don’t know. It’s just a feeling that there’s something
deeper behind all this.”“Isn’t the most probable scenario that they were a little drunk and
concocted this mad plan to get some money? Without thinking of the consequences?”“Why do
you think that?”“I’m just sure it wasn’t a random act, like you said.”Wallander nodded.“Well, we
agree on that. But I want to know what their reasons were. Tomorrow I’ll talk to Eva Persson, as
well as her parents. Does either of them have a boyfriend?”“Eva Persson said she had
someone.”“Not Hökberg?”“No.”“Then she’s lying. She has someone and we’ll find
him.”Martinsson made some notes.“Who will take that on—you or me?”Wallander’s response
was immediate.“I’ll do it. I want to know what’s going on in this country.”“Suits me fine.”“You’re not



completely off the hook, though. Not you, nor Hansson, nor Höglund. We have to find out the
real reason for this attack. I’m convinced it was an attempted homicide, and if Lundberg dies,
then it’s murder.”Wallander returned to his office. It was half past five and already it was dark
outside. He thought about Sonja Hökberg and why the two girls had needed money so badly.
Had there been another reason entirely? Then he thought of Anette Fredman.He still had work
to do but felt he couldn’t bear to stay in his office. He grabbed his coat and left. The sharp fall
wind burned his face. He heard the strange engine noise again when he started the car. As he
turned out of the parking lot, he decided to go shopping. His refrigerator was almost empty
except for the bottle of champagne that he had won in a bet with Hansson. He could no longer
remember what the bet had been. On an impulse he thought he would swing by the cash
machine where the man had died the night before. He could do his shopping in one of the
department stores nearby.After parking the car, he walked up to the ATM and waited while a
woman with a baby in a stroller withdrew some money. The concrete pavement was rough and
uneven. Wallander looked around. There seemed to be no residential buildings nearby. In the
middle of the night the plaza would be quite deserted. Even in the powerful streetlights, a man
could scream and collapse onto the ground without anyone hearing or seeing him.Wallander
went into the nearest department store and found the food market. As usual, he found himself
plagued by boredom and indecision as he inspected the shelves. He quickly filled up his basket
with an assortment of items, paid, and left. When he started the car again, the mystery engine-
noise seemed to increase. He took off his dark suit as soon as he was back in his apartment. He
showered and noted that he was almost out of soap. He made some vegetable soup for dinner
that tasted surprisingly good. He brewed some coffee, and took a cup out with him into the living
room. He was tired. He flipped the channels without finding anything interesting, then reached
for the phone and called Linda in Stockholm. She was sharing an apartment in Kungsholmen
with two women he only knew by name. To make ends meet, she sometimes worked as a
waitress in a nearby restaurant. Wallander had eaten dinner there the last time he was in town
and had enjoyed the food. But he was surprised she could stand the music, which was
oppressively loud.Linda was twenty-six years old now. They had a good relationship, but he
missed being able to see her regularly.An answering machine came on. Neither Linda nor any of
her roommates was home. The message was repeated in English. Wallander said who he was
and that it wasn’t anything important.He put the phone down and stared down at his coffee. It
was cold. I can’t keep living like this, he thought irritatedly. I’m only fifty years old, but I feel
ancient and weak.He knew he should go for an evening walk and tried desperately to think of an
excuse not to. Finally he put his sneakers on and headed out.It was half past eight when he
returned. The walk had cleared his mind and he no longer felt as dispirited as before.The phone
rang, and Wallander thought it must be Linda. But it was Martinsson.“Lundberg has died. They
just called from the hospital.”Wallander was silent.“That means Hökberg and Persson have
committed murder,” Martinsson said.“I know,” Wallander said, “and we have a hell of a mess on
our hands.”They decided to meet at eight o’clock the next morning.There was nothing more to



say.Wallander stayed in front of the television and absentmindedly watched a news program.
The dollar had gained more ground against the krona. The only story that managed to grab his
attention was the piece on an insurance company, Trustor. It seemed bafflingly easy these days
to drain the resources of an entire corporation without anyone catching on until it was too
late.Linda didn’t call back. Wallander went to bed around eleven o’clock.It took him a long time
to fall asleep.Chapter FiveWallander woke up with a sore throat shortly after six o’clock on
Tuesday, the seventh of October. He was sweating lightly and he knew it meant he was starting
to come down with the flu. He stayed in bed for a while and debated whether or not he should
stay home, but the thought of Johan Lundberg’s death forced him up. He showered, drank some
coffee, and swallowed some pills to reduce his fever. He tucked the bottle of pills into his pocket.
Then, before heading out, he forced himself to eat a bowl of yogurt. The street lamp outside the
kitchen window was swaying in the gusty wind. It was overcast and only a couple of degrees
above freezing. Wallander rummaged around in his closet for a thick sweater. Then he put his
hand on the phone and debated whether he should call Linda. It was too early. When he reached
street level and was about to get in his car, he remembered that he had left a to-do list on the
kitchen table. There was something on the list that he had been planning to buy today but he
couldn’t recall what it was. He decided he didn’t have the energy to go get it.Wallander took his
usual route to the office, driving along the Osterled. Each time he drove this way he felt guilty. He
knew he should be out there walking to work, in order to keep his blood sugar at a healthy level.
And even today he wasn’t so weak from the flu that he couldn’t have walked.He parked outside
the station and was in his office as the clock struck seven. Sitting at his desk, he suddenly
remembered the item he had forgotten to buy. Soap. He immediately wrote it down on a piece of
paper. Then he turned his thoughts to the case.Some of the unpleasant feelings from the day
before returned. He recalled Sonja Hökberg’s complete lack of emotion. He tried to convince
himself that she did in fact exhibit some signs of compassion that he simply had not been able to
pick up, but to no avail. His experience in these matters told him he had not been mistaken. He
got up and went to get a cup of coffee from the lunchroom. Since Martinsson was also an early
riser, Wallander stopped by his office. As usual, the door was open. Wallander had often
wondered how Martinsson got any work done. Wallander couldn’t concentrate unless his door
was bolted shut.Martinsson nodded when Wallander stopped in the doorway.“I thought you’d be
here,” he said.“I don’t feel so well today,” Wallander said.“A cold?”“I always get a sore throat in
October.”Martinsson, who always worried about getting sick, pulled his chair back a couple of
inches.“You could have stayed home today,” he said. “This depressing Lundberg case is already
solved.”“Only partially,” Wallander objected. “We still don’t have a motive. I don’t believe that line
that they needed extra money for nothing in particular. Have you found the knife yet?”“Nyberg’s
in charge of that. I haven’t talked to him yet.”“Call him.”Martinsson made a face.“He’s not easy to
talk to in the morning.”“Then I’ll call him myself.”Wallander reached for Martinsson’s phone and
tried Nyberg’s home number. After a few moments he was automatically transferred to a cell
phone. Nyberg answered, but it was a poor connection.“It’s Kurt. I just wanted to know if you’ve



