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            Kitty was five years old and she was
                cross. The queue for the Crown Jewels had been long and they weren’t so
                special anyway. The queue for Madame Tussauds had been longer, and she didn’t
                even recognize most of the waxworks, and she couldn’t see them properly with
                all the crowds. And it had been drizzling. And she hated the Underground. When she
                stood on the platform and heard the rumble of an approaching train, it felt like
                something terrible coming out of the darkness.

            But when they got on the boat she became
                a little less cross. The river was so big that it felt almost like the ocean,
                heaving with the currents and the tide. A plastic bottle floated past.

            ‘Where’s it going?’
                said Kitty.

            ‘To the sea,’ said her mum.
                ‘All the way to the sea.’

            ‘The Thames Barrier will stop
                it,’ said her dad.

            ‘No, it won’t,’ said
                her mum. ‘It’s not a real barrier.’

            As the boat pulled away from the
                Embankment, Kitty ran from one side of the boat to the other. If she was seeing
                something interesting on one bank of the river, that meant she was missing what was
                interesting on the other or in front.

            ‘Calm down, Kitty,’ said her
                mum. ‘Why don’t you write a list in your book of everything you
                see?’

            So Kitty got out her new notebook, the
                one with the elephant on the cover. And her new pen. She opened the notebook at a fresh page and wrote a number one and drew a
                heart-shaped circle around it. She looked about her. ‘What’s that big
                thing?’

            ‘Which big thing?’

            ‘That one.’

            ‘The Eye.’

            So that was number one.

            The boat was almost empty. It was a
                Friday and it had only just stopped raining. Kitty’s parents drank coffee and
                Kitty, whose school was closed for a training day and who had been looking forward
                to this trip for weeks, frowned over her notebook while a voice on the Tannoy said
                that the River Thames was a pageant of history. It was from here, said the voice,
                that Francis Drake had set off to circle the globe. And it was here that he returned
                with a ship full of treasure and became Sir Francis Drake.

            Kitty was so busy that she was almost
                irritated when her dad sat down beside her.

            ‘We’ve stopped,’ he
                said, ‘so we can look at the Thames and at London Bridge.’

            ‘I know,’ said Kitty.

            ‘Do you know “London Bridge
                Is Falling Down”?’

            ‘We done that at
                school.’

            ‘Did it.’

            Kitty ignored this and carried on
                writing.

            ‘So what have you seen?’

            Kitty finished the word she was writing,
                the tip of her tongue protruding from the side of her mouth. Then she held up the
                notebook. ‘Five things,’ she said.

            ‘What five things?’

            ‘A bird.’

            Her dad laughed. She frowned at him.
                ‘What?’

            ‘No,
                that’s very good. A bird. What else?’

            ‘A boat.’

            ‘What? This boat?’

            ‘No.’ She rolled her eyes.
                ‘Another boat.’

            ‘Good.’

            ‘A tree.’

            ‘Where?’

            ‘It’s gone.’ She
                looked back at her notebook. ‘A car.’

            ‘Yes, there are lots of cars
                driving along by the river. That’s very good, Kitty. Is that all?’

            ‘And a whale.’

            Her dad looked at the notebook.
                ‘“Whale” has an h in it. W-H-A-L-E. But this is a river.
                It doesn’t have whales in it.’

            ‘I saw it.’

            ‘When?’

            ‘Now.’

            ‘Where?’

            Kitty pointed. Her dad stood up and
                walked to the side of the boat. And then the day that was already exciting got more
                and more exciting. Her dad shouted something and then he turned to Kitty and shouted
                even louder. He told her to stay exactly where she was and not to move a single
                step. Then he ran along the deck and down the steps, and the man who was talking on
                the loudspeaker stopped and then said things in a loud voice that sounded completely
                different. Other people started running around on the deck and looking over the side
                and shouting and a fat woman began to cry.

            The loudspeaker said that people should
                move away from the side but they didn’t. Kitty’s mum came and sat next
                to her and talked to her about what they were going to do afterwards and about the summer holidays, which
                weren’t long off now; they were going camping. Then Kitty heard the loud noise
                of an engine and she got up and saw a huge motorboat heading along the river and
                getting closer and closer until it stopped and she felt the waves from it move their
                own boat up and down so that she almost fell over. Kitty’s mum got up and
                stood with everyone else at the railings. Kitty could only see their backs and the
                backs of their heads. It was like being at Madame Tussauds where her dad had had to
                put her up on his shoulders.

            This time she could go to the edge of
                the group and look through the railings. She could read the writing on the side of
                the boat: ‘Police’. That would be number six on her list. Two men were
                climbing down on a little ledge at the back of the boat. One of them had big yellow
                clothes on and gloves that looked like they were made out of rubber and he actually
                got into the water. Then men used ropes and they started to pull the thing out of
                the water. There were groaning sounds from the people on the boat and some of them
                moved away from the railings and Kitty got an even better view. Other people were
                holding their phones up. The thing looked strange, all blown up and blotchy and
                milky-coloured, but she knew what it was. The men wrapped it in a big black bag and
                zipped it up.

            The two boats moved together and one of
                the men climbed from the other boat onto the lower deck of this boat. The other man,
                the one in the big yellow clothes, stayed on the other boat. He was fixing a rope
                and tying a knot. When he had finished he stood up, and he looked at Kitty at
                exactly the same moment that she was waving at him. He smiled and gave a wave and
                she waved back.

            Nothing was
                happening now, so she went and sat down again. She wrote a number six and circled it
                and wrote ‘Police’. Then she looked at number five. Carefully, letter by
                letter, she crossed out ‘Whale’ until it was entirely obliterated. With
                great concentration she wrote: ‘M-A-N’.
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            Detective Chief Inspector Sarah Hussein
                and Detective Constable Glen Bryant climbed out of the car. Hussein fished her
                mobile from her pocket, and Bryant took a packet of cigarettes and a pink plastic
                lighter from his. He was tall and burly with cropped hair, big hands and feet and
                broad shoulders, like a rugby player; he was sweating. Beside him, Hussein looked
                small, cool, compact.

            ‘Something’s come up and
                I’ll be back late,’ said Hussein, into the phone. ‘I know.
                I’m sorry. You can give the girls pasta. Or there are pizzas in the freezer. I
                don’t know what time I’ll be home. They shouldn’t wait up. Nor
                should you. Nick, I’ve got to go. Sorry.’

