
  Chapter 1

  It was very dry and humid for the time of year. Meteorologists predicted an unusually hot summer.

  At six in the morning it was still very pleasant

  Johann Behrens liked to use this time to get various magazines, magazines and brochures from clubs in his district.

  At first he had to get used to the fact that his old village no longer existed as an independent community, but was integrated into a new town that was created from six villages.

  He had been a teacher at the old high school and retired early.

  For Johann, sitting around at home was not an option. That's why he looked for a new job that he liked somewhat as quickly as possible.

  Today Johann was out particularly early because his girlfriend Eli had asked him to. Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne was the owner of the “Neue Zeiten” estate and was called Eli by her friends. She ran the estate very successfully.

  Late last night on the phone her voice had sounded very depressed. He would have liked to see her straight away, but she assured him that that wasn't necessary.

  The country house was surrounded by a high brick wall. The top edge was colored white, which made everything appear less austere.

  The gate consisted of two wrought iron wings with delicate tendrils and the name of the country house in the middle. The sandy path to the house was quite long and ended at a flowering roundel in front of the wide staircase of the main house.

  Johann got off the bike and pushed it through the half-open gate. Everything was quiet. He walked past the gatehouse, where no gatekeeper lived for a long time.

  As a matter of old custom, the large doghouse for a guard dog had also been left standing. It was a scaled-down version of the country house, with small flower boxes in front of the open windows.

  Johann stopped abruptly. There was something in front of the doghouse that didn't belong there... a pair of women's pumps. It must have fallen out of a garbage bag... he thought for a moment. He wanted to pick up the shoe, but then he remembered that the trash was being picked up down by the stables. He discovered that the second shoe was just a few steps away.

  He walked closer to the doghouse and his breath hitched. Crammed into the small room, he saw a female figure. He froze for a moment and then immediately realized that any help was too late.

  The woman was completely unknown to him.

  With a shaking hand, he fumbled for his cell phone and dialed Eli's number.

  Chapter 2

  The police and forensics had been very discreet when they arrived in order to avoid causing a stir at the country house. Despite everything, after just a quarter of an hour a small group of people stood

  Onlookers in front of the entrance.

  The news had spread through the town like wildfire. ‘Murder in our city’ and many wondered if they knew the murder victim.

  Simon von der Linde was the senior detective. He had never investigated a murder alone and tried to hide his insecurities from his other colleagues.

  The head of his department had just started his vacation and was currently on a cruise ship somewhere in the Mediterranean.

  And his colleague Benno Winkelmann could not be reached because he was completing special training in counter-narcotics in Berlin.

  Simon now knew who the dead woman was. Her name was Renate Kaufmann, she was 26 years old and worked as a trainee in a large law firm in Stade.

  Yesterday evening she was expected at Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne's country house with important documents. But she didn't show up.

  Her car had disappeared without a trace and no documents or personal items were found with the body.

  What Simon von der Linde found so shocking about this murder was its brutality. The killer had slit his victim's throat and possibly crammed him into the doghouse while still alive.

  What was so important about the documents that a person had to die for them? Simon went to see Elisabeth in her study in the main house.

  Like all rooms, this room was quite large and classically furnished. The modern devices were hardly noticeable. Huge bookcases housed countless books that were certainly the envy of the city library.

  Elisabeth told him that it was about large estates in France that, after endless legal battles, had returned to the Berlios de Montagne family.

  In this context, she patiently explained to Simon the family history of both her family and that of her late husband.

  Of course Simon had heard of the 'Huguenots'. Protestants who fled France in the mid-16th century because of their faith. They found refuge in countries such as the Netherlands and Germany.

  In his service area, Simon knew two families with this lineage. He was friends with Margo Chabot for a short time. Her family had a large horse breeding business. But then Margo broke off her relationship with him at her parents' request.

  There was a knock on the study door and a woman came in with a tray. "I thought a cup of coffee or tea would do you good."

  She put everything on the small coffee table in front of the window and then left.

  “Thank you Ms. Paschke, you also think of everything.” Elisabeth looked after the woman and then said to Simon. “Ms Paschke has only been with us for a quarter of a year.”

  Simon saw her thoughtful look, a look that betrayed uncertainty and reserve. As with all employees in the country house, he would later have Ms. Paschke checked.

  He suppressed a sigh as he thought about how much work he still had to do.

  Chapter 3

  Paul Lewandowski finished work at the police station at nine o'clock in the evening. He passed Simon's office and saw that he was still at work.

  He opened the door. "Man... Simon! Now it's time we went out for a beer. I invite you."

  Simon had to laugh and immediately closed the lid of his computer.

  Paul knew that he preferred drinking red wine. The two knew each other from their high school days and even then they wanted to become police officers.

  They parted ways at the police academy, only to later return to their city and work here. Their friendship and trust in each other was very important to them.

  They ran across the street and crossed the town hall square. The new Ohl's pub was located next to the town hall. There were only three young people sitting outside on the terrace drinking coke and playing with their cell phones.

  They looked up briefly when they saw Paul in his uniform and saluted.

  Paul and Simon went into the restaurant. It was wonderfully cool with the fans running their rounds.

  In one corner sat a couple in love who only had eyes for themselves and two women at the bar who were discussing the contents of a women's magazine.

  After the first sip of freshly tapped beer, Paul leaned back and examined Simon. Simon had poured himself half a glass of red wine from the carafe and tried it carefully.

  “Iniesta,” the waiter had said when he brought the wine. “Do you mean the Barcelona footballer?” Simon had asked incredulously.

  "Yes, that one." nodded the man. "His father owns the winery and he gave it the name. Not bad though...right?" Yes, Simon had to admit that the wine was very good.

  He looked at Paul and said hesitantly, "I just got the report from the pathologist before you came. Our dead lady not only had her throat cut... She was also poisoned with a slow-acting drug. The pathologist estimated that someone gave her the poison about eight hours before her death."

  Simon took a long drink. “You see Paul…we’re not dealing with a simple murder.” He took another sip.

  Paul curtsied. “If the victim was poisoned somewhere else and if the poison was slow-acting, then someone must have been in the car!”

  "Yes," said Simon. “We may have a choice between two murderers.”

  Chapter 4

  It was restless in the country house all day long. People stood at the door and wanted to know how Elisabeth was doing. The phone was ringing constantly and Elfriede Paschke, the housekeeper, had her hands full trying to keep everyone happy.

  A few times she had had to call the caretaker to escort uninvited guests from the yard.

  Two crime scene officers were still at work at the site where the body was found. The entire garden at the entrance was systematically searched.

  For a short time, a colleague was even deployed to the site with his search dog.

  In the late afternoon the entrance was reopened and all barriers were removed.

  Even the doghouse had been cleaned and was in its old place. It looked as usual again, as if nothing had happened here.

  The next morning, Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne had a conversation with Simon von der Linde. She was very grateful to him for giving her some time to process the drama on her property.

  Simon was with her at 10 a.m. sharp and noticed how nervous Elisabeth was. Despite everything, she had made copies for Simon of all the papers he had asked for and also written down important information for him.

  He told her that the young woman's body was also poisoned before she was put in the doghouse. So far, no further evidence of Renate Kaufmann's murder has been found. It seemed to him that she had only been the courier. But not for her employer, because he was faced with a complete mystery.

  Last night Simon went over the names of the employees in the country house with Paul.

  Paul knew a lot of people and often knew about tragedies in families as well as all the positive things.

  The caretaker was Karl Friedrichs. He had been working for the Berlios de Montagne for twenty years and nothing negative had ever been reported about him. His wife Ella looked after the vegetable and herb garden. Karl and Ella's two sons were plumbers and electricians with their own business. Often enough they were brought to the country house for reparations.

  Freddy Clausen was responsible for the trees, bushes and hedges on the site. He was only 23 years old but did his job with great enthusiasm. He was also a popular local bachelor who could dance and cook fantastically.