found the knife yet.”“How the hell are we supposed to find anything in the dark?” Nyberg
answered angrily.“I thought Eva Persson said where she had left it.”“We still have an area of
several hundred cubic meters to comb. She just said she threw it somewhere in the Old
Cemetery.”“Why don’t you have someone bring her down?”“If it’s here, we’ll find it,” Nyberg
said.They ended the conversation.“I didn’t sleep well last night,” Martinsson said. “My daughter
Terese knows Eva Persson. They’re almost the same age. And Eva Persson has parents too.
What are they going through right now? From what I understand, Eva is their only child.”They
both thought about what he had said. Then Wallander started a series of sneezes. Martinsson
left quickly. The conversation was left hanging.They gathered in one of the conference rooms at
eight o’clock. Wallander sat in his usual spot at the end of the table. Hansson and Höglund were
already there. Martinsson was standing by the window talking to someone on the phone, most
likely his wife. Wallander had always wondered how they could have so much to say to each
other after having had breakfast together only an hour before. The main feeling in the room was
despondence. Lisa Holgersson walked in and Martinsson finished his conversation. Hansson
got up and shut the door.“Isn’t Nyberg supposed to be here?” he asked.“He’s looking for the
knife,” Wallander said. “I think we can assume he’ll find it.”Then he looked over at Holgersson,
who nodded at him. He could start the meeting. He wondered briefly how many times he had
found himself in exactly this situation. Up early in the morning, facing his colleagues across the
conference table with a crime to solve.They were waiting for him to begin.“Johan Lundberg is
now dead,” he said. “In case anyone hasn’t heard the latest.”He pointed to a copy of the local
newspaper, the Ystad Allehanda, that was lying on the table. The taxi driver’s death was
announced in huge print on the first page.Wallander continued. “This means the two girls,
Hökberg and Persson, are charged with murder. We can’t call it anything else, since Hökberg in
particular was so precise in her explanations. They planned this and were carrying weapons.
They were going to attack whichever taxi driver came their way. We’ve recovered the hammer, as
well as Lundberg’s empty wallet and his cell phone. The only thing missing is the knife. Neither
one of the girls has denied the charges, nor shifted the blame to the other. I’m assuming we can
hand the matter over to the district attorney tomorrow at the latest. Since Eva Persson is so
young, her case will be handled by the juvenile courts. The autopsy results aren’t in yet, but I
think we can say that our role in this unfortunate case is as good as over.”Wallander finished and
waited to see if anyone had anything to say. “Why did they do it?” Lisa Holgersson finally asked.
“It seems so unnecessary.”Wallander nodded. He had hoped someone would ask this question
so he wouldn’t have to find a way to pose it himself.“Sonja Hökberg was very firm on this point,”
he said. “Both in her session with Martinsson and later with me. She said, ‘We needed the
money.’ Nothing else.”“What for?”Hansson asked the last question.“We don’t know why. They
won’t tell us. If Hökberg is to be believed, they didn’t even know why themselves. They just
wanted money.”Wallander looked around the table before he continued.“I don’t think they’re
telling the truth. At the very least, I know Hökberg is lying. I haven’t yet spoken with Eva Persson,
but I’m still convinced of it. They needed that money for something in particular. I also have the



suspicion that Persson was doing what Hökberg told her to. That doesn’t make her any less
guilty, but I think it gives a clearer picture of their relationship.”“Does it even matter?” Höglund
asked. “Whether they needed the money for clothes or something else?”“I guess not, at this
point. The district attorney certainly has enough evidence to convict Hökberg.”“They’ve never
been in trouble with us before,” Martinsson said. “I made a quick search of our database. And
they were both doing well in school.”Wallander again had the feeling that they were taking the
wrong approach to the case. Or at the very least, that they had been overly hasty in writing off
other explanations for Lundberg’s murder. But since he was unable to put this hunch into words,
he said nothing. They still had a lot of work to do, and the reason for the murder could very well
have to do with money. They simply had to keep their eyes open for other possibilities.The phone
rang and Hansson picked up. After listening for a moment he put the receiver down.“That was
Nyberg,” he said. “They found the knife.”Wallander nodded and shut the folder lying in front of
him.“Naturally, we still need to speak to the parents and make sure we conduct a thorough
background investigation, but I think we can safely forward the preliminary information to the
district attorney’s office.”Lisa Holgersson raised her hand to speak.“We need to hold a press
conference. We’ve been barraged by calls from the media. It is still unusual for two young girls to
commit this kind of violent crime.”Wallander looked over at Höglund, but she shook her head. In
the past few years, she had often taken on the task of talking to the media, a job he thoroughly
despised. But not this time. Wallander understood.“I’ll do it,” he said. “Do we have a time?”“I’m
going to suggest one o’clock.”Wallander made a note of it.They divided up the tasks and brought
the meeting to a close. Everyone wanted the matter disposed of as quickly as possible. It was a
particularly wretched case, and no one wanted to spend more time on it than was necessary.
Wallander would pay a visit to the Hökberg family. Martinsson and Höglund would talk to Eva
Persson and her parents.Soon the room was empty. Wallander could feel the symptoms of his flu
getting worse. At least maybe I’ll infect a journalist, he thought as he dug around in his pockets
for a tissue.He bumped into Nyberg in the hallway. Nyberg was wearing boots and a warm coat,
his hair splayed in all directions. He was clearly in a bad mood.“I heard you found the knife,”
Wallander said.“Looks like the county can no longer afford to pay for basic upkeep,” Nyberg
answered. “We were shin-deep in leaves. But we finally found it.”“What kind of a knife?”“Kitchen
knife. Fairly big. The tip broke off, probably from hitting a rib, so she must have used a surprising
amount of force. But then again, it was a cheap knife.”Wallander shook his head.“It’s hard to
believe,” Nyberg said. “I don’t know what happened to the basic respect for human life. How
much money did they get?”“We don’t know yet, but probably around six hundred kronor. It
couldn’t have been much more. Lundberg was at the beginning of his shift, and he never carried
a lot of change to start.”Nyberg muttered something under his breath and walked off. Wallander
returned to his office. For a while he sat in his chair without knowing what to do next. His throat
hurt. Finally he opened the folder with a sigh. Sonja Hökberg lived to the west of Ystad. He wrote
down the address, got up, and put on his coat. As he was leaving, the phone rang. He picked up.
It was Linda. The voices and clatter in the background made him think she was calling from the