            A man was approaching them. His face was
                flushed and his hair was rough and untidy. He seemed more like a trawlerman than a
                policeman.

            ‘Hello.’ He held out a hand
                to Bryant, who looked sheepish but took it. ‘I’m Detective Constable
                O’Neill. Marine Policing Unit. You must be DCI Hussein.’

            ‘Actually …’ began
                Bryant.

            ‘This is Detective Constable
                Bryant,’ said Hussein, coolly. ‘I’m DCI Hussein.’

            ‘Oh. Sorry. I thought –’

            ‘Don’t worry, I’m used
                to it.’

            Hussein looked along the river to her
                right at Tower Bridge and to her left at Canary Wharf and across at the smart new
                riverside flats of Rotherhithe. ‘Nice position.’

            ‘You should
                see it in November,’ O’Neill said.

            ‘I’m surprised it
                hasn’t been sold off for flats. Riverfront property like this.’

            ‘We’d still need somewhere
                to put our boats.’

            DC O’Neill gestured at what looked
                like a large square tent made out of blue plastic sheets. Hussein pulled a face.
                ‘Really?’

            ‘It’s where we put them for
                a quick check. So we can decide whether to call you guys.’ O’Neill
                pulled the sheet aside and showed her through. Inside the sheets, two figures in
                plastic caps and shoes and white gowns were moving softly around the body.
                ‘Sometimes we’re not sure. But this one had had his throat
                cut.’

            Bryant took a deep, audible breath and
                O’Neill looked round with a smile. ‘You think this is bad? You should
                see them when they’ve been in the water for a month or two. Sometimes you
                can’t tell what sex they are. Even with their clothes off.’

            The body was lying in a large shallow
                metal basin. It looked swollen, as if it had been inflated with a pump. The flesh
                was unnaturally pale but also blotchy, marbled and bruised on the face and hands. It
                was still dressed in a dark shirt, grey trousers, robust leather shoes – almost more
                boots than shoes. Hussein noticed the laces were still double-knotted, and she
                couldn’t help thinking of him stooping and tying them, pulling them tight.

            She made herself examine the face. There
                were remnants of the nose, little more than exposed cartilage. All the features
                seemed blurred, corroded, but the slashed neck was plain to see. ‘It looks
                violent,’ she said finally.

            Bryant made a small noise of assent
                beside her. He had his handkerchief out and was pretending to blow his nose.

            ‘It
                doesn’t mean anything,’ said O’Neill. ‘Apart from the
                throat. The river really knocks them about, the birds get at them. And then in
                summer things happen more quickly.’

            ‘Where was he found?’

            ‘Up near HMS Belfast, by
                London Bridge. But that doesn’t mean anything either. He could have gone into
                the river anywhere from Richmond to Woolwich.’

            ‘Any idea how long he’s been
                in the water?’

            O’Neill cocked his head on one
                side as if he were doing some mental arithmetic. ‘He was floating. So
                we’re looking at a week. No more than ten days, the way he is.’

            ‘That’s not much
                help.’

            ‘It’s a good way of getting
                rid of a body,’ said O’Neill. ‘Much better than burying
                it.’

            ‘Was there anything in his
                pockets?’

            ‘No wallet, no phone, no keys, not
                even a handkerchief. No watch.’

            ‘So you’ve got
                nothing?’

            ‘You mean you’ve
                got nothing. He’s your baby now. But, yeah, there is something. Look at his
                wrist.’

            Hussein pulled on her plastic gloves and
                bent across the corpse. There was a faint sweet smell she didn’t want to think
                about. Around the left wrist there was a plastic band. She lifted it gently.
                ‘It’s the sort of thing you get in hospital.’

            ‘That’s what we thought. And
                it looks like it’s got his name on it.’

            She leaned right down close. The writing
                was faint, barely legible. She had to spell it out for herself, letter by letter.
                ‘Klein,’ she said. ‘Dr F. Klein.’

            They waited for the
                van to arrive, gazing out over the river glinting in the late-afternoon sun. The
                rain had cleared and the sky was a pale blue, streaked with rose-coloured
                clouds.

            ‘I wish it hadn’t happened
                on a Friday,’ said Bryant.

            ‘That’s the way of
                things.’

            ‘It’s my favourite day,
                usually. It’s like an extra bit of the weekend.’

            Hussein snapped her gloves off. She was
                thinking about the arrangements she would have to cancel, her daughters’
                crestfallen faces, Nick’s resentment. He would try to hide it, which would
                make it worse. At the same time she was running through the list of tasks that lay
                ahead, sorting them into priorities. It was always like this at the start of a
                case.

            ‘I’ll go with the van to the
                morgue. You find out who this Dr Klein is and what hospital that tag comes from, if
                it is a hospital. You’ve got a photo of it.’

            Bryant lifted up his phone.

            According to the plastic bracelet, Dr
                Klein’s date of birth was 18 November but they couldn’t make out the
                year. There were two letters and a series of barely legible digits underneath the
                name, alongside what looked like a bar code.

            ‘Missing People,’ said
                Hussein. ‘Male, middle-aged, reported between five days and two weeks
                ago.’

            ‘I’ll call you if I find
                anything.’

            ‘Call me anyway.’

            ‘I meant that, of
                course.’

            The plastic ID came from the King
                Edward Hospital, in Hampstead. Bryant called them and was put through a series of departments until he ended up
                with an assistant in the executive medical director’s office. He was told very
                firmly that he would have to come in person with his request before they gave out
                personal information about staff or patients.

            So he drove there, up the hill in thick
                rush-hour traffic, hot and impatient. It could almost have been quicker to walk: he
                should buy a scooter, he thought, or a motorbike. In the medical director’s
                office, a thin woman in a red suit carefully checked his ID and he repeated what it
                was he wanted, showing her the image on his phone.

            ‘I thought it must be someone who
                works here.’

            The woman looked unimpressed.
                ‘Those wristbands are for patients, not for staff.’

            ‘Yes, of course. Sorry.’

            ‘The staff wear laminated
                passes.’

            ‘I’m more interested in this
                one.’

            He was asked to wait. The minute hand on
                the large clock on the wall jerked forward. He felt sweaty and soiled, and kept
                picturing the bloated, waterlogged thing that had once been a man. The woman
                returned holding a printout.

