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Personal Gallery

The Caling family:

Knut and Astrid Caling have a daughter, Andrea, and a son, Björn.

Andrea, a lawyer, is married to Arne Hildeng. They have two sons, Kjell and Verne.

Andrea’s brother, Björn Caling, is an artist and is unmarried.

The Hildeng family:

Olav and Elsebeth have two sons, Arne and Jon.

Arne Hildeng is a co-owner of the Pharmacy chain. He is married to Andrea Caling and they have two sons, Kjell and Verne.

Arne’s younger brother, Jon Hildeng, is also co-owner of the Pharmacy chain. He is married to Mette and they have no children.


Much of this story takes place on the island of Tjörn, located about 60 kilometers from the second largest city in Sweden, Gothenburg. Tjörn is a very popular vacation spot for most of the Swedish population. What follows is a list of the many streets and favorite spots there, translated to English:






	Kopparmärra
	Copper Mare



	Kungsportsplatsen
	King’s Gateway Place



	Fredsgatan
	Peace Street



	Kyrkogatan
	Church Street



	NK Nordiska kompaniet
	The Norden Company (a large department Store)



	Gamle Port
	The Old Gate



	Järntorget
	The Iron Square



	Folkets hus
	The Community House



	Gunne(by)
	A small village



	Norra Hamngatan
	North Harbour Street



	Packhuskajen
	Customs House Quay



	Stora Höga
	Big Hill



	Adenmarks
	A departement store



	Biskopsgården
	The Bishops Yard



	Lillekärr
	Small Marsh



	Utby
	Out village



	Gårdstensbergen
	Farm Stones Mountain



	Klädesholmen Östra
	East Clothes Islet



	Skärhamn
	Pink Harbour



	Strandgatan
	Beach Street



	Bojens
	Buoy





“Gambling is the child of avarice,
the brother of iniquity,
and the father of mischief.”

French proverb

“Finally! A whole day off!” thought Chief Inspector Greger Thulin as he stretched his arms up toward the sky, took a deep breath, and felt the taste of salt and seaweed on his tongue. He walked slowly down Ankarvägen in Skärhamn and looked out over the sea that lay there in front of him without the slightest ripple on its surface. He had an unexplainable feeling that the ocean was that quiet in anticipation of his arrival. Greger squinted as he looked at the sun and felt its sharp rays sting his clear blue eyes. As his walk continued down Hamngatan, he noticed a man sitting on a wooden bench just to the left of the entrance to Atenes Warehouse. Greger watched him with curiosity. “I’m not the only one who’s up early,” he thought and kept walking. “I wonder if the mackerel are running today?” he mumbled to himself.

The bells in the church tower had just rung six chimes and the early sun’s warm rays spread out over the county of Tjörn. The sunlight crept down in every nook and cranny between the fishing captains’ houses and formed rectangular shaped shadows on the building walls. Two thin slices of clouds sailed alongside each other in the sky, and the ocean waited for the first morning wind. In the fishing boat harbor seagulls screamed loudly about their fresh breakfast.

Greger strolled slowly past the dock and gave a friendly wave to two fishermen who sat cleaning mackerel in the stern of their boat. He continued in the direction of his own boat, carrying the cushion for the driver’s seat under his arm. After every boat ride, he was in the habit of taking the cushion back home with him. Carrying it back and forth like that guaranteed him a soft, dry place to sit the next time he went out. These days it wasn’t a question of jumping down into the boat on flexible legs; now getting into the boat he looked more like the way a seal moves on land. But Greger was happy as long as he could manage to climb down into his vessel. He stood in the stern and looked out over the harbor. It was June, and there were still plenty of places to dock a boat, except perhaps on the weekends. But in one month, boat owners from all over Europe would be fighting over the few spaces that Skärhamn’s guest harbor could offer.

Greger lifted the seat cover, pulled out the heavy, clanking anchor and laid it down on the floorboards. “It’s a good idea to check on the anchor now and then,” he thought.

A scream suddenly arose from somewhere out over the ocean. Greger raised his head and looked around the harbor. The fishermen on the dock stopped cleaning mackerel and looked toward the warehouse. Another human scream spread out through the harbor, went to a higher pitch, and was followed by a cry for help. Greger let go of the rope and stood up. His eyes scoured the surroundings, but he couldn’t see anyone in distress. Laboriously puffing and panting, he climbed up and out of the boat and started walking along the wharf toward the southern part of the harbor.

When he got to the boat houses next to the guest harbor, twenty meters from the old customs building, he saw someone waving their arms in the air. Greger waved back and started moving faster. The person ran toward him, wildly gesticulating. The fellow had short, sun bleached hair with a long face, blunt nose, and a wide mouth. “He looks like he’s about thirty years old,” thought Greger. With his mixed Gothenburg and Bohus dialect, he asked what had happened.

“Can you help? Right beside my boat there’s a woman who’s sitting on the deck of her boat and she looks like she’s in shock or something! I can’t get a word out of her! I went below deck on her boat and found some guy lying completely still on one of the double beds.” He kept waving his arms in the air as he spoke.

“Is he alive? Has anyone called an ambulance?”

“No, I didn’t want to touch him. What if he’s been murdered! I’ve seen enough detective stories to know you shouldn’t mess things up for the police. But I have called the ambulance,” he said, and suddenly stopped waving his arms. “Who are you by the way? You sound like a policeman. Are you the police?” Before Greger answered, he squinted at the sun and then looked into this man’s dark gray eyes. “Strange,” he thought. “His eyelashes are completely white.”

“Maybe I am. Who are you and what is your connection to that boat?” asked Greger as he started to walk toward the boat in question.

“My name is Roland. They call me Rulle. And no, we don’t know anyone on that boat. We arrived at the harbor late last night and just happened to find a spot beside them.”

When Greger was about ten meters close to the boat, he realized it was a yacht. Could it be a Storebro? Once he was on board, the boat’s luxurious details shouted out that this was indeed a Storebro, the Rolls Royce of yachts. Sitting on the well-cared-for teak deck was a woman looking straight ahead with an empty gaze. Greger stood right in front of her. He waved his hands and tried to make eye contact. But her arms just remained hanging motionless by her sides so he concluded that she must be in a state of shock. Greger walked over toward the salon and bent down to see more of the yacht’s interior. He saw mahogany furnishing and two sofas upholstered in natural leather. “This is a boat I could only dream of owning,” Greger thought to himself with a sigh. From this vantage point, he didn’t see anyone in distress or a body, so he took a few more steps forward. He stepped down onto the floor of the salon and moved carefully ahead toward the bow of the boat. As he approached the sleeping area, he saw a man lying on the bed with large, hairy, well-tanned legs that were folded in a natural position. A dark blue blanket lay behind his back and covered his face. Greger placed two fingers on the man’s legs and felt that they were cold, just as he had anticipated. He lifted the blanket to examine his face. “This guy looks like he’s just asleep, but he’s dead alright,” thought Greger.

He heard sirens suddenly, and they were coming closer. He turned around, sighed out loud, and made his way back up the stairs with heavy steps. On deck, the sharp sun rays stung his eyes, and he squeezed them shut. The unidentified woman still sat motionless in the same stiff position. Greger went over to her and laid his hand on her shoulder, giving it a little squeeze. No response.

The ambulance pulled up and parked by the gathering crowd. The passenger door opened and a young woman with short, tousled hair jumped out of the ambulance. Greger yelled and waved to get her attention. The young woman walked quickly toward him, carrying a medicine bag in her left hand.

“Is he lying forward in the boat?” she asked. Greger nodded and watched enviously as she jumped on board with gazelle-like agility. A half a minute later she was back up on the deck.

“I’m sorry, but this is nothing for us. The man down there has been dead for several hours. You need to call the coroner instead.”

“Excuse me … I haven’t introduced myself. My name is Greger Thulin, and I’m Chief Inspector for Homicide,” he said, stretching out his hand.

“Maja Park, Emergency Physician,” she said, grabbing his hand and shaking it. “What I can do is write a certificate of death. By the way, what’s homicide doing here?”

“I live at Fiskaregränd here in Skärhamn and was in my boat when I heard a scream. If I’ve understood the situation correctly, the woman who is sitting frozen stiff on the deck, is the wife of the dead man in the bow. Could you please have a look at her? She seems to be in a state of shock.”