restaurant.“I got your message this morning,” she said.“This morning?”“I wasn’t at home last
night.”Wallander knew better than to ask her where she had spent the night. It would only make
her get angry and slam down the phone.“Well, I didn’t call for any particular reason,” he said. “I
just wanted to know how you were doing.”“Good. How about you?’“I’ve got a little cold.
Otherwise things are the same. I was wondering if you had any plans to come down and visit
soon.”“I don’t have time.”“I’m happy to pay your fare.”“I told you, I don’t have time. It’s not about
the money.”Wallander realized he would not be able to change her mind. She was as stubborn
as he was.“How are you doing, anyway?” she asked again. “Do you have any contact with Baiba
these days?”“That ended a long time ago. You know that.”“It’s not good for you to go on like
this.”“What do you mean by that?”“You know what I mean. You’re even starting to get a whiny
tone in your voice. You never had that before.”“You think I sound whiny?”“You’re doing it right
now. But I have a suggestion. I think you should contact a dating service.”“A dating
service?”“Where you can find someone. Otherwise you’re going to turn into a whiny old man
who worries about where I’m spending my nights.”She sees right through me, he thought. I’m an
open book.“You mean I should put an ad in the paper?”“Yes, or use one of those agencies.”“I’ll
never do that.”“Why not?”“I don’t believe in them.”“And why not?”“I don’t know.”“Well, it was just a
suggestion. Think it over. I have to get back to work.”“Where are you?”“At the restaurant. We
open soon.”They said goodbye and hung up. Wallander wondered where she had spent the
night. A couple of years ago, Linda had been involved with a young man from Kenya who was in
medical school in Lund. But that had ended. After that, he had not known very much at all about
who she was dating, other than that every so often she started seeing someone new. He felt an
unpleasant pinch of irritation and jealousy. Then he left the room. The thought of putting in a
personal ad or getting in touch with a dating service had actually occurred to him before. But he
had always rejected the idea. It was as if that would mean sinking to an unacceptable level of
desperation.The strong wind chilled him as soon as he walked outside. He got in his car and
started the engine, listening to the strange noises that were only getting worse. Then he drove
out to the townhouse where the Hökbergs lived. Martinsson’s report had only given him the
information that Sonja Hökberg’s father was “self-employed.” He still didn’t know what that
actually meant. Wallander got out of the car. The small patch of garden in the front was neat and
tidy. He rang the doorbell. After a moment a man came to the door. Wallander knew at once that
they had met before. He had a good memory for faces. But he didn’t know when or where it had
been. The man had also immediately recognized Wallander.“It’s you,” he said. “I knew the police
would be coming out, but I didn’t expect it to be you.”He stepped aside to let Wallander enter.
Wallander heard the sound of a TV coming from somewhere. He still had not managed to figure
out where he had met this man before.“I take it you remember me?” Hökberg asked.“Yes,”
Wallander said. “But I have to say I’m having trouble placing you in the right context.”“ ‘Erik
Hökberg’ doesn’t ring a bell?”Wallander searched his memory. “I don’t think so.”“What about
‘Sten Widen’?”Suddenly Wallander remembered. Sten Widen, with his horse farm in Stjarnsund.
And Erik. The three of them had once shared a passion for the opera. Sten had been the most



deeply involved, but Erik was a childhood friend of his and they had often sat around the record
player as they listened to Verdi’s operas.“Yes, I remember now,” Wallander said. “But your name
wasn’t Hökberg then, was it?”“I took my wife’s name. As a boy I was called Erik Eriksson.”Erik
Hökberg was a large man. The coat hanger he held out to Wallander looked small in his hand.
Wallander remembered him as thin, but now he was of substantial proportions. That must have
been why it had been so hard to put two and two together.Wallander hung up his coat and
followed Hökberg into the living room. There was a TV in the middle of the room, but it was
turned off. The sound was coming from another room. They sat down. Wallander tried to think of
how to start off.“It’s horrible what’s happened,” Hökberg said. “Naturally I have no idea what got
into her.”“Had she ever been violent before?”“Never.”“What about your wife? Is she
home?”Hökberg had collapsed into a heap in his chair. Behind the rolls of fat in his face
Wallander thought he could sense the outline of another face from a time that now seemed
endlessly distant.“She took Emil and went to her sister in Höör. She couldn’t stand to stay here.
The reporters kept calling. They show no mercy. They called in the middle of the night, some of
them.”“I’m afraid I have to speak to her.”“I know. I told her the police would come by.”Wallander
wasn’t sure how to proceed.“You and your wife must have talked about what happened.”“She
doesn’t understand it any more than I do. It was a complete shock.”“You have a good relationship
with Sonja?”“There have never been any problems.”“And between her and her mother?”“Same.
They’ve had fights from time to time but only stuff you would expect. Nothing else, at least as
long as I’ve known her.”Wallander furrowed his brow.“What do you mean by that?”“Didn’t you
know she was my stepdaughter?”Wallander was sure that the information had not been in the
report. He would have remembered it.“Ruth and I had Emil together,” Hökberg said. “Sonja was
about two when I entered the scene. That was seventeen years ago. Ruth and I met at a
Christmas party.”“Who was Sonja’s biological father?”“His name was Rolf. He never cared about
her. He and Ruth were never married.”“Do you know where he is?”“He died a few years ago. He
drank himself to death.”Wallander looked for a pen in his coat pocket. He had already realized
that he had forgotten both his glasses and notebook. There was a pile of old newspapers on the
glass table.“Do you mind if I tear off a piece?”“Can’t the police afford to stock office supplies
anymore?”“That’s a good question. As it happens I’ve forgotten to bring my notebook.”Wallander
used a magazine as a writing pad. He saw that it was an English-language financial
magazine.“Do you mind if I ask you what you do for a living?”The answer came as a surprise.“I
play the stock market.”“I see. What exactly does that entail?”“I trade stocks, options, foreign
currency. I also place some bets, mainly on English cricket games. Sometimes American
baseball.”“So you mean you gamble?”“Not the usual kind. I never place bets on horses. But I
guess you can call trading stocks another form of gambling.”“And you do all this from
home?”Hökberg got up and gestured for Wallander to follow him. When they reached the
adjoining room, Wallander paused in the doorway. There was not simply one TV in this room;
there were three. Various numbers flashed past in a dark ribbon on the bottom of each screen.
On one wall was a row of clocks showing the time in other parts of the world. It was like stepping