            ‘The patient was admitted here
                three years ago,’ she said. ‘As an emergency.’ She looked down at
                the paper. ‘Lacerations. Stab wounds. Nasty.’

            ‘Three years ago?’ Bryant
                frowned and spoke almost to himself. ‘Why would he still be wearing his
                hospital ID?’

            ‘It wasn’t a he. The patient
                was a woman. Dr Frieda Klein.’

            ‘Do you have an
                address?’

            ‘Address, phone number.’

            Hussein felt a
                small twitch of memory. ‘Why does that name ring a bell?’

            ‘I don’t have a clue. Shall
                I call her?’

            ‘Yes. Ask her to come to the
                morgue.’

            ‘To identify the body? I hope
                she’s up for that.’

            Hussein stood outside the forensics
                suite eating a bag of crisps and watched Frieda Klein following the officer down the
                windowless corridor. She was probably the same kind of age as Hussein herself, but
                taller, and dressed in grey linen trousers and a high-necked white T-shirt. Her
                nearly black hair was piled on top of her head. She walked swiftly and lightly, but
                Hussein noticed there was a slight drag to her gait, like that of a wounded dancer.
                As she got closer, she saw that the woman’s face, devoid of make-up, was pale.
                Her eyes were very dark and Hussein felt that she was not just being looked at but
                scrutinized.

            ‘Dr Frieda Klein.’

            ‘Yes.’

            As Hussein introduced herself and
                Bryant, she tried to assess the woman’s mood. She remembered what Bryant had
                said after he had spoken to her: Dr Klein didn’t seem that
                surprised.

            ‘You might find this
                distressing.’

            The woman nodded. ‘He had my name
                on his wrist?’ she asked.

            ‘Yes.’

            The morgue was harshly lit and silent
                and very cold. There was the familiar smell, rancid and antiseptic, that caught in
                the back of the throat.

            They stopped in front of the slab. The
                shape was covered with a white sheet.

            ‘Ready?’

            She nodded once more. The morgue
                attendant stepped forward and drew back the sheet. Hussein didn’t look at the
                body, but at Frieda Klein’s face. Her expression didn’t alter, not even
                a tightening of the jaw. She stared intently and leaned closer, unblinking. Her eyes
                travelled down to the gaping wound at the neck. ‘I don’t know,’
                she said at last. ‘I can’t tell.’

            ‘Perhaps it would help to see the
                clothes that he was found in.’

            They were on a shelf, folded into
                transparent plastic bags. One by one, Hussein lifted them down for inspection. A
                sodden dark shirt. Grey trousers. Those heavy leather shoes, whose laces were blue
                and double-knotted. Hussein heard a tiny intake of breath beside her. For an
                instant, the expression on Frieda Klein’s face had altered, like a landscape
                that had darkened and chilled. She curled one hand slightly, as if she were about to
                lift it to touch the bag that contained the shoes. She turned back towards the
                terrible body and stood quite upright, staring down.

            ‘I know who this is,’ she
                said. Her voice was soft and calm. ‘This is Sandy. Alexander Holland. I know
                him by his shoes.’

            ‘You’re quite sure?’
                asked Hussein.

            ‘I know him by his shoes,’
                Frieda Klein repeated.

            ‘Dr Klein, are you all
                right?’

            ‘I am, thank you.’

            ‘Have you any idea why he was
                wearing your old hospital ID round his wrist?’

            She looked at Hussein and then back at
                the corpse. ‘We used to be in a relationship. A long time ago.’

            ‘But not now.’

            ‘Not
                now.’

            ‘I see,’ said Hussein,
                neutrally. ‘I’m grateful to you. This can’t be easy. Obviously,
                we’ll need all the details you can give us about Mr Holland. And your details
                too, so we can contact you again.’

            She gave a slight tip of her head.
                Hussein had the impression she was making the greatest effort to keep herself under
                control.

            ‘He was murdered?’

            ‘As you see, his throat has been
                cut.’

            ‘Yes.’

            When she left, after they had taken her
                details, Hussein turned to Bryant. ‘There’s something odd about
                her.’

            Bryant was hungry and he was in need of
                a smoke. He stood on the balls of his feet, then subsided again. ‘She was
                calm. I’ll give her that.’

            ‘Her reaction when she saw the
                shoes – it was strange.’

            ‘In what way?’

            ‘I don’t know. We need to
                keep an eye on her, though.’
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            When Alexander Holland’s sister
                opened the door, Hussein noticed several things at the same time. That Elizabeth
                Rasson was getting ready to go out: she was wearing a lovely blue dress but no shoes
                and she had a flustered air, as if she’d been interrupted. That there was a
                child crying somewhere in the house, and a man’s voice soothing it. That she
                was tall, dark-haired, rather striking in an angular kind of way, and that Bryant,
                standing just behind her, was stiffly upright, like a soldier on parade. She felt
                that he was holding his breath, waiting for her to say the words that would change
                this woman’s life.

            ‘Elizabeth Rasson?’

            ‘What is it? It’s really not
                a good time. We’re on our way out.’ She glanced beyond them, down the
                street, letting out an exasperated sigh.

            ‘I’m Detective Chief
                Inspector Sarah Hussein. This is my colleague Detective Constable Bryant.’ And
                they both held out their IDs.

            Moments like this always got Hussein
                between the shoulder blades and in the thickening of the throat. However calm she
                felt and prepared she was, it never became automatic, just part of the job, to look
                into a person’s face and tell them that someone they loved was dead. She had
                come here straight from this woman’s brother, lying swollen and decomposing on
                the slab.

            ‘Police?’ the woman said. Her eyes narrowed.
                ‘What’s this about?’

            ‘You’re the sister of
                Alexander Holland?’

            ‘Sandy? Yes. What’s happened
                to him?’

            ‘Can we come in?’

            ‘Why? Is he in trouble?’

            Say it plainly, clearly, with no room
                left for doubt: that’s what they had all been told during training, many years
                ago now. That was what she did, each time, looking into the person’s eyes and
                telling them without a quaver that someone they had known, perhaps loved, had
                died.

            ‘I’m very sorry to tell you
                that your brother is dead, Mrs Rasson.’

            Suddenly Elizabeth Rasson looked
                bewildered. Her face screwed up in an expression that was almost comic,
                cartoonish.

            ‘I’m very sorry for your
                loss,’ Hussein said gently.