“Of course, no problem,” said Maja and walked over to the woman. Greger went along since he wanted to speak with her and get some information as to what had happened; that is if it was at all possible to carry on a normal conversation with her.

Just as he was looking out over the wharf, a police car drove up and parked beside the ambulance. The ambulance driver, who had stayed behind in the vehicle now got out and spoke with one of the policemen. Greger had to squint again as he looked through the bright sunlight to see if he knew anyone in uniform. One of them came toward him with a smile on his face as he climbed on board.

“Don’t you recognize me?” he asked. “I was on duty when a body was found at Lyckebacken here in Skärhamn … last year, wasn’t it? Or was it two years ago?”

“Could be, you look familiar. But I’m terrible at remembering people’s names,” sighed Greger.

“That’s ok. I’m no good at that either. My name is Sune Koltman.”

Greger introduced himself for the second time and realized that his day off was no longer a day off. He turned around to see what Maja was up to and saw that she was giving the woman in shock an injection. A few seconds later, she started to move around. With wide open blue eyes, she stared at Maja and then looked around slowly at everyone who was on board the boat. Her eyes froze again, and she shook her head. Tears ran down her cheeks, but she didn’t utter a sound. Maja looked at the woman, shrugged her shoulders, and turned to Greger.

“I don’t think we can do a lot more here. Maybe you can talk with her,” said Maja and closed her bag. Greger sat down beside the woman and put his arm around her shoulders. He suddenly wished that it had been his colleague, Katarina Linde, sitting there instead of him. She was much more proficient at dealing with emotionally charged situations. Greger cleared his throat.

“Are you able to tell me what happened? Is that your husband lying on the bed down there?” She nodded and took hold of Greger’s hand.

“Can you go get my brother?”

“Who is your brother and what’s your name?”

“His name is Björn Caling. He’s an artist and has an exhibition now at the Watercolor Museum,” she said, with tears flowing heavily down her cheeks. “And my name is Andrea Hildeng.”

“But your brother can’t be at the museum this early…it’s only 6.30 in the morning!”

“He’s staying at one of the guest studios behind the museum,” she said, wiping away her tears with her hand.

“Hildeng,” said Greger. “Is that a Norwegian name?”

“Yes, it is. My husband’s parents are from Norway,” she said, looking at Greger with pleading eyes. “Please help me! I can’t take anymore!” Greger looked for Sune Koltman, who was still on board the boat. When they made eye contact, Greger waved him over.

“Do me a favor! Drive over to the studios that are behind the museum and see if you can find someone by the name of Björn Caling. If you find him, bring him back here with you,” said Greger.

“I can’t believe that Arne is gone! Just yesterday he was so full of life! We had dinner at a restaurant and then we returned to our boat,” said Andrea and started to cry again.

“Which restaurant was it?” asked Greger.

“The one that looks like a boat. Right now I can’t remember the name of it,” she answered, wiping away more tears.

“Was it The Haddock?” asked Greger.

“Yes, that’s it! That’s where we were yesterday,” said Andrea with a shiver. “But the four of us all ordered the same meal, so it couldn’t have been something in the food!”

“All four? Who else was there besides you and your husband?”

“My brother Björn and one of his friends,” she said, hanging her head. “Oh my God, how can I explain this to Kjell and Verne?”

“Who are they?” asked Greger scratching his head while he continued to think about the name Hildeng. He’d heard that name before … he was sure of that. The question was, where and why?

“They are our children,” said Andrea, watching the police car as it drove off.

“How old was Arne?”

“He was only fifty-six,” she mumbled.

Greger felt that the best thing to do right now was to call his boss, Chief Superintendent Stefan Kronfeld. They might as well send the body to Forensics in Gothenburg for autopsy, he thought. Stefan would then in turn call his wife, Sara. She was one of Sweden’s best forensic pathologists, and if there were something in that body that shouldn’t have been there, she would be the person to find it. “If it turns out that Arne Hildeng died of natural causes, then I can have a few more days off,” thought Greger. He stepped out onto the wharf, walked over to the ambulance and asked if he could borrow Maja’s cell phone.

“Hi, Stefan. I just happened to have a body on hand and …”

“What? Where are you? I thought you were at home taking some time off!” interrupted Stefan.

“Well, yes, actually, but then I heard a scream and felt obligated to assist,” said Greger.