into an air traffic control tower.“People always say technology has made the world smaller,”
Hökberg said. “I think that’s debatable. But the fact that it’s made my world bigger is beyond
dispute. From this flimsy townhouse at the edge of Ystad, I can reach all the markets in the whole
world. I can connect to betting centers in London or Rome. I can buy options on the Hong Kong
market and sell American dollars in Jakarta.”“Is it really so simple?”“Not completely. You need
permits, good contacts, and knowledge. But when I step into this room I’m in the middle of the
world. Whenever I choose. Strength and vulnerability go hand in hand.”They returned to the
living room.“I would like to see Sonja’s room,” Wallander said.Hökberg led him up the stairs.
They walked past a room that Wallander assumed belonged to their boy, Emil. Hökberg pointed
to a door.“I’ll wait downstairs,” he said. “If you don’t need me, that is.”“No, I’ll be fine.”Wallander
heard Hökberg’s heavy steps recede down the stairs. He pushed open the door. There was a
sloping ceiling in the room and one of the windows was slightly open. A thin curtain wafted in the
wind. Wallander knew from experience that the first impression was often the most valuable. A
closer examination could reveal dramatic details that were not immediately visible, but the first
impression was something he always came back to.A person lived here in this room. She was
the one he was looking for. The bed was made, heaped with pink flowery cushions. On one of
the walls was a shelf covered with teddy bears. There was a mirror on the closet door and a thick
rug on the floor. There was a desk by the window, but there was nothing on its surface.
Wallander stood in the doorway for a long time and looked into the room. This was where Sonja
Hökberg lived. He entered the room, knelt by the bed, and looked underneath. There was a thin
covering of dust everywhere except in one spot where an object had left an outline of itself.
Wallander shivered. He suspected it was the spot where the hammer had been found. He got up
and opened the drawers of the desk. None of them was locked. There weren’t even any locks.
He didn’t know exactly what he was looking for. Maybe a diary or some photographs. But nothing
in the drawers caught his attention. He sat down on the bed and thought about his meeting with
Sonja Hökberg.There was something that had struck him as soon as he saw her room from the
doorway.Something didn’t add up. Sonja Hökberg and her room didn’t go together. He couldn’t
imagine her here among all the pink cushions and teddy bears. But it was her room. He tried to
figure out what it could mean. Which was closer to the truth—the indifferent girl he had met at
the police station, or the room where she had lived and hidden a hammer under her bed?Many
years ago Rydberg had taught him how to listen. Each room has its own life and breath. You
have to listen for it. A room can tell you many secrets about the person who lives there.At first
Wallander had been skeptical about Rydberg’s advice, but in time he had come to realize that
Rydberg had imparted a crucial knowledge.Wallander’s head was starting to ache, particularly in
his temples. He got up and opened the closet door. There were clothes on the hangers and
shoes on the floor. On the inside of the closet door was a poster from a movie called The Devil’s
Advocate. The starring role was played by Al Pacino. Wallander remembered him from The
Godfather. He shut the closet door and sat down on the chair by the desk. That gave him a new
angle from which to view the room.There’s something missing, he thought. He remembered



what Linda’s room had looked like as a teenager. Of course there had been some stuffed
animals. But above all there were the pictures of her idols, who changed from time to time but
were always there in some form or another.There was nothing like that in Sonja Hökberg’s room.
She was nineteen, and all she had was a movie poster in her closet.Wallander remained for a
few more minutes, then left the room and walked back down the stairs. Hökberg looked at him
carefully.“Did you find anything?”“I just wanted to have a look around.”“What’s going to happen to
her?”Wallander shook his head.“She’ll be tried as an adult, and she’s confessed to the crime.
They’re not going to be easy on her.”Hökberg didn’t say anything. Wallander could see he was
pained. Wallander took down the number for Hökberg’s sister-in-law in Höör.Then he left the
townhouse and drove back to the station, feeling worse and worse. He was going to go home
after the press conference and crawl into bed.When he walked into the reception area, Irene
waved him over. Wallander saw that she was pale.“What’s happened?” he asked.“I don’t know,”
she said. “They were looking for you, and as usual you didn’t have your phone with you.”“Who
was looking for me?”“Everyone.”Wallander lost his patience.“What do you mean, ‘everyone’?
Give me some names, dammit!”“Martinsson. And Lisa.”Wallander went straight to Martinsson’s
office. Hansson was in there.“What’s happened?”Martinsson answered.“Sonja Hökberg has
escaped.”Wallander stared at him in disbelief.“Escaped?”Chapter FiveWallander woke up with a
sore throat shortly after six o’clock on Tuesday, the seventh of October. He was sweating lightly
and he knew it meant he was starting to come down with the flu. He stayed in bed for a while and
debated whether or not he should stay home, but the thought of Johan Lundberg’s death forced
him up. He showered, drank some coffee, and swallowed some pills to reduce his fever. He
tucked the bottle of pills into his pocket. Then, before heading out, he forced himself to eat a
bowl of yogurt. The street lamp outside the kitchen window was swaying in the gusty wind. It was
overcast and only a couple of degrees above freezing. Wallander rummaged around in his closet
for a thick sweater. Then he put his hand on the phone and debated whether he should call
Linda. It was too early. When he reached street level and was about to get in his car, he
remembered that he had left a to-do list on the kitchen table. There was something on the list
that he had been planning to buy today but he couldn’t recall what it was. He decided he didn’t
have the energy to go get it.Wallander took his usual route to the office, driving along the
Osterled. Each time he drove this way he felt guilty. He knew he should be out there walking to
work, in order to keep his blood sugar at a healthy level. And even today he wasn’t so weak from
the flu that he couldn’t have walked.He parked outside the station and was in his office as the
clock struck seven. Sitting at his desk, he suddenly remembered the item he had forgotten to
buy. Soap. He immediately wrote it down on a piece of paper. Then he turned his thoughts to the
case.Some of the unpleasant feelings from the day before returned. He recalled Sonja
Hökberg’s complete lack of emotion. He tried to convince himself that she did in fact exhibit
some signs of compassion that he simply had not been able to pick up, but to no avail. His
experience in these matters told him he had not been mistaken. He got up and went to get a cup
of coffee from the lunchroom. Since Martinsson was also an early riser, Wallander stopped by



his office. As usual, the door was open. Wallander had often wondered how Martinsson got any
work done. Wallander couldn’t concentrate unless his door was bolted shut.Martinsson nodded
when Wallander stopped in the doorway.“I thought you’d be here,” he said.“I don’t feel so well
today,” Wallander said.“A cold?”“I always get a sore throat in October.”Martinsson, who always
worried about getting sick, pulled his chair back a couple of inches.“You could have stayed
home today,” he said. “This depressing Lundberg case is already solved.”“Only partially,”
Wallander objected. “We still don’t have a motive. I don’t believe that line that they needed extra
money for nothing in particular. Have you found the knife yet?”“Nyberg’s in charge of that. I
haven’t talked to him yet.”“Call him.”Martinsson made a face.“He’s not easy to talk to in the
morning.”“Then I’ll call him myself.”Wallander reached for Martinsson’s phone and tried Nyberg’s
home number. After a few moments he was automatically transferred to a cell phone. Nyberg
answered, but it was a poor connection.“It’s Kurt. I just wanted to know if you’ve found the knife
yet.”“How the hell are we supposed to find anything in the dark?” Nyberg answered angrily.“I
thought Eva Persson said where she had left it.”“We still have an area of several hundred cubic
meters to comb. She just said she threw it somewhere in the Old Cemetery.”“Why don’t you have
someone bring her down?”“If it’s here, we’ll find it,” Nyberg said.They ended the conversation.“I
didn’t sleep well last night,” Martinsson said. “My daughter Terese knows Eva Persson. They’re
almost the same age. And Eva Persson has parents too. What are they going through right now?
From what I understand, Eva is their only child.”They both thought about what he had said. Then
Wallander started a series of sneezes. Martinsson left quickly. The conversation was left
hanging.They gathered in one of the conference rooms at eight o’clock. Wallander sat in his
usual spot at the end of the table. Hansson and Höglund were already there. Martinsson was
standing by the window talking to someone on the phone, most likely his wife. Wallander had
always wondered how they could have so much to say to each other after having had breakfast
together only an hour before. The main feeling in the room was despondence. Lisa Holgersson
walked in and Martinsson finished his conversation. Hansson got up and shut the door.“Isn’t
Nyberg supposed to be here?” he asked.“He’s looking for the knife,” Wallander said. “I think we
can assume he’ll find it.”Then he looked over at Holgersson, who nodded at him. He could start
the meeting. He wondered briefly how many times he had found himself in exactly this situation.
Up early in the morning, facing his colleagues across the conference table with a crime to
solve.They were waiting for him to begin.“Johan Lundberg is now dead,” he said. “In case anyone
hasn’t heard the latest.”He pointed to a copy of the local newspaper, the Ystad Allehanda, that
was lying on the table. The taxi driver’s death was announced in huge print on the first
page.Wallander continued. “This means the two girls, Hökberg and Persson, are charged with
murder. We can’t call it anything else, since Hökberg in particular was so precise in her
explanations. They planned this and were carrying weapons. They were going to attack
whichever taxi driver came their way. We’ve recovered the hammer, as well as Lundberg’s empty
wallet and his cell phone. The only thing missing is the knife. Neither one of the girls has denied
the charges, nor shifted the blame to the other. I’m assuming we can hand the matter over to the



district attorney tomorrow at the latest. Since Eva Persson is so young, her case will be handled
by the juvenile courts. The autopsy results aren’t in yet, but I think we can say that our role in this
unfortunate case is as good as over.”Wallander finished and waited to see if anyone had
anything to say. “Why did they do it?” Lisa Holgersson finally asked. “It seems so
unnecessary.”Wallander nodded. He had hoped someone would ask this question so he
wouldn’t have to find a way to pose it himself.“Sonja Hökberg was very firm on this point,” he
said. “Both in her session with Martinsson and later with me. She said, ‘We needed the money.’
Nothing else.”“What for?”Hansson asked the last question.“We don’t know why. They won’t tell
us. If Hökberg is to be believed, they didn’t even know why themselves. They just wanted
money.”Wallander looked around the table before he continued.“I don’t think they’re telling the
truth. At the very least, I know Hökberg is lying. I haven’t yet spoken with Eva Persson, but I’m
still convinced of it. They needed that money for something in particular. I also have the
suspicion that Persson was doing what Hökberg told her to. That doesn’t make her any less
guilty, but I think it gives a clearer picture of their relationship.”“Does it even matter?” Höglund
asked. “Whether they needed the money for clothes or something else?”“I guess not, at this
point. The district attorney certainly has enough evidence to convict Hökberg.”“They’ve never
been in trouble with us before,” Martinsson said. “I made a quick search of our database. And
they were both doing well in school.”Wallander again had the feeling that they were taking the
wrong approach to the case. Or at the very least, that they had been overly hasty in writing off
other explanations for Lundberg’s murder. But since he was unable to put this hunch into words,
he said nothing. They still had a lot of work to do, and the reason for the murder could very well
have to do with money. They simply had to keep their eyes open for other possibilities.The phone
rang and Hansson picked up. After listening for a moment he put the receiver down.“That was
Nyberg,” he said. “They found the knife.”Wallander nodded and shut the folder lying in front of
him.“Naturally, we still need to speak to the parents and make sure we conduct a thorough
background investigation, but I think we can safely forward the preliminary information to the
district attorney’s office.”Lisa Holgersson raised her hand to speak.“We need to hold a press
conference. We’ve been barraged by calls from the media. It is still unusual for two young girls to
commit this kind of violent crime.”Wallander looked over at Höglund, but she shook her head. In
the past few years, she had often taken on the task of talking to the media, a job he thoroughly
despised. But not this time. Wallander understood.“I’ll do it,” he said. “Do we have a time?”“I’m
going to suggest one o’clock.”Wallander made a note of it.They divided up the tasks and brought
the meeting to a close. Everyone wanted the matter disposed of as quickly as possible. It was a
particularly wretched case, and no one wanted to spend more time on it than was necessary.
Wallander would pay a visit to the Hökberg family. Martinsson and Höglund would talk to Eva
Persson and her parents.Soon the room was empty. Wallander could feel the symptoms of his flu
getting worse. At least maybe I’ll infect a journalist, he thought as he dug around in his pockets
for a tissue.He bumped into Nyberg in the hallway. Nyberg was wearing boots and a warm coat,
his hair splayed in all directions. He was clearly in a bad mood.“I heard you found the knife,”



Wallander said.“Looks like the county can no longer afford to pay for basic upkeep,” Nyberg
answered. “We were shin-deep in leaves. But we finally found it.”“What kind of a knife?”“Kitchen
knife. Fairly big. The tip broke off, probably from hitting a rib, so she must have used a surprising
amount of force. But then again, it was a cheap knife.”Wallander shook his head.“It’s hard to
believe,” Nyberg said. “I don’t know what happened to the basic respect for human life. How
much money did they get?”“We don’t know yet, but probably around six hundred kronor. It
couldn’t have been much more. Lundberg was at the beginning of his shift, and he never carried
a lot of change to start.”Nyberg muttered something under his breath and walked off. Wallander
returned to his office. For a while he sat in his chair without knowing what to do next. His throat
hurt. Finally he opened the folder with a sigh. Sonja Hökberg lived to the west of Ystad. He wrote
down the address, got up, and put on his coat. As he was leaving, the phone rang. He picked up.
It was Linda. The voices and clatter in the background made him think she was calling from the
restaurant.“I got your message this morning,” she said.“This morning?”“I wasn’t at home last
night.”Wallander knew better than to ask her where she had spent the night. It would only make
her get angry and slam down the phone.“Well, I didn’t call for any particular reason,” he said. “I
just wanted to know how you were doing.”“Good. How about you?’“I’ve got a little cold.
Otherwise things are the same. I was wondering if you had any plans to come down and visit
soon.”“I don’t have time.”“I’m happy to pay your fare.”“I told you, I don’t have time. It’s not about
the money.”Wallander realized he would not be able to change her mind. She was as stubborn
as he was.“How are you doing, anyway?” she asked again. “Do you have any contact with Baiba
these days?”“That ended a long time ago. You know that.”“It’s not good for you to go on like
this.”“What do you mean by that?”“You know what I mean. You’re even starting to get a whiny
tone in your voice. You never had that before.”“You think I sound whiny?”“You’re doing it right
now. But I have a suggestion. I think you should contact a dating service.”“A dating
service?”“Where you can find someone. Otherwise you’re going to turn into a whiny old man
who worries about where I’m spending my nights.”She sees right through me, he thought. I’m an
open book.“You mean I should put an ad in the paper?”“Yes, or use one of those agencies.”“I’ll
never do that.”“Why not?”“I don’t believe in them.”“And why not?”“I don’t know.”“Well, it was just a
suggestion. Think it over. I have to get back to work.”“Where are you?”“At the restaurant. We
open soon.”They said goodbye and hung up. Wallander wondered where she had spent the
night. A couple of years ago, Linda had been involved with a young man from Kenya who was in
medical school in Lund. But that had ended. After that, he had not known very much at all about
who she was dating, other than that every so often she started seeing someone new. He felt an
unpleasant pinch of irritation and jealousy. Then he left the room. The thought of putting in a
personal ad or getting in touch with a dating service had actually occurred to him before. But he
had always rejected the idea. It was as if that would mean sinking to an unacceptable level of
desperation.The strong wind chilled him as soon as he walked outside. He got in his car and
started the engine, listening to the strange noises that were only getting worse. Then he drove
out to the townhouse where the Hökbergs lived. Martinsson’s report had only given him the



information that Sonja Hökberg’s father was “self-employed.” He still didn’t know what that
actually meant. Wallander got out of the car. The small patch of garden in the front was neat and
tidy. He rang the doorbell. After a moment a man came to the door. Wallander knew at once that
they had met before. He had a good memory for faces. But he didn’t know when or where it had
been. The man had also immediately recognized Wallander.“It’s you,” he said. “I knew the police
would be coming out, but I didn’t expect it to be you.”He stepped aside to let Wallander enter.
Wallander heard the sound of a TV coming from somewhere. He still had not managed to figure
out where he had met this man before.“I take it you remember me?” Hökberg asked.“Yes,”
Wallander said. “But I have to say I’m having trouble placing you in the right context.”“ ‘Erik
Hökberg’ doesn’t ring a bell?”Wallander searched his memory. “I don’t think so.”“What about
‘Sten Widen’?”Suddenly Wallander remembered. Sten Widen, with his horse farm in Stjarnsund.
And Erik. The three of them had once shared a passion for the opera. Sten had been the most
deeply involved, but Erik was a childhood friend of his and they had often sat around the record
player as they listened to Verdi’s operas.“Yes, I remember now,” Wallander said. “But your name
wasn’t Hökberg then, was it?”“I took my wife’s name. As a boy I was called Erik Eriksson.”Erik
Hökberg was a large man. The coat hanger he held out to Wallander looked small in his hand.
Wallander remembered him as thin, but now he was of substantial proportions. That must have
been why it had been so hard to put two and two together.Wallander hung up his coat and
followed Hökberg into the living room. There was a TV in the middle of the room, but it was
turned off. The sound was coming from another room. They sat down. Wallander tried to think of
how to start off.“It’s horrible what’s happened,” Hökberg said. “Naturally I have no idea what got
into her.”“Had she ever been violent before?”“Never.”“What about your wife? Is she
home?”Hökberg had collapsed into a heap in his chair. Behind the rolls of fat in his face
Wallander thought he could sense the outline of another face from a time that now seemed
endlessly distant.“She took Emil and went to her sister in Höör. She couldn’t stand to stay here.
The reporters kept calling. They show no mercy. They called in the middle of the night, some of
them.”“I’m afraid I have to speak to her.”“I know. I told her the police would come by.”Wallander
wasn’t sure how to proceed.“You and your wife must have talked about what happened.”“She
doesn’t understand it any more than I do. It was a complete shock.”“You have a good relationship
with Sonja?”“There have never been any problems.”“And between her and her mother?”“Same.
They’ve had fights from time to time but only stuff you would expect. Nothing else, at least as
long as I’ve known her.”Wallander furrowed his brow.“What do you mean by that?”“Didn’t you
know she was my stepdaughter?”Wallander was sure that the information had not been in the
report. He would have remembered it.“Ruth and I had Emil together,” Hökberg said. “Sonja was
about two when I entered the scene. That was seventeen years ago. Ruth and I met at a
Christmas party.”“Who was Sonja’s biological father?”“His name was Rolf. He never cared about
her. He and Ruth were never married.”“Do you know where he is?”“He died a few years ago. He
drank himself to death.”Wallander looked for a pen in his coat pocket. He had already realized
that he had forgotten both his glasses and notebook. There was a pile of old newspapers on the



glass table.“Do you mind if I tear off a piece?”“Can’t the police afford to stock office supplies
anymore?”“That’s a good question. As it happens I’ve forgotten to bring my notebook.”Wallander
used a magazine as a writing pad. He saw that it was an English-language financial
magazine.“Do you mind if I ask you what you do for a living?”The answer came as a surprise.“I
play the stock market.”“I see. What exactly does that entail?”“I trade stocks, options, foreign
currency. I also place some bets, mainly on English cricket games. Sometimes American
baseball.”“So you mean you gamble?”“Not the usual kind. I never place bets on horses. But I
guess you can call trading stocks another form of gambling.”“And you do all this from
home?”Hökberg got up and gestured for Wallander to follow him. When they reached the
adjoining room, Wallander paused in the doorway. There was not simply one TV in this room;
there were three. Various numbers flashed past in a dark ribbon on the bottom of each screen.
On one wall was a row of clocks showing the time in other parts of the world. It was like stepping
into an air traffic control tower.“People always say technology has made the world smaller,”
Hökberg said. “I think that’s debatable. But the fact that it’s made my world bigger is beyond
dispute. From this flimsy townhouse at the edge of Ystad, I can reach all the markets in the whole
world. I can connect to betting centers in London or Rome. I can buy options on the Hong Kong
market and sell American dollars in Jakarta.”“Is it really so simple?”“Not completely. You need
permits, good contacts, and knowledge. But when I step into this room I’m in the middle of the
world. Whenever I choose. Strength and vulnerability go hand in hand.”They returned to the
living room.“I would like to see Sonja’s room,” Wallander said.Hökberg led him up the stairs.
They walked past a room that Wallander assumed belonged to their boy, Emil. Hökberg pointed
to a door.“I’ll wait downstairs,” he said. “If you don’t need me, that is.”“No, I’ll be fine.”Wallander
heard Hökberg’s heavy steps recede down the stairs. He pushed open the door. There was a
sloping ceiling in the room and one of the windows was slightly open. A thin curtain wafted in the
wind. Wallander knew from experience that the first impression was often the most valuable. A
closer examination could reveal dramatic details that were not immediately visible, but the first
impression was something he always came back to.A person lived here in this room. She was
the one he was looking for. The bed was made, heaped with pink flowery cushions. On one of
the walls was a shelf covered with teddy bears. There was a mirror on the closet door and a thick
rug on the floor. There was a desk by the window, but there was nothing on its surface.
Wallander stood in the doorway for a long time and looked into the room. This was where Sonja
Hökberg lived. He entered the room, knelt by the bed, and looked underneath. There was a thin
covering of dust everywhere except in one spot where an object had left an outline of itself.
Wallander shivered. He suspected it was the spot where the hammer had been found. He got up
and opened the drawers of the desk. None of them was locked. There weren’t even any locks.
He didn’t know exactly what he was looking for. Maybe a diary or some photographs. But nothing
in the drawers caught his attention. He sat down on the bed and thought about his meeting with
Sonja Hökberg.There was something that had struck him as soon as he saw her room from the
doorway.Something didn’t add up. Sonja Hökberg and her room didn’t go together. He couldn’t



imagine her here among all the pink cushions and teddy bears. But it was her room. He tried to
figure out what it could mean. Which was closer to the truth—the indifferent girl he had met at
the police station, or the room where she had lived and hidden a hammer under her bed?Many
years ago Rydberg had taught him how to listen. Each room has its own life and breath. You
have to listen for it. A room can tell you many secrets about the person who lives there.At first
Wallander had been skeptical about Rydberg’s advice, but in time he had come to realize that
Rydberg had imparted a crucial knowledge.Wallander’s head was starting to ache, particularly in
his temples. He got up and opened the closet door. There were clothes on the hangers and
shoes on the floor. On the inside of the closet door was a poster from a movie called The Devil’s
Advocate. The starring role was played by Al Pacino. Wallander remembered him from The
Godfather. He shut the closet door and sat down on the chair by the desk. That gave him a new
angle from which to view the room.There’s something missing, he thought. He remembered
what Linda’s room had looked like as a teenager. Of course there had been some stuffed
animals. But above all there were the pictures of her idols, who changed from time to time but
were always there in some form or another.There was nothing like that in Sonja Hökberg’s room.
She was nineteen, and all she had was a movie poster in her closet.Wallander remained for a
few more minutes, then left the room and walked back down the stairs. Hökberg looked at him
carefully.“Did you find anything?”“I just wanted to have a look around.”“What’s going to happen to
her?”Wallander shook his head.“She’ll be tried as an adult, and she’s confessed to the crime.
They’re not going to be easy on her.”Hökberg didn’t say anything. Wallander could see he was
pained. Wallander took down the number for Hökberg’s sister-in-law in Höör.Then he left the
townhouse and drove back to the station, feeling worse and worse. He was going to go home
after the press conference and crawl into bed.When he walked into the reception area, Irene
waved him over. Wallander saw that she was pale.“What’s happened?” he asked.“I don’t know,”
she said. “They were looking for you, and as usual you didn’t have your phone with you.”“Who
was looking for me?”“Everyone.”Wallander lost his patience.“What do you mean, ‘everyone’?
Give me some names, dammit!”“Martinsson. And Lisa.”Wallander went straight to Martinsson’s
office. Hansson was in there.“What’s happened?”Martinsson answered.“Sonja Hökberg has
escaped.”Wallander stared at him in disbelief.“Escaped?”
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Jacque L, “another great Kurt Wallander episode…. Swedish Detective Inspector Kurt Wallander
faces another extremely challenging case , complicated further by other strange occurrences.
At the same time, he feels threatened in the workplace as well. Were all of these challenges
really separate, or related? Can his team bear up under the staggering workload? As one who
has always had trouble trusting others, now he really doesn’t know who to trust or not. And, is
there more to life than being a detective?”

naturalmama, “Another great Wallander mystery. This book has a lot going on: a widespread
power outage, the murder of a taxi driver, a dead man on the sidewalk, a possible love interest,
and way more technology than we usually see in a Wallander novel. I thought this book was
fascinating in its continued relevance despite having been published 20 years ago. Here we also
start to see a sharper divide between the police officers on Wallander's investigative team who
are becoming adept at tracking down information with the use of computers and those who still
prefer to run down their leads in more traditional ways.When I reached the end and read that this
was the last Wallander novel, I was confused because I knew I had several more on my Kindle.
I've now read everything that's left except The Troubled Man, and this is the chronological order
after Firewall: The Pyramid (since it's about Wallander's beginnings, this could also be read prior
to Faceless Killers), Before the Frost, An Event in Autumn, The Troubled Man.”

Mauricio Luz, “Put the story into context and you will enjoy it. I have been following Mankel’s
Wllanders mysteries ever since I watched the BBC series starred by Kenneth Branagh. I have
been reading the novels in the order of publication in Sweden. Thus, there are long delays
between the first publication in Sweden and the appearance of the English translation. The gap
is even wider between those days, the English TV series and today, when I am reading them.
That said, one may understand why so many reviewers complained of lack of research by
Mankel when dealing with the Information Technologies and the Internet. The fact that Mankel’s
novels necessarily have to be set in Wallanders native country and city, has also been object of
remarks. It is so because such a big plot would never occur in such a small Swedish city.
Although I do consider that both criticisms have some basis, I think that they more than miss the
point. Every Wallander reader knows that he lives in Ystad and thus the plots have to develop
there (although they often have links with other countries, such as Latvia and South Africa). One
must also be aware that the center of Makels books is the so-called Swedish welfare state
(“What is happening to this country?” is one recurring moto to remind us of that). So, if we put
the technological and geographical issues aside, the book is a superb Wallander mystery. I am
against revealing anything about the plot, so I won’t go there to back my claim on the book’s
quality. But it is enough to say that supporting characters from previous novels move in to the
main stage, Wallander’s investigative procedures and manias prove to be productive as well as



they backslash. My only remark would be to the last scene regarding the plot, that has quite
many loose ends. It does not however compromises the novel. A reader that's old enough to do
it, can just remember what the internet was in the 1990’s and what a fifty year’s old police officer
would have know about it by then. It will allow he/she to enjoy the book. It’s far from being
Mankel’s best Wallander mysteries. But it is pretty good. So good that I immediately purchased
the next novel. And I did with some sadness, because I am now approaching the last novel and
there will be no more. Well, the translation did not improve. That's a minor but true issue with all
Wllander novels.”

S. Warfield, “Five stars for Firewall!. Kurt Wallander's life is always described as boring and
depressing, but I find it very interesting to read about. Anyone who is awakened in the wee
hours of the morning or who never gets to bed at all because of a gripping murder case as many
times as Kurt does can't be that bored or boring. It's only when Kurt is alone in his apartment
and has time to think about his failed marriage, his aloneness, that he is melancholy.The books
tend to treat him as if he is a washed up older policeman, but he is only about 50. That's okay,
he's one of my literary heroes, anyway.In "Firewall" the Ystad police force is up against a tough
case this time and Wallander finds himself in an area that he doesn't know hardly anything
about: cyberspace. He barely knows how to turn on a computer much less break through a
highly protected system of computers that are connected from Sweden to other parts of the
world. A plan for a catastrophic worldwide event is going to happen if they can't break the
case.A man who suddenly dies at an ATM machine and the brutal murder of a cab driver by two
teenage girls seem unrelated until Wallander figures out that the two incidents may be related in
an important way. This case will test Wallander's skills, thinking and performance as a police
officer at a time when an adversary is trying to break him down. This is a very difficult case for
the entire Ystad police department.I was delighted by this page turner and since I have only a
few more to read in the series, I'll be disappointed when it ends. This is a series that might have
to be read over again.”

John Williams, “Wallander saves the world...... .......and spills coffee all down his trousers. That's
what I like about Wallander. He's an old fart like me, but with more tenacity when it comes to
grappling with complex, blood-curdling crimes, dodging bullets and outwitting dark, unseen
forces. This was a particularly complex plot with many strands, some of which were tied up at
the end and some of which weren't, but that's life. I've read several Wallander books, completely
out of sequence, and this was one of the best. Don't worry if you haven't read any of the earlier
ones; each one is a self-contained story. There are references to previous stories, but that's OK.
For example, there are references to "The Dogs of Riga", but this is an inferior story, not to be
read just for the sake of reading the books in sequence. All of the Wallander stories are far-
fetched escapism, which is fine by me. I have no sympathy with those who bellyache about their
being unrealistic or lacking in technical accuracy. They are to be read primarily as



entertainment. One aspect of the books that I like is the unfolding of Wallander's private, family
life. The 'back story' in "Firewall" is particularly interesting, and helps to create a sympathetic,
credible hero, though not one who is without his flaws. The individuality of the other officers in
his team also stands out particularly well in this book. If you want to read just one Wallander
book, you could do worse than choosing this one.”

James Murchison, “best Wallander book I have read. This has been around for some time,
apparently, but I obviously missed it - highly recommended - odd that the author appears to be
obsessed by the name of the street where the hero parks his car - every single time he tells us -
but at least we don't hear what he has to eat at every meal, like some other detective tales -
perhaps one should order a street map to see how the locations are relevant - but, joking apart,
this is well told, the story is woven supremely well and the basic humanity of Wallander comes
across throughout. Hard to put down.”

Claire, “Fabulous right up until the very loose ending. I like how this book shows wallander
changing, accepting he's getting old, but not giving in even when he doesn't understand the new
world he's living in. Lots of interesting changes to the back story of the series too, which is good.
The actual story itself was gripping, complex and numerous characters and lots of leads and
misdirection, but sadly not resolved and tied up neatly at the end. Never finding out why
massively large parts of the evidence played a part was a real let down. Why put them in the
story at all? It was a shame.”

R. A. Wilkinson, “Another gripping read.. I am a great fan of Wallander and all things Swedish.
As usual with Wallander cases, for 80% of this book, all seems chaos. No progress seems to be
made and everyone in Ytstad police involved in the case is exhausted and demoralised. And
then in customary Wallander fashion it all comes together.I have great difficulty putting the book
down because I am desperate to find out how it ends.I even have sneaky looks at the book in the
odd spare moment. It can become very addictive.Mankell's books really are page turners and
this one is no different. I find myself having great empathy with Wallander as he struggles with
the unfolding saga. Anyone who has ever read other Wallander books MUST read this one.My
only complaint is that getting to the end is a bit like a bereavment!!!Mankell has a great gift of
involving the reader in the story and its easy to become emotionally involved.I have read many
'who dunnits' over the years but Wallander is in a class of its own.Buy it, you won't regret it.!! and
if you have'nt already done so, buy the others as well.”

The book by Jeff Collins has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 2,368 people have provided feedback.
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