            ‘I don’t understand.
                It’s not possible.’

            Behind them, a young woman came running
                along the pavement and in through the gate to the front garden. Her ponytail was
                crooked and her round cheeks flushed.

            ‘I’m sorry, Lizzie,’
                she gasped. ‘The bus. Friday evening. I got here as quickly as I
                could.’

            Hussein gestured sharply at Bryant, who
                stepped forward and took her by the arm, steering her away from the front door.

            ‘We were supposed to be going
                out,’ said Lizzie Rasson. Her voice was dull. ‘To dinner with
                friends.’

            ‘Can I come in for a
                minute?’

            ‘Dead, you say? Sandy?’

            Hussein led her into the living
                room.

            ‘Will you
                sit down?’

            But Lizzie Rasson remained standing in
                the middle of the room. Her attractive face had taken on a bony, vacant look.
                Upstairs the child’s screaming got louder and higher, piercing enough to break
                glass; Hussein could picture the furious red face.

            ‘How did he die? He was healthy.
                He went running most days.’

            ‘Your brother’s body was
                found in the Thames earlier today.’

            ‘In the Thames? Sandy drowned? But
                he was a good swimmer. Why was he in the river anyway?’

            Hussein paused. ‘His throat was
                cut.’

            Suddenly the crying stopped. The room
                filled with silence. Lizzie Rasson looked around her as if she were searching for
                something; her blank gaze drifted across furniture, books, family photographs. Then
                she shook her head. ‘No,’ she said assertively. ‘Absolutely
                not.’

            ‘I know this is a terrible shock,
                but there are questions we need to ask you.’

            ‘His throat?’

            ‘Yes.’

            Lizzie Rasson sat down heavily in one of
                the armchairs, her long legs splayed. She looked suddenly clumsy. ‘How do you
                know it’s him? It could be someone else.’

            ‘He has been
                identified.’

            ‘Identified by whom?’

            ‘Dr Frieda Klein.’

            Hussein was watching Lizzie
                Rasson’s face as she spoke. She saw the involuntary flinch, the tightening of
                the mouth.

            ‘Frieda. Poor Sandy,’ she
                said, but softly, as if to herself. ‘Poor, poor Sandy.’

            They heard
                footsteps running down the stairs and a solid, open-faced man with reddish hair came
                into the room.

            ‘You’ll be glad to know
                he’s asleep at last. Was that Shona at the door?’ he said, then saw
                Hussein, saw his wife’s stricken face, stopped in his tracks.

            ‘Sandy’s dead.’ Saying
                the words seemed to make them true for the first time. Lizzie Rasson lifted a hand
                to her face, held it against her mouth, then her cheek. ‘She says his throat
                was cut.’

            ‘Oh, my God,’ said her
                husband. He put a hand against the wall as if to steady himself. ‘He was
                killed? Sandy?’

            ‘That’s what she
                says.’

            He crossed the room and squatted beside
                the chair in which she was sprawled, lifting both her slim hands in his large,
                broad-knuckled ones and holding them tightly. ‘Are they certain?’

            She gave a strangled, angry sob.
                ‘Frieda identified him.’

            ‘Frieda,’ he said.
                ‘Jesus, Lizzie.’

            His arm was round her shoulders now and
                her blue dress was crumpled. Tears were gathering in her eyes and starting to roll
                down her cheeks.

            ‘I know.’ She gave a gulp,
                swiped her wrist under her nose.

            He turned to Hussein at last. ‘You
                don’t need to believe everything that woman tells you,’ he said. His
                pleasant face had hardened. ‘Why did she identify him, anyway?’

            Bryant entered the room and stood beside
                Hussein; by smell, she knew he had smoked a cigarette before coming back in again.
                He hated things like this.

            ‘I’m sorry,’ said
                Hussein. ‘But there are questions we need to ask you, and the sooner we do so
                the better for the investigation.’

            She looked at the
                couple. It wasn’t clear if they understood what was being said to them. Bryant
                had taken out his notebook.

            ‘First of all, can you confirm
                your brother’s full name, date of birth and current address – and can you tell
                us the last time that you saw him?’

            By the time they left the
                Rassons’ house, the sky was dark although the air was still soft and warm
                against their skin.

            ‘What do we know?’ asked
                Hussein, climbing into the car.

            Bryant took a large bite from the
                sandwich he’d bought. Tuna mayonnaise, thought Hussein – that was what he
                always had, that or chicken and pesto.

            ‘We know,’ she continued,
                not waiting for him to answer, ‘that Alexander Holland was forty-two years
                old, that he was an academic at King George’s and his subject was neurology.
                He came back from the US a couple of years ago after a brief stint there. He lived
                in a flat off the Caledonian Road.’

            She held up the key that Lizzie Rasson
                had given them.

            ‘That he lives alone. That he has
                no regular partner, as far as his sister knows. That she last saw him eleven days
                ago, on Monday, June the ninth, when he seemed much as usual. That his throat was
                cut left to right, so it’s likely we’re looking for a right-hander, and
                he was found floating in the Thames. No indication of where the body entered the
                water. That he has been dead a week minimum, so that gives us a window of
                possibility, from June the tenth, or even late on the ninth, to Friday, June the
                thirteenth.’

            ‘Unlucky for some,’ put in
                Bryant.

            Hussein ignored
                this. ‘That he was found on Friday, June the twentieth. That, according to his
                sister, he has many friends and no enemies. The last of which cannot be
                true.’

            She held out her hand and Bryant handed
                her his sandwich. She took a bite from it and gave it back. Her phone vibrated in
                her pocket but she didn’t take it out: it was probably one of her daughters
                and would make her feel guilty and distracted.

            ‘Anything else?’ she went
                on.

            ‘They don’t like Frieda
                Klein much.’
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            ‘Oh, well,’ said Bryant.

            ‘You sound disappointed,’
                said Hussein.

            Hussein and Bryant were standing in
                Sandy Holland’s flat, their feet bagged, their hands gloved.

            ‘I thought there might be
                blood,’ said Bryant. ‘Signs of a struggle. But there’s nothing. It
                looks like he just left of his own accord.’

            Hussein shook her head. ‘If you
                kill someone in their own home, you probably leave them there. Getting the body out
                is just too much of a risk.’

            ‘You don’t think the
                murderer could have killed him here and cleaned the place up?’

            ‘It’s possible,’ said
                Hussein, but she sounded doubtful. ‘Forensics will tell us anyway. It looks
                pristine to me.’

            The two of them walked around the flat
                briskly. It was on the two top floors. There was a living room with two big windows
                and a narrow kitchen leading off it, a small study and, upstairs, a bedroom with a
                roof terrace that looked out over rooftops and cranes.

            There were shelves of books in every
                room. Bryant took out a large one, opened it and pulled a face.

            ‘Do you think he’d read all
                of these? I can barely understand a single word.’

            Hussein was about to reply when her
                phone rang. She answered and Bryant watched her as her expression changed from
                irritation to surprise to a kind of alarm.

            ‘Yes,’
                she said. ‘Yes. I’ll be there.’

            She rang off and stood for a moment,
                lost in thought. She seemed to have forgotten where she was.

            ‘Bad news?’ said Bryant.

            ‘I don’t know,’ said
                Hussein slowly. ‘It’s about the woman who identified the body: Frieda
                Klein. She popped up on the system. Two weeks ago she reported someone
                missing.’

            ‘Alexander Holland?’

            ‘No, a man called Miles Thornton.
                Sophie followed it up and the next thing she knew there was a call from the
                commissioner’s office.’

            ‘You mean Crawford? What
                about?’

            ‘About the case. About Frieda
                Klein. He wants to see me. Straight away.’

            ‘Are we in trouble?’

            Hussein seemed puzzled. ‘How can
                we be? We haven’t done anything yet.’

            ‘Do you want me to come
                along?’

            ‘No, you need to stay
                here.’

            ‘Where do I start? What am I
                searching for?’

            Hussein thought for a moment. ‘I
                was looking for a phone or a computer or a wallet, but I didn’t find anything.
                Could you have another go?’

            ‘Sure.’

            ‘And there is a pile of mail by
                the front door. That should tell us when he was last here. And try to talk to the
                tenant in the other flat, find out when they last saw him.’

            ‘All right.’

            ‘Forensics should be here soon. I
                know they don’t like being told what to do, but there are a couple of dressing gowns on the bedroom door. And
                there are condoms in the bedside table. They should check the sheets.’

            ‘I’ll nudge them.’

            DC Sophie Byrne went with Hussein in
                the car and guided her through some of the printouts as they drove along by St
                James’s Park. Hussein felt like one of those people you saw going into an exam
                still desperately trying to do the revision they should have done earlier.
                She’d never been one of those people. It made her uncomfortable. She liked
                being prepared.

            She was expected. A uniformed officer
                escorted her through security and into a lift, then up to a floor that needed a card
                to access it. There, she was introduced to a receptionist who took her through into
                the commissioner’s office; her first impression was of a blaze of light and
                that she hadn’t realized how high up she was. She felt a childish urge to run
                to the window and enjoy the view over the park.

            Looking at Crawford, she was struck by
                several impressions at the same time. His smiling florid face. His uniform. The size
                of his desk. And its emptiness, except for a single file. Didn’t he have
                papers to sign? Or was he too important even for that?

            ‘Detective Chief Inspector
                Hussein,’ said Crawford, as if he were savouring each word individually.
                ‘It’s taken too long for us to meet.’

            ‘Well …’ Hussein began, then
                couldn’t think of anything to add.

            ‘We’re proud to have a
                senior officer from your community.’

            ‘Thank you,
                sir.’

            ‘Where do you come from, Sarah?
                Originally.’

            ‘Birmingham, sir.’

            There was a pause. Hussein looked out of
                the window. The sun was shining. She suddenly felt how nice it would be to be out
                there, walking in the park on a summer evening, rather than here.

            ‘This case,’ said Crawford.
                ‘Alexander Holland. Tell me about it.’ He waved her into a chair in
                front of his desk.

            She told him about the discovery of the
                body and its state, and about his flat.

            ‘And you met Frieda
                Klein?’

            ‘Briefly.’

            ‘What do you think about
                her?’

            ‘She was the one who identified
                the body. Holland had her hospital identification tag on his wrist.’

            ‘That sounds a bit odd.’

            ‘They’d been a
                couple.’

            ‘I mean, I’ve heard of
                wearing someone’s ring but …’

            ‘I’d planned to talk to her
                again.’

            ‘What do you actually know about
                her?’

            ‘Just what one of my DCs told me
                on the way over. The name rang a bell but I couldn’t place it. I gather she
                was the therapist who was involved in getting that Faraday boy back a few years ago
                and with that murder down in Deptford. There was that other one. The tabloids called
                it “The Croydon House of Horrors”. That was her too.’

            ‘You shouldn’t believe
                everything you read in the papers.’

            ‘I’m just going by what was
                in the police files. Wasn’t she involved?’

            Crawford gave a sort of snort.
                ‘There’s involved and involved,’ he said.

            ‘I
                don’t understand.’

            ‘You know how it is,’ he
                said. ‘When we get a result suddenly everybody wants to jump on the bandwagon.
                And the papers love it, the idea of a bloody therapist coming in here and telling us
                how to do our job.’

            ‘The only thing I read about her
                in the papers, she was being blamed for something. I can’t remember what it
                was.’

            ‘You don’t know the half of
                it,’ said Crawford, darkly.

            There was another pause.

            ‘I’m sorry,’ said
                Hussein, who was feeling irritated now. ‘I’m probably being slow, but
                I’m not clear what you’re telling me.’

            Crawford leaned forward and, with the
                tips of the fingers of his right hand, pushed the file across the desk.
                ‘That’s the other file on Frieda Klein,’ he said.
                ‘That’s my file. You can take it away with you.’ He stood
                up and walked to the window. ‘But I’ll give you the short
                version.’ He looked around, and when Hussein saw his face, it was as if
                someone had turned a dial to make him angrier. ‘I’ll tell you, Sarah …
                Is it all right if I call you Sarah?’

            ‘Of course, sir.’

            ‘When someone called me and said
                that a body had been found and that Frieda Klein was involved, I told myself that
                this time I was going to find out who was in charge and I was going to warn them in
                advance. You’ve already met Klein and you probably saw her as some quiet,
                studious doctor type …’

            ‘I didn’t really
                –’

            ‘But she isn’t. You say you
                read about her in the papers.’ He stepped forward and rapped on the desk.
                ‘I’ll tell you what
                wasn’t in the papers. Did you know that she killed a woman?’

            ‘Killed?’

            ‘Stabbed her to death. Cut her
                throat.’

            ‘Was she charged?’

            ‘No, it was considered to be
                self-defence. Klein didn’t even admit to that. She said it was done
                by Dean Reeve, the kidnapper in the Faraday case.’

            Hussein frowned. ‘Dean Reeve? But
                he died. He hanged himself before the police could get him.’

            ‘Exactly. But this is Frieda Klein
                we’re talking about. She operates under different rules from the rest of us.
                She has this bee in her bonnet that Dean Reeve is still alive and it was his
                identical twin who died. Ridiculous, of course. Also, everyone talks about Klein
                getting that Faraday boy back and the girl. They don’t mention the other woman
                Klein got involved and didn’t get rescued.’

            ‘How did Klein get her
                involved?’

            ‘What?’ Crawford seemed at a
                loss for a moment. ‘I can’t remember the details. It’s all in the
                files. She’s been arrested for assault as well. She got into a brawl in a West
                End restaurant a few years ago.’

            ‘Was she convicted?’

            ‘Charges were not pressed,’
                said Crawford, ‘for reasons that were never clear to me.’ He tapped the
                file. ‘But it’s all in here.’

            ‘Is she still on the
                payroll?’

            ‘God, no. I saw to that. The last
                I heard she was up in Suffolk crying rape, hurling accusations around, and the man
                she accused also ended up being murdered. That’s what I’m trying to tell
                you, Sarah. Wherever this woman goes, trouble follows and people get killed. The
                only blessing about the last sorry
                business is that she was up in Suffolk, annoying the police there, rather than down
                here annoying us.’

            ‘Rape?’ said Hussein.
                ‘Was she a victim or investigating a rape or what?’

            ‘A bit of both, as far as I could
                gather. It ended up with two people being murdered, as it generally seems to when Dr
                Klein is involved.’

            Hussein reached out her hand towards the
                file and took it. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘I want to be clear
                about this. What is it that we’re talking about here? Are you claiming that
                this woman is delusional or are you accusing her of something systematic or do you
                have certain suspicions or … well, what?’

            ‘You’ll be wanting to talk
                to people, I’m sure, in the course of the investigation. I’m going to
                put you in touch with a psychological expert that we really do employ, Hal Bradshaw.
                He shared my reservations about her performance, had something of a run-in with her
                and his house ended up being burned to the ground. About which, I have to say, he
                has been remarkably forgiving.’

            ‘Are you suggesting that Frieda
                Klein is an arsonist as well?’

            Crawford spread his hands in a gesture
                of helpless innocence. ‘I’m suggesting nothing,’ he said.
                ‘I’m a simple policeman. I just follow where the evidence leads me, and
                in this case the evidence suggests that where Frieda Klein goes a trail of chaos
                follows. What her precise role in this happens to be has always been difficult to
                pin down. As you will probably discover, Frieda Klein also has some strange
                associates. How these things happen, I don’t pretend to know, but they happen,
                and they continue to happen.’

            ‘But when
                she did work with the force,’ said Hussein, ‘to the extent that she did,
                who did she deal with?’

            ‘You see, she’s crafty as
                well. She worked with one of my DCIs, Malcolm Karlsson. He just fell under her spell
                and she made use of that.’

            ‘“Fell under her
                spell”? Was there some kind of relationship?’

            Crawford pulled a face. ‘I’m
                not saying there was and I’m not saying there wasn’t. I don’t know
                anything about it and I wouldn’t like to speculate. All I’ll say is that
                Mal Karlsson lost his sense of perspective. But you’ll want to talk to him
                yourself. Be warned in advance, though, that he’s not entirely reliable where
                Frieda Klein is concerned.’

            Hussein looked down at the file.
                ‘It’s possible that Frieda Klein doesn’t have anything to do with
                this.’

            Crawford walked round the desk and
                helped Hussein out of the chair. ‘And it’s possible,’ he said,
                ‘that you can get into a shark pool and that the shark won’t eat you.
                But it’s better to be in a cage.’

            Hussein smiled at the extravagance of
                the image. ‘She’s just a witness,’ she said.

            ‘Forewarned is forearmed,’
                said Crawford. ‘And if she gives you any trouble, remember, I’m right
                behind you.’
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            ‘What have we got?’ Hussein
                looked at the men and women grouped around her in the incident room.

            What have we got? The words she
                always used during the first hours or days of a case, when they were assembling the
                corners and straight lines of the investigation, before starting on the jumble of
                pieces that built up the picture.

            ‘Shall I begin?’ Bryant
                said. ‘Our victim is Alexander Holland. He’s a –’ he glanced down
                at the printed sheet in front of him ‘– a professor of cognitive science at
                King George’s College, London.’

            ‘What’s that mean?’
                asked Chris Fortune. He was new on the team; she noticed that he jiggled one knee
                continually and chewed gum with vigour. Probably trying to give up smoking.

            ‘That he’s cleverer than we
                are. Or was cleverer. The university term ended on June the sixth for the
                long summer vacation, which explains why no one there was concerned about his
                absence. Although the records show that a woman …’ he glanced down at his
                notebook ‘… a Dr Ellison apparently rang the police to say he seemed to have
                disappeared. It’s unclear why she was worried. It had only been a few days and
                what she meant was that he hadn’t been in touch with her.’

            ‘Dr Ellison?’

            ‘Yes.’

            ‘Go
                on.’

            ‘He’s fairly new to the job.
                It was created specially for him. He came back from the States, where he had been
                working for a couple of years, eighteen months ago.’

            ‘Why?’ asked Hussein.

            ‘Why what?’

            ‘Why did he come back?’

            ‘I don’t know.’

            ‘Go on.’

            ‘He was forty-two. Previously
                married to a Maria Lockhart but divorced eight years ago.’

            ‘Where’s she now?’

            ‘She lives in New Zealand with her
                new husband. And, no, she hasn’t paid a visit to London recently to kill her
                ex. He doesn’t have any children. Parents both dead. He has one sister.
                We’ve talked to her.’

            Hussein thought of the distraught woman
                in her blue dress, wringing her hands together, shaking her head from side to side
                in bewilderment. ‘Is he in a relationship?’

            ‘Not that we know of.’

            ‘Sophie.’ Hussein nodded at
                the young woman, who sat up straighter, looking nervous. ‘Tell us what’s
                been found in his flat.’

            She listened intently as Sophie talked.
                Alexander Holland had not been in his flat long, but something of the man emerged
                from where he had lived: he had liked cooking – the pots and pans were expensive and
                obviously used, and there were lots of ingredients neatly stored in the cupboards,
                as well as recipe books. He had also, it seemed, liked drinking. There was a large
                number of empty wine bottles in the recycling bin under the stairs and a healthy supply of full ones in the kitchen,
                as well as a couple of bottles of whisky. He had been sporty, judging from the
                tennis and squash rackets and the running clothes, and the several pairs of
                trainers. He was a bit of a dandy: expensive shirts and jackets hung in the
                wardrobe. He had liked art – or, at least, there were paintings on the walls, and
                also two drawings in his bedroom. He was sexually active. There were condoms in the
                drawer by the bed.

            ‘Probably sexually
                active,’ said Hussein.

            There were two dressing gowns hanging
                from the hook, one for a man and a smaller one for a woman – and the woman’s
                had been worn by several different people. There was a supply of toothbrushes in the
                bathroom cabinet, alongside paracetamol and mouthwash. He read a lot, mostly books
                to do with his work.

            ‘What’s noticeable,’
                said Sophie Byrne, ‘is what’s not there. No passport. No wallet. No
                computer. No phone.’

            ‘Keys?’

            ‘One set of keys in a bowl near
                the front door. And then some keys which don’t belong to the flat.’

            ‘His sister’s,
                perhaps?’

            ‘We’re checking.’

            ‘Any correspondence?’

            ‘No – but it was probably on his
                computer, which is also gone.’

            ‘We should presumably be able to
                get it from his server. Or perhaps he has a computer in his office at the
                university. Get onto that, will you, Chris?’

            ‘Sure.’ Chris gave an extra
                vigorous chew on his gum.

            ‘There was a notebook on his
                desk,’ said Sophie Byrne. ‘But it was mostly lists of things to do,
                things to buy. There was also what looked
                like a schedule written down, dates and times with asterisks by them. It was headed
                “WH”.’

            ‘WH?’

            ‘Yes.’

            ‘OK. What about phone calls, Glen?
                Any joy?’

            ‘Ah.’ Bryant looked pleased,
                cleared his throat, picked up a sheaf of printouts stapled together. ‘His
                mobile’s missing, as you know. But we’ve got a record of the calls that
                were made, going back six months to the beginning of the year.’

            ‘And?’

            ‘Over a third of all calls were
                made to the same number.’

            ‘And whose number was that?’
                asked Hussein, already guessing the answer.

            ‘Frieda Klein’s.’

            ‘Are you going to call a press
                conference?’ Bryant asked Hussein, after the meeting.

            ‘Tomorrow.’

            ‘Shall we bring her in?’

            ‘Dr Klein? Not yet. There’s
                a couple of people I think I need to talk to first.’

            Then she remembered something else that
                had been like a small niggle in her brain.

            ‘When Frieda Klein’s name
                first came up on the system, it was because she had reported someone missing. Miles
                Thornton. Can you look into that?’

            ‘Come in, come in,’ he
                said, holding out his hand and grasping hers with a wrenching firmness.

            Hal Bradshaw had
                bare feet and artfully unkempt hair, glasses whose frames were long, thin rectangles
                that made it hard to see the whole of his eyes. Perhaps that was the point. He led
                her through into his study, a bright, book-lined room with several framed
                certificates above the desk, a photograph of himself shaking the hand of a prominent
                politician and a long sofa to which he gestured. She took a seat at one end and he
                sat rather near to her. He smelt of sandalwood.

            ‘Thank you for agreeing to see me,
                Dr Bradshaw. Especially on a Sunday.’

            ‘Professor, actually. Recent
                thing.’ He smiled self-deprecatingly. ‘I’ve been expecting
                you.’

            She was slightly perplexed. ‘I
                know. I rang you to make the appointment.’

            ‘No, I mean as soon as I heard
                about her finding the body of her friend. Her ex-friend.’

            ‘Can I ask how you know about
                that?’

            Bradshaw gave a modest shrug.
                ‘It’s part of the arrangement.’

            ‘With the police?’

            ‘Indeed,’ he said.
                ‘They keep me in the loop. The commissioner himself called me on this
                one.’

            ‘In fact, Dr Klein didn’t
                actually find Alexander Holland. She was the one who identified him.’

            ‘Yes, yes,’ he said, as if
                she were corroborating what he had said. ‘Can I offer you some tea, by the
                way? Or coffee?’

            ‘No, thank you. I’m here
                because Commissioner Crawford suggested it would be useful to get some background
                information about Dr Klein.’

            The expression on Bradshaw’s
                handsome face was thoughtfully sad. ‘I’ll do what I can.’

            ‘I’ve
                read the file that the commissioner gave to me. Can we perhaps begin with the case
                of Dean Reeve?’

            ‘Dean Reeve is dead.’

            ‘Yes, I know, but –’

            ‘But Frieda Klein is convinced
                that he is still alive. And …’ he leaned towards Hussein ‘… out to
                    get her.’

            ‘Do you know why she thinks
                that?’

            ‘I’ve written a book about
                the very thing.’

            ‘Perhaps you could summarize your
                argument.’

            ‘People like her – clever,
                articulate, neurotic, highly self-conscious and self-protective – can develop a
                personality trait that we call narcissistic delusion.’

            ‘You mean she makes things
                up?’

            ‘A person like Frieda Klein needs
                to feel at the centre of the world and she is incapable of acknowledging failure, of
                taking responsibility. In the case of Dean Reeve, you may or may not know that he
                murdered a student directly as a consequence of her interference.’

            ‘I’ve read that a woman
                called Kathy Ripon was supposedly killed by Dean Reeve.’

            ‘She has compensated for that by
                deluding herself into believing he is still alive and out to get her. Thus she makes
                herself into the target and the victim, the hero of the story if you like, rather
                than dwelling upon the consequences of her own actions.’

            ‘She saved Matthew Faraday,
                didn’t she?’

            ‘She likes to insert herself into
                investigations and then take credit. It’s not uncommon. It’s another
                symptom, in a way. And you know about that poor young woman, Beth Kersey, whom she
                killed?’

            ‘I read that Beth Kersey was
                psychotic and that it was self-defence.’

            ‘Yes. But
                that’s not what Frieda Klein says, is it? She says that she
                    didn’t kill Beth Kersey, in self-defence or otherwise. Dean Reeve
                did. Are you beginning to see a pattern?’

            ‘I see what you’re
                suggesting. But perhaps she was telling the truth,’ said Hussein.

            Bradshaw raised his eyebrows.
                ‘Sarah,’ he said. ‘Can I call you Sarah?’ Just like the
                commissioner, thought Hussein, irritably, and didn’t bother to answer.
                ‘So, Sarah, she probably believes that she is telling the truth. Her version
                of the truth. I am a charitable man and I like to think I’m quite
                perceptive.’ He paused but Hussein didn’t feel the need to add anything.
                ‘Even if I have good reason to believe that she actually set fire to my
                house.’

            ‘You have no real proof of
                that.’

            ‘I know what I know.’

            ‘Why would she do that?’

            ‘Perhaps I am what she wants to
                be. I’ve attained a respect she resents.’

            ‘She burned your house down out of
                jealousy?’

            ‘It’s a theory.’

            ‘What are you saying, Dr
                Bradshaw?’

            ‘Professor. I’m saying be
                careful. Be very careful. She can be persuasive. And she has surrounded herself with
                people who prop up her sense of importance. You’ll probably meet some of them.
                But she’s not just an unreliable witness. She’s dangerous. A year and a
                half ago, she was crying rape and two people died. And you know she was arrested for
                attacking that therapist – another rival, perhaps? Mm?’

            ‘She
                wasn’t charged.’

            ‘It is my belief that her
                behaviour is escalating. I wasn’t surprised when I heard about her lover being
                found dead.’

            ‘What are you implying?’

            ‘I just want you to know what
                you’re dealing with, Sarah.’

            ‘A violent arsonist and fantasist
                who may have killed several people, you mean? I’ll watch my step.’

            Bradshaw frowned, as if he were
                suspicious of Hussein’s tone. ‘Whose side are you on here?’

            ‘I didn’t know it was a
                question of sides.’

            ‘The commissioner might not like
                it if you ignored his warnings.’

            Hussein thought of Commissioner
                Crawford’s florid face. She remembered Frieda Klein’s dark eyes and her
                stillness, the almost imperceptible flicker that had crossed her face when she stood
                beside the body.

            ‘Thank you for your time,’
                she said, rising to her feet.

            At the door, Bradshaw put his hand on
                her arm. ‘Are you going to see Malcolm Karlsson?’

            ‘Perhaps.’

            ‘Of course, he’s someone who
                has collaborated with Klein.’

            ‘You make that sound like a bad
                thing.’

            ‘Colluded with her.’

            ‘That sounds even
                worse.’

            ‘You can judge for
                yourself.’

            ‘What can I say?’ said
                Detective Chief Inspector Karlsson. ‘She has been a valued colleague and
                she’s a friend.’

            ‘Did you
                also know Alexander Holland?’

            ‘Sandy.’ Karlsson spoke
                soberly, but kept his glance fixed on her. ‘Yes.’

            ‘You may or may not be aware that
                he has been killed.’

            Karlsson was visibly shocked. He looked
                away for a moment, collecting himself. Then he started asking questions and Hussein
                had to go through the explanation, the discovery of the body, its state, the plastic
                tag on the wrist bearing Frieda’s name, and Frieda’s visit to the
                morgue. He sat forward in his chair, listening intently.

            ‘Can you tell me something about
                his relationship to Dr Klein?’ she asked.

            ‘Not really.’

            ‘I thought you were
                friends.’

            ‘Frieda is a very private person.
                She doesn’t talk about things like that. They split up well over a year ago,
                that’s all I can tell you.’

            ‘Who ended it?’

            ‘You’ll have to ask
                Frieda.’

            ‘Have you seen him since
                then?’

            Karlsson hesitated. ‘A couple of
                times,’ he said reluctantly. ‘Briefly.’

            ‘Was he upset at the ending of the
                relationship?’

            ‘Again, you’ll have to ask
                Frieda. I can’t comment.’

            ‘I’m sorry,’ said
                Hussein. ‘I don’t think that’s a proper answer.’

            ‘I mean that I don’t really
                know. It’s not the kind of thing that Frieda would ever talk about to
                me.’

            ‘Commissioner Crawford seems to
                think that Dr Klein is at best unreliable, at worst dangerously unstable.’

            ‘Oh, that.’

            ‘He is your boss.’

            ‘Yes.
                You’ll just have to judge for yourself.’

            ‘I intend to. And Dr Bradshaw
                –’ She stopped and grinned to herself. ‘Sorry, Professor
                Bradshaw put it even more strongly.’

            ‘You’ve been
                busy.’

            ‘There’s nothing you can
                tell me that might help?’

            ‘No.’

            She turned to leave, then stopped.
                ‘Do you have any idea what the initials “WH” might stand
                for?’

            Karlsson thought for a moment.
                ‘They might stand for the Warehouse,’ he said.

            ‘What is that?’

            ‘It’s a therapy
                clinic.’

            ‘Is Dr Klein connected to
                it?’

            ‘She works there sometimes. And
                she’s on the board.’

            ‘Thank you.’

            An officer called Yvette Long showed her
                out, glowering, as if Hussein had said something to offend her.

            Bryant called her as she was leaving.
                ‘That person Dr Klein reported missing.’

            ‘Yes?’

            ‘Miles Thornton. He was a patient
                of hers.’

            ‘Was?’

            ‘He was her patient on and off –
                more off than on recently, because he was sectioned for a few weeks. He was
                psychotic and deemed to be a danger to himself and others. Now he seems to have
                disappeared. Or, at least, he hasn’t been seen recently. His family
                aren’t overly worried: they say he often goes AWOL.’

            ‘But Dr Klein reported him
                missing.’

            There was a slight pause. Hussein could
                imagine Bryant chewing the edge of his
                thumb, thinking. ‘Why is this relevant?’ he asked at last.

            ‘It probably isn’t. But
                don’t you think it’s a bit odd how she’s surrounded by distress
                and violence? Bradshaw would say that’s just evidence of her narcissistic
                delusion.’

            ‘What?’

            ‘Never mind. There are too many
                doctors and professors in this case.’
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