“Who’s been murdered?”

“I don’t know if it is murder yet.”

Stefan listened as Greger laid out the details, at the same time looking absent-mindedly at his nicely manicured fingernails. When he got out his calendar, he noticed that his wife’s birthday was tomorrow. “Better not forget that,” he thought to himself. On last year’s birthday, she really lit into him for coming home without flowers.

“I think the best thing would be to call Charlotte and get her involved, even though we don’t know at this point whether Arne Hildeng has been murdered or not,” said Greger.

“Isn’t Engman at your place?” asked Stefan. He caught his reflection in the window and combed his hand through his dark, gray speckled hair, correcting the placement of a few hairs.

“No, she decided to drive out to her aunt’s cottage in Lerum to go swimming and relax for a few days. The cottage is out by Aspen Lake,” said Greger, remembering yesterday evening.

He and Charlotte had been living together for six months and during the first months everything had gone smoothly between the two. Charlotte was a forensic detective, and since her working hours were the same as his, for the most part, there hadn’t been much conflict. They had taken turns cleaning, doing laundry, buying groceries and cooking. But two days ago Charlotte happened to find part of a moldy sandwich, about as big as a dice, in the hamper and blew up. The dam really broke! Greger just stood there like a fool listening to all the accusations and didn’t get a word in edgewise. When she finally stopped for a few seconds, he thought the whole thing was over. But then she added that it might be a good idea if they took a break from each other for a few days. She needed to see something else and someone else she said.

“Communication problems?” asked Stefan.

“Not at all,” lied Greger. “She wanted to spend time with her nephew, that’s all!”

“Do whatever you think is best. I’ll call Sara and let her know. We’ll send a vehicle to pick up the body,” said Stefan. He didn’t bother to wait for any additional comments and hung up.

Greger thanked Maja for the use of her cell phone and while they stood talking the police car returned. Sune Koltman sat up front and gave Greger a thumbs up. The car was still rolling when the passenger door opened, and a man jumped out of the car. He ran past everyone standing on the wharf without so much as a glance and jumped on board the boat. Andrea Hildeng threw herself into his arms. Greger understood that this must be her brother, Björn Caling. He gave them some minutes to be alone before he went on board again. A moment later it seemed as though Andrea had started to breathe normally again. She sat on one of the leather sofas on the aft deck, wiping her tears and blowing her nose in a paper napkin.

Greger took the opportunity to observe Björn Caling as he climbed back on board the boat. Judging from this man’s effeminate appearance and body language, Greger came to the conclusion that Björn was probably homosexual.

“Oh my God,” said Björn Caling to Greger as he stretched out a boney, claw-like hand toward Greger. “This is terrible! I can’t understand what’s happened!” he said as he waved his arms out in a heroic gesture. “I talked to him as recently as last night and he was just full of life …” When he spoke, he let his head drop, and dark brown curls of long hair hid his face as he began to cry. Greger saw his gray hair roots and realized that Björn dyed his hair. Andrea got up to hold onto her brother again. Greger had the feeling that everyone around him could see that he was uncomfortable. During the fifties, when he grew up, anyone who openly declared or was discovered as homosexual would have been fired immediately. Later, during his career he had met many homosexuals, and two of them worked for the narcotics division. But the ones he had met hadn’t acted effeminate, neither in the way they dressed nor behaved, especially in comparison with Björn Caling. He was a woman, dressed in man’s clothes, thought Greger.

“Were you with Arne Hildeng yesterday evening?” asked Greger, looking straight into Björn’s light brown, eyelash framed teary eyes.

“Yes, of course, I was! It was a wonderful evening. We sat having dinner together in a gorgeous sunset with colors an artist’s palette could never duplicate,” answered Björn, gesticulating eagerly with his claw-like hands. Greger said, “Uh huh, uh huh,” and nodded, but inwardly he was experiencing storm winds of uncertainty. What would be the correct way to behave in discussing emotions with a homosexual concerning other men? Once again he wished that Katarina was there with him. He missed the excellent analytical abilities she displayed without any noticeable lack of confidence.

“What do you think can have happened to Arne? Did he die of natural causes? Was he suffering from some illness?” asked Greger and immediately regretted his choice of words.

“What do you mean? Do you mean that he could have been murdered?” asked Björn as his dark brown, perfectly groomed eyebrows raised and then fell. He ended up staring at Greger with deep wrinkles in his forehead. Without blinking, Greger stared back. “That’s preposterous! My brother-in-law hasn’t been murdered. Who would want to murder him? He didn’t have any enemies!” said Björn Caling, looking at his sister with wide open eyes.

“Murdered?” repeated Andrea, staring at Greger. “Why would Arne be murdered and by whom? It’s just us here!”

All of a sudden, Greger felt like an elephant walking into a glass boutique. The questions that just passed through his lips could single out Arne’s wife as a potential murderer. Statistically, it is most often someone close to the victim who is the killer if this was, in fact, a murder.

“Well, since your husband was not ill, since he didn’t have a problem with his heart, and since he was only fifty-six years old and, in addition, seemed to be in great shape, wouldn’t it be good to try and discover what it was that caused his sudden demise? Was he depressed?” asked Greger.

“Not in the least! Arne loved life, loved good food, enjoyed running and playing golf,” said Björn, patting Andrea on the arm. “He did have problems with his stomach, however.”

“That’s not usually something you die of,” said Greger, looking down.

The car that Chief Kronfeld had sent drove up to the wharf beside the police car. A young man dressed in a short sleeved light blue shirt jumped out of the car and walked in the direction of the boat. He said hello to Greger and held out a paper to be signed. Greger read through it and asked Andrea for a pen. He explained to her that this was just a document that would allow a forensic autopsy of the body. Andrea signed it and gave it back to Greger. She broke down again when the young man got back on board with a stretcher. Brother and sister held each other and cried. At the moment, Greger couldn’t do anything more than give Andrea a pat on her shoulder and thank Björn. He gave them his business card and asked them to call him if there was anything at all they wanted to talk to him about. They thanked him for his help and assisted him off the boat. Sune Koltman was waiting stand by, leaning up against the police car.

“Do you need a ride anywhere?” he asked.

“No, thanks. I’m off duty today and intend to enjoy whatever is left of it,” replied Greger. Sune grinned, hopped into the car and drove off. When Greger walked past the men in the fishing boat, he noted a curious expression on their faces. But he didn’t have the energy to explain so he just smiled at them and walked off in the direction of his boat. He worked his way into it, laid out the cushion and sat down.

Then he bent over and picked up his fishing reel. He felt its weight and moved it back and forth between his hands. Suddenly his desire to go fishing just disappeared. The only thing he wanted to do right now was to call Charlotte and hear the sound of her voice. Greger was not the type to be angry for long, nor was Charlotte as far as he had noticed. Ten minutes later, out of breath, he stepped over the threshold of his home. Normally he would have taken off his shoes and put away the seat cushion, but now he just dropped everything he was carrying right down on the hall floor. He walked out to the kitchen, grabbed the telephone and dialed Charlotte’s cell phone number. Slowly, very slowly, he heard her phone ring at least four times, and then started to lose hope.

Charlotte had walked back into the cottage when she saw the familiar number on the cell phone display. She was standing in front of the mirror in the bedroom. Her grayish blonde hair was cut short and stuck out in all directions. She noticed that her blouse that had been clean in the morning was now decorated with a coffee spot right in front. She felt dirty, but then she’d been weeding in the strawberry patch for three hours, and was feeling the results in her spine.

“Hi Greger, how are you?”

“Oh, Hi Charlotte. I miss you!” he said as he sat down at the kitchen table and breathed a heavy sigh.

“Ah ha, is that so … well, to be honest, I miss you too,” she said.

“I promise never to drop any more sandwiches in the hamper if you just come home!”

“Maybe it wasn’t just the moldy sandwich in the hamper that made me angry. There are a lot of other things to talk about besides you being sloppy,” said Charlotte. “I’m on my way home in any case. We can talk later.”

“When will you be home?” asked Greger, looking at the clock.

“I’ll be back at your house at twelve noon at the latest. You can make lunch for us.”

Charlotte had already hung up when Greger noticed that he stood there nodding. What could he make for lunch? He could get on his bike and ride over to Hamnéns Fish. If nothing else it would be good exercise, he thought. They had a great take-away pain riche filled with mixed seafood that he knew Charlotte was particularly fond of.
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