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EXTRA CHAPTER: THE STOLEN

The nightgown was scratchy on the skin, starched rough cotton, but the feel of it signalled night and night meant sleep, sleep – solitude, which was exactly what Liliane craved more than anything in the centre. It wasn’t that she hadn’t made friends, she had, she reflected peering across the dormitory floor now dappled by moonlight and the ever-present fluorescent light that filtered in through the barred window.  In the bed opposite Ericka was already asleep and softly snoring. 

In for the murder of an abusive teacher, a large overweight fourteen year old, Liliane’s only friend Ericka alternated between being fiercely protective of Liliane and being struck speechless in admiration.  Illiterate and a foster child Liliane doubted Ericka would ever be released, a depressing thought that was sometimes overwhelming and made her yearn for company that was just a little less sullen, a little less impenetrable. But she still had the night. 


She nestled down under the sheets, outside the faint barking of a dog faded into the filigree of sound that was her mind letting the day go. In moments she was asleep and dreaming. 

  She dreamt she was standing in her own bedroom back in Kusnacht, but the décor was different, with a jolt she realised it was how it used to be, when she was younger, before her mother’s death. On the dressing table was the music box with the revolving ballerina who pirouetted when the lid was open, the pink hair brush her mother used to brush her hair and on the wall a poster of a unicorn she used to imagine having as a pet when she was about ten. But it was the doll lying on the bed that caught her attention. Her mother had given it to her the day before she’d been killed. At the time, angered that her mother thought she wasn’t too old for dolls, the twelve-year-old Liliane thrown it into the back of her cupboard the same day she received it and had, in the trauma of the following days, forgotten about it’s very existence until now. But here it was, the painted face staring up at her, the limbs akimbo on the pillow. 

Suddenly to her horror, the doll began to speak, the china lips twitching in a crude semblance of life but, most disturbingly of all, it spoke in her mother’s voice.

‘I gave you something you have forgotten, Lili. Find me and find the names, the names of all who destroyed me…’

   Inspector Johann Engels had not been sleeping well, actually he hadn’t been sleeping well for months now, ever since the physicist’s daughter had murdered the banker Thomas Mueller and the day that would have been the date Inspector Helmut Klauser would have retired if he too hadn’t been murdered, passed by uneventfully. Too uneventfully.

To Engels’s deep chagrin he’d begun to realise he actually missed the old maverick. ‘Hate is as absorbing as love, but it is far less entertaining to continue to hate a dead man,’ he mused silently, thinking on how even now his heart still jumped a little whenever he caught sight of Klauser’s old office door.  ‘The old fuck is haunting me,’ he concluded, ‘probably having a good laugh up in Heaven or wherever atheists go when they die.’ But it was more than that, there were simply too many questions left unanswered, too many messy half-truths and Engel’s conscience had finally started to plague him. It was then that he begun to think about Liliane von Holindt, how did she know that Mueller was responsible for her mother’s death? The grilling she’d received in court had only revealed a few disparate and frankly supernatural associations, which had led the jury to conclude that Liliane von Holindt hadn’t been in her right mind when pulling the trigger, a verdict that was only mollified when the defence successfully argued she’d been under the influence of drugs and therefore not in her right mind. But Engels remained unconvinced, he was sure that girl was hiding something which was why he was now, finally, sitting in the reception area of the Juvenile detention centre waiting to interview her.  

‘Do you trust me?’ Liliane asked drawing hungrily on the cigarette she’d managed to wrangle out of him when the guard’s back was turned.

‘Frankly no, but on the other hand at this point in your illustrious career…’ he gestured, the sweep of his hand taking in the bleak anonymous white room, the rickety plastic table in front of them, a telephone awkwardly placed atop it, an incongruously obscenely cheerful poster of the Jackson Five sellotaped up in one corner, a stained orange bean bag on the floor beneath it, ‘…I’m guessing you have nothing to lose.’

‘You’re right; I do have nothing to lose, except time. But here’s the deal. I can help you, but if I do, and if the evidence I produce helps your case, I want something in return…’

Inspector Engel’s eyes narrowed, in a plain white shirt and long black skirt, her face scrubbed and cleaned of make-up Liliane von Holindt looked far younger yet she bargained like a woman.’ Like what?’

‘A reduced sentence…’

‘Done.’

‘…And a retrial for my friend Ericka, the legal representation she had was shit and she should be in some kind of sheltered care not juvenile. She’s only fourteen for fuck sake, going on ten in the head. ‘

‘…That might be harder.’

‘You can make it easy, you’re chief inspector for fuck sake. I’m telling you, I have something my mother left me – information about everyone who was involved in her murder – all the goons who worked for Mueller.’

‘But I have to trust you?’

Liliane snubbed the cigarette out on the leg of the plastic table, to her satisfaction it left a round black mark,’ did you bring the lipstick I asked for?’

Without a word Engels reached into his jacket and placed the small gold tube on the tabletop. She reached for it eagerly, pushing up the lipstick – it was a dull metallic black. Thrilled, she stared at it swept momentarily back to the youth club, the record store, the rush of music pounding in her ears - all that outside had to offer, then she pocketed it quickly. ‘Yeah, that’s the catch, that and the fact that you cannot ever, ever, ask me how I know where this evidence is hidden.’

Engels hesitated, to his amazement he found himself wondering what Klauser might do in this situation, then it came to him. ‘It’s a deal.’

‘Good, now you have to drive me to my house. Today, while my father is still away.’

Sighing, Engels reached for the telephone. He’d need backup. 

Under her instructions the two police officers Engels had brought with him had emptied out all her drawers, two small cabinets full of magazines and vinyl records, the top large drawers under the bed that had contained some rather intimate lingerie as well as one porn magazine Liliane, without even blushing, had claimed was her boyfriend’s, and they still hadn’t found what she claimed they were looking for, Engels was beginning to lose patience.

‘So where is this so called evidence, or was this just an excuse for a little outing?’ 

Liliane looked up from a crate of old toys she’d brought down from the attic. ‘I know its here somewhere, I just can’t quite remember where I threw it…’

‘…Threw it? What are we looking for?’

‘You’ll see when I find it.’

Exasperated, Engels glanced at his watch, they’d been searching now for four hours and he’d promised to have her back in the centre by six. 

‘That’s it! I’m calling this off, we’ve been looking for over four hours, I just don’t believe…’

‘Hold on! I think I remember…’Liliane got up from the floor and went over to the half-emptied cupboard, a pile containing shoes, tennis racket, a hockey stick and a battered ventriloquist’s dummy sat beside it. She reached into the dark recesses of the deep cupboard, ‘I remember throwing it in here, it has to be somewhere…I think I’ve got it!” She pulled out a china doll, dressed in a traditional alpine maiden’s costume, it hung awkwardly in her hand – but it looked exactly as it had in the dream. She held it out to Engels who stared down at it disbelievingly.

‘You’ve got to be kidding? You dragged me and two officers all the way out here for a fucking doll!’ He took the doll.

‘It’s tied to the evidence, I don’t exactly know how but it is tied…’Liliane ventured, sounding, for the first time, a little unsure herself.

‘How’s that? DNA?’ Engels temper snapped entirely, disgusted he threw the doll at the wall, with a crack the top of the china head smashed open and the doll slid, like a car accident victim to the corner of the floor, ‘OK boys, pack up we’re out of here.’

 But one of the police officers noticed something strange about the doll. He walked over and picked it up, sticking out of the top of the head was the curl of some paper.

‘Inspector…’he ventured holding the doll out. Engels reached across and pulls out the sheet of Xeroxed paper that had obviously been rolled and hidden in the doll’s body, written in neat hand writing was a list of names and beside each name a date and a number of a safe deposit box.

‘My grandfather’s handwriting, my mother must have copied it and hidden it for safety in the doll. She must have thought it would be the last place people would look…’

Engels scanned the list of names, most of them well-known to him, his father’s was half way down, so the rumours were true, ‘my God, is no-one untouched?’ he said out loud without realising it. He looked up; the other three were staring at him.

‘What will you do now?’ Liliane asked.

‘I’m going to finished the investigation of an old enemy of mine so that he can leave me alone at night.  And maybe at the end of it I will have a job and maybe I won’t but at least I’ll be able to sleep again.’ 

****