  Egon Behrens looked after all the cattle in the stable that were still on the farm. Since the death of Philippe, Elisabeth's late husband, there had been fewer and fewer animals every year, but the name Berlios de Montagne was still a household name in cattle breeding and the question of the strong brown bulls was still very big.

  At the name of Elfriede Paschke, the housekeeper, Paul frowned and said with an apologetic smile, "Sorry Simon. I don't know anything about this woman." And he repeated “Nothing at all.”

  Simon looked surprised. "Well then we need to change that quickly."

  He told Paul that Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne had been very reserved towards her housekeeper and that he found the behavior strange. Especially because Elisabeth was very friendly with the rest of her staff.

  "She must have discovered something. And since I can't ask her much, we have to find out for ourselves."

  Paul had yawned loudly and then replied: "Morning, Simon."

  “First thing tomorrow.”

  Chapter 5

  Paul Lewandowski kept his promise. The first thing he tried to do was find out what was known about Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne's housekeeper.

  Elfriede Paschke had stated at the residents' registration office that she had last lived and worked in the small district town of Bremervörde.

  An hour later, Paul was able to read the report from his colleagues in Bremervörde on his computer. A woman by the name of Elfriede Paschke was not known in Bremervörde or in the neighboring communities.

  Paul knew the name of the colleague who had sent him the report. He was a nice guy with whom he had already been on training courses twice.

  He had had long conversations with this Hans Kowalski and they got along brilliantly. Kowalski also worked on a voluntary basis in the local history association of the city of Bremervörde and spoke about it very enthusiastically.

  It was a spontaneous idea to call this colleague. Paul gave his name and thanked him for the quick report.

  “Oke,” said Kowalski, “and what else can I do for you?”

  Paul asked whether the French Huguenot refugees were listed under their original names in the city's archives. Perhaps the name Paschke was a later change.

  “It’s just an inspiration.” he added.

  “We police officers live from inspiration, Paul. Bye.” Hans Kowalski laughed and ended the conversation.

  ‘Time for a coffee’ thought Paul and ran into the small canteen kitchen at the end of the corridor.

  His young colleague Ingrid Krause sat at the table in front of the window and read the 'Niederelbe Zeitung'. She had the sports section in front of her and pushed the other section of the newspaper towards him. “Police still have no trace of the country house murderer” was written large on the first page. With a shrug, Paul pushed the newspaper aside.

  Ingrid was a sporty young woman who ran at least fifteen kilometers early in the morning every day, regardless of weather.

  “Hello Ingrid.” Paul said and sat down next to her. “How was running today?”

  "Running went well. I ran a bit in the forest near the Lehmkuhle because it was wonderfully cool there. Normally I don't see anyone there at this time. But this time there was a car. I found it strange, so early in the morning."

  Paul actually routinely asked what kind of car it was. "A pretty old convertible with a license plate from Stade. Dark red. But I didn't see anyone." she said.

  Paul jumped up so abruptly that his chair almost fell over. “Come with Ingrid! Show us the place.” He saw Ingrid's puzzled face.

  "Sorry Ingrid. But I think you spotted our murder victim's car from the country house."

  Chapter 6

  Elisabeth hadn't seen her housekeeper all morning. Usually Elfriede Paschke was always the first to make coffee in the kitchen and bring it to her in the study.

  Elisabeth walked down the small stairs to the basement, where the kitchen and work areas were located. Everything was deserted and dark.

  It looked like no one had been here today.

  Normally two cleaning ladies should have been at work at this time.

  The kitchen was not tidy and the dishes from the previous day were still on the counter.

  She ran outside along the vegetable and herb garden and saw Ella Friedrichs, the caretaker's wife, hanging out laundry. She hadn't seen Elfriede Paschke either.

  Elisabeth had a friendly relationship with her staff. She called everyone by their first name and everyone was allowed to call her Elisabeth, also because of her long family name.

  Only Elfriede Paschke still preferred formal contact.

  Ella Friedrichs and Elisabeth searched for her husband Karl. They found him in the back of the stables with the breeding cattle. Together with Egon Behrens, who was responsible for animal breeding.

  The stables were bright, very modern and built with an outdoor run.

  Elisabeth wanted to know from the men whether they had seen Elfriede Paschke that morning. Both of them shook their heads.

  “Sorry Elisabeth, not today.” said Karl Friedrichs. He looked at Ella, but his wife also just shook her head.

  “I saw your car in the garage when I came to the yard this morning.” said Egon Behrens and looked thoughtfully at Elisabeth. “How long have you been missing her?”

  Elizabeth shrugged her shoulders. “Actually since this morning, but of course she could have been gone since last night.”

  "I'll check to see if her car is still in the garage." Egon Behrens ran to the garage, which was only used by residents of the house and the staff.

  He came back and was completely out of breath. "Your car is still in the garage."

  “Have you checked her apartment yet?” he asked. Elisabeth and Ella shook their heads and set off.

  Elfriede Paschke's apartment, like the Friederichs', was in the basement of the house. It had an exit to the garden and its own terrace.

  Elisabeth knocked on the door and called her name. There was no answer. The door was unlocked and they went in carefully.

  They called Elfriede Paschke's name again. They noticed that there were hardly any personal belongings in the entire apartment, apart from a few things in the bathroom.

  Ella Friedrichs opened the wardrobe in the bedroom and gave a little scream. The closet was completely empty. Stunned, she turned to Elisabeth and asked: “What does that mean?”

  Elisabeth was just as amazed as Ella. She collapsed into one of the armchairs. "She's gone, Ella...just gone! But why?"

  In their excitement, the two women had not heard that the men had followed them. Karl Friedrichs cleared his throat to get your attention,

  The men were not alone. With them were Simon von der Linde and Paul Lewandowski.

  The two police officers greeted Elisabeth and Ella. Then Simon said with a serious face:

  "I'm sorry ladies, but I'm afraid I don't have good news."

  Chapter 7

  The neighboring town of Osten was known for its transporter bridge across the river 'Oste'. Of these ferries that floated over the river, there were only eight left in Europe in the world.

  The steel scaffolding, visible from afar, spans the east. It is anchored in large foundations on both sides of the bank. The loading area hangs a few meters above the water and has space for a handful of cars or trekkers, but also for bicycles or trucks.

  On the side, where the control cabin is located, is a small cabin for pedestrians, which offers protection from the icy wind in winter.

  A powerful engine moves the ferry from shore to shore. The advantage of this design is that the ferry can also be used during floods or storms.

  This used to be very important for the small village in order not to lose connections with the other villages and to maintain supplies.

  The small, picturesque village was located just behind the high protective dike and was often visited by tourists. Even the church was built directly behind the dike.

  Nowadays, the ferry has become superfluous due to the construction of a bridge and is only used occasionally for tourists.

  Lothar Brenner is one of the volunteers who keeps everything in order and tells tourists the history of the old ferry.

  This morning he started his duties as usual. Nothing serious had ever happened, just small accidents.

  Nothing quickly upset Lothar Brenner, but the corpse in the passenger cabin had scared him almost to death. 
 
 She sat there on the small, narrow bench and stared at him with her eyes wide open. Her mouth was open as if to cry out her final cry for help, and blood had dripped from the open wound on her head onto her outstretched hands.

  The horrifying sight of these dead people disturbed Lothar Brenner, but he couldn't take his eyes off her. Was she murdered here or did she take refuge here?

  Then his mind kicked in and he knew he had to call the police. He looked at his watch. It was only seven. He looked up at the inn, which was directly above him on the dike. There was a light on and he climbed the steep stairs and knocked on the old front door.

  The innkeeper himself opened the door. He looked at Lothar Brenner and knew that something had happened. He didn't say anything and just put a schnapps on the table.

  Klaus Brenner downed the schnapps in one go and then said in a hoarse voice: “I have a dead person on my ferry, she was murdered.”

  The innkeeper was startled, but then he picked up his phone and dialed the number for the criminal investigation department.

  Chapter 8

  When Simon von der Linde and Paul Lewandowski arrived at the country house, a little later the small police transport bus arrived at the country house. The driver unloaded four large suitcases, all labeled with Elfriede Paschke's name, and put them in the garage.

  The residents of the country house had just found out where Elfriede Paschke's body had been found. They also knew that the place where the body was found was not the place where she had been murdered.

  She was murdered in the forest where Simon's colleague Ingrid Krause had gone jogging that day. Elfriede Paschke's suitcases were crammed into the convertible. Apparently there was no room left for the body.

  The unusual locations where the bodies were found also suggested that the murderer or murderers felt fairly safe. The forensics team had found absolutely nothing of use. Everything had been cleaned very thoroughly.

  Tomorrow Renate Kaufmann's body should be handed over to her parents. The convertible should also go back to her company.

  The only thing found in the convertible was the business card of a taxi company in Stade with a handwritten telephone number on the back. The number was unknown there.

  All inquiries yielded no clues until Renate Kaufmann's sister recognized the number. It was the number of a very popular disco in the region.

  The colleagues in Stade found out that Renate Kaufmann was known in the disco, including among the staff. She was the girlfriend of Bernd Klose, whose mother was the owner of the disco.

  The only clue that these two murders had something to do with each other was the small key that forensics had discovered on the bodies of each of the dead.

  The keys were hidden under a bandage on the lower back. There was no question that they were exactly the same keys.

  Since the keys looked like bank locker keys, Simon's team began investigating the banks in the city center. They found what they were looking for at the Kreissparkasse.

  The nice lady at the counter took her to the head of the bank. Only after a few phone calls with the management and the public prosecutor was he willing to open the lockers in question.

  There was a second key with a label in Renate Kaufmann's locker.

  “Landhaus S 4” was written on it. It was an old key with delicate ornaments.

  An identical key was also found in Elfriede Paschke's locker, as was the folder with the missing papers that Renate Kaufmann was supposed to hand over to Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne.

  There were only two possibilities for Simon and his colleagues: the murderer had a duplicate of the two keys or Elfriede Paschke had played a double game.

  As long as nothing was known about their private lives, there was still the possibility that both murder victims were completely innocent.

  It was the main topic in the police canteen. All sorts of theories were expressed and many questions were asked. The lively discussion was interrupted by the loud ringing of the telephone in the canteen.

  Paul sat closest to the phone and answered. His face became serious as he listened. Then he just said: "We'll come straight away."

  He saw the questioning looks from his colleagues and said to Simon: “We have a body in the chalk lake.”

  Chapter 9

  What Paul called the "Chalk Lake" was the huge hole left after decades of chalk extraction.

  The proximity to the small port on the Oste was of great importance for the transport of the chalk.

  At that time, the company found enough workers throughout the region. And this despite the fact that everyone knew that the work in the chalk pit was hard and also very damaging to their health.

  After the company stopped working, the huge hole, which was 130 meters deep at its deepest point, slowly filled with groundwater. Some machines that had been used there remained on the bottom. This is how a lake was created.

  Someone then had the idea that this depth would present a huge challenge for recreational divers, and in fact it became very successful.

  Unfortunately, divers occasionally died in accidents.

  Today, too, the dead male diver appeared to be an accident. But forensics noticed a small puncture in the man's right upper arm. He was given a fast-acting poison.

  The man had been registered for three days in the neighboring holiday village for divers with a French passport under the name “Bernard Passelet”.

  Paul had asked the holiday village whether anyone had seen the man or had been in contact with him. Two men were convinced they had seen him in the cafeteria with an older woman.

  The description matched Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne.

  It was now Simon's job to question Elisabeth about this.

  Elisabeth wasn't at home. She had her bridge afternoon and wasn't expected until six o'clock.

  Simon used the time while he waited for them to look around the yard. Karl Friedrichs, the caretaker, had to do the shopping for his wife Ella. She herself had taken over the tasks from the late Ms. Paschke. She cooked and took care of the cleaning service.

  Simon walked along the stables down to the barns, which he was told had not been used for a long time.

  He was amazed at how big these barns were. 
 
 The gate to the first barn was ajar. The padlock to lock it was still in the door.

  Simon stepped in and knew at once that this sight was not intended for his eyes.

  In front of him, stretching across the entire area of ​​the barn, was an enormous field of plants that he couldn't immediately identify. He knew one thing for sure. These were no ordinary field plants. Whatever was being grown here was definitely something illegal.

  He took photos with his cell phone.

  It was clear to him that no one was allowed to see him here. He quickly ran outside again. He wiped the sweat from his forehead with his handkerchief because the temperature in the barn was high.

  The temptation was to walk further to the other barns and see if anything was being grown there.

  He sat down on the large terrace in front of the house under one of the huge parasols and waited.

  Three minutes later he saw Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne's car pull into the driveway. She got out and called out to him, "Were you waiting for me?"

  Simon nodded his head. She ran towards him and sat down next to him. “What can I do for you?” she asked, looking at him with a smile.

  "I have a question. Do you know a Frenchman named Bernhard Passelet? He lives in the divers' holiday village."

  Elisabeth looked at him in surprise and shook her head. "No," she said. "I've never heard that name before. Why are you asking that?"

  Simon showed her a photo. “He’s dead.” he added.

  Elisabeth looked at the photo briefly and handed it back to Simon. She shook her head again and said forcefully: “I have never seen this man before.”

  Chapter 10

  Whenever she thought she had made a mistake, Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne called her friend Johann Behrens.

  Even now she needed his advice.

  First the dead woman in the dog house, then Elfriede Paschke and now Simon von der Linde came to her with another dead person.

  "You could have asked von der Linde why he came to you with the photo. He must have had a reason."

  Before Elisabeth could answer, he had dialed Simon's number on his cell phone.

  Simon answered directly. Johann Behrens told him straight away what he wanted to know and why.

  "Elisabeth is a little disturbed by the new dead person whose photo you held in front of her. Why exactly? For what reason?" He talked to Simon as if he were still a student in one of his classes.

  There was a brief silence on the other end of the line. "Of course I had a reason to ask Mrs. Berlios de Montagne a few questions, Mr. Behrens. We are in the middle of a new murder case and then we ask not out of pure curiosity but to solve the murder. That can sometimes be a bit worrying. If you have any further questions, you are both always welcome at our station."

  Simon ended the telephone conversation with a short greeting.

  Johann Behrens looked at his cell phone, puzzled. "The man is right, Eli, that was stupid of me. So again from the beginning. Simon wanted to know if you knew the man. Logical, of course, because he would come to you with all the dead French people in the hope that you knew them."

  Elizabeth sighed. "That's not my only problem, Johann. The papers about the trial of the lands in France that Elfriede Paschke had in her safe must be forged. After those papers, I lost the trial. Imagine that. After all these years, that would be a disaster. All the money I invested in this!"

  “You still have your husband’s legacy as your reserve.” Johann tried to calm Elisabeth. “Dear Eli,” his tone was cheerful and bright. "Shall we go out to eat again? Come on, I'll invite you."

  It took a while until she agreed. He knew that she would like the atmosphere in the “Old District Court” in the east.

  Chapter 11

  The report came at 11 p.m. from a completely distraught couple who had suffered the shock of their lives. They had come from a pub and thought that they would be undisturbed at the old Warstad church, located on top of a mountain.

  He had grown up in this part of town and knew the local history very well because it interested him. The old church had magnificent stained glass windows depicting the Passion of Christ. Even as a child, he was fascinated by windows.

  What many people didn't know was that the church had an outside toilet that is a listed building. It was precisely this circumstance that was their downfall, as renovation was difficult and very expensive.

  The young man wanted to show his girlfriend the unique example of a public toilet. Around the corner was the dilapidated door to the entrance.

  He couldn't stop her from screaming horribly and he had trouble controlling himself. In the light of his flashlight, the sight of the dead woman leaning against the door was horrifying.

  Before the residents came running out of their houses in alarm, the young man had already dialed the police number and explained what it was about.

  The police cordoned off everything to keep curious people away from the site and the terrible sight. Even the crime scene officers could understand the disgust. According to her estimate, the body had been here for a few months,

  According to the survey of local residents, hardly any of the churchgoers had used this toilet in recent years.

  A resident talked about a handbag that her dog found a few months ago. She had left the bag at the church office. She didn't know what happened to the bag.

  Things were often found on the church square, which were then kept in the parish office.

  Now the parish hall was no longer inhabited; the pastors took turns from the other parishes.

  Simon had to wait until the next day so someone could check to see if the bag was still among the lost and found items.

  Nothing was found on the deceased that could have given any clues to her identity.

  The next day at half past nine, Simon had arranged to meet Ms. Janssen, who had the key to the office. He had taken Paul with him because he said that he knew Ms. Janssen through the local history association.

  She was already waiting for both of them at the entrance.

  Paul greeted them friendly and Ms. Janssen led the way to the room where all the items they had found were kept. A lot had already accumulated over the years.

  Ms. Janssen showed them three bags that lay among all the odds and ends. They all had a sticker with the date they were found. Paul put on his gloves and fished out the bag with the most recent date found. He carefully opened the bag.

  To the two men's surprise, they found various papers. They both read the dead woman's name on her ID card and looked at each other in amazement.

  Simon told the lady that it was this bag they were looking for. Then they said a friendly goodbye and took the bag with them in a plastic bag.

  At the station, Simon called all his colleagues on duty together in the canteen.

  The discovery of the new body was discussed and Simon and Paul showed the bag from the community office. The name on the ID card was like a bombshell.

  “Elfriede Paschke” was clearly written and the photo showed a completely different woman. And after a thorough search, Simon found something else, hidden in a hidden compartment in the bag. It was a Europol ID card in the name of Elvira Moret with the same photo that appeared on Elfriede Paschke's ID card.

  According to the first assumptions made by forensic investigators, the body had probably been there for two to three months. She had been beaten to death with a heavy object and the perpetrator must have been well versed in choosing this location.

  It was a miracle that no one had discovered her. If this was the real 'Elfriede Paschke', who was the other one?

  Chapter 12

  That same afternoon, Simon sat in Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne's office and had all the documents relating to Elfriede Paschke's application presented to him.

  Again he saw the same photo on the application letter as on the ID card. The text of the application was light and cheerful.

  That was also what appealed to Elisabeth and made her decide to hire Elfriede Paschke. Elfriede Paschke, who came to her house, was serious and reserved and had none of the cheerfulness and lightness. Elisabeth blamed it on a sudden death in the family.

  She was happy that she had finally found someone who could manage her household perfectly. But she had to admit that she had imagined this woman to be interacting differently.

  "I have to tell the others that we now have two dead Elfriede Paschkes." She appeared dejected and called everyone into her study in a monotone voice.

  After Simon's announcement there was an oppressive silence. Ella Friedrichs then ran to Elisabeth and put a comforting arm around her shoulder.

  “We are all affected.” said Karl Friedrichs and looked over at Ella.

  He looked at his wife as if to ask: Can I tell?

  Ella nodded.

  "My wife and I had the impression that Ms. Paschke didn't really live here and didn't want anything to do with us."

  Ella nodded again. "Her suitcases are still in the garage. I didn't dare open them. Maybe you'll find something personal from her in there." she said.

  Simon looked at her puzzled and jumped out of his chair. "Ms. Friedrichs. You are a genius. I didn't think of that sooner. The suitcases! Totally forgot."

  He and Karl Friedrichs brought the suitcases into the entrance hall and placed one of the suitcases on the old oak table. It wasn't locked. In addition to clothes for the summer, they found a photo album.

  The photos showed Ms. Paschke from the application, apparently with her family members or friends.

  Ella Friedrichs looked at the items of clothing and then said hesitantly. " These clothes would not have fit the woman Paschke we know. "The dress size doesn't match because she was much narrower and taller."

  "Thank you, Ms. Friedrichs. We will check that." Simon was relieved that he had already found a lead.

  Perhaps the other suitcases would reveal more if they were thoroughly examined at the station.

  Chapter 13

  Simon was already sitting in his car when Egon Behrens, who was responsible for the 
 
 Animal breeding, who was responsible, stood in front of his open car door.

  He looked embarrassed when he asked if he could see the photo of the murdered Frenchman again. Simon looked in his folder and then showed him the photo.

  Egon Behrens looked at the photo carefully and then said with a certainty that could not be ignored: "Yes... I saw this man in the cafeteria at Kreidesee, together with Ms. Paschke, who we know. That was three days ago."

  Behrens looked over at the others again, somewhat embarrassed. “If you want, Mr. Behrens, I can take you to the station and we can take a minute at our leisure.” Simon suggested.

  But Egon Behrens waved him away. "I'd rather come another time."

  He ran back to the others.

  Simon drove along the side path to the main road. Suddenly he had the feeling that another car was following him. To be on the safe side, he took a detour, stopped in front of some shops and went inside briefly. As he continued driving, he was sure he was being followed. What did they want from him?

  Then he had a suspicion. Were they targeting the suitcases? Or did Egon Behrens have something to do with his delaying tactics?

  It was time for him to ask Paul for help. Simon took a detour through the Basbeck district and then turned onto Bahnhofstrasse. At the old train station, the empty goods shed had been turned into a nice pub. There were only two cars outside and Simon parked his car next to them.

  He walked up the small stairs to the bar and saw that the other car had followed him in the parking lot.

  If it was about the suitcases, now would be a good opportunity to steal them. Simon stopped at the front door and left it ajar.

  The waiter came to see what he was doing and nodded in agreement when he saw the police ID.

  The car that had followed him parked next to Simon's car. A young man got out and tried to open the passenger side door of Simon's car. He took some tool out of his pocket and leaned over the door lock.

  Everything happened so quickly that Simon couldn't help but praise his colleagues.

  Suddenly two police cars were on the driveway to the bar. The puzzled young man tried the excuse of the wrong car. But none of that could help him.

  He was taken to the station. A little later, Paul Lewandowski came into Simon's office.

  "We interrogated him, Simon." He presented the young man's papers to him. It was a French ID card. Next to it was a passport from Europol.

  “He wants to talk to you, Simon.” Simon nodded and set off.

  Chapter 14

  They sat together for a long time, the young Frenchman and Simon. In between, they went to eat something at the Greek restaurant opposite the guard.

  The young Frenchman was called Charles Jumelet and came from Alsace. He spoke excellent German and was therefore selected for this task.

  He was tasked with finding out what had happened to his colleague Elvira Moret, who three months ago had accepted a position as housekeeper under a false name on the estate of Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne. She was supposed to find out the origin of the dangerous cannabis that was flooding the southern part of Europe in particular.

  His colleague Bernhard Passelet, who came weeks later to look for Elvira Moret, was a passionate scuba diver. He wanted to combine the pleasant with the useful and find Elvira Moret.

  Elvira Moret chose the German name Elfriede Paschke in her application to become housekeeper. All papers were issued in this name. From one day to the next she stopped calling.

  "We didn't know what had happened. And then we heard that Bernhard, who was supposed to look for her, had an accident while diving."

  Simon had listened patiently. “Why was Elvira Moret sent to the estate?” “What was she supposed to find out?”

  Charles leaned back and smiled. "As always, Simon, it's about money... a lot of money. Philippe Berlios de Montagne was a biologist. When farming no longer made enough money to maintain the country house and continue his lifestyle, he planted a mixture of different cannabis strains in his empty barns. These new plants grew quickly, were small and required little light.

  They were also easy to harvest and when dried they looked like grass or garden waste. And that's what they smelled like. Even the cattle didn't notice any difference.

  Anyone who wanted to consume the product smoked it in a pipe, rolled cigarettes, made tea with it or chopped it into small pieces and sprinkled it into their food.

  The laboratory has discovered that this mixture is extremely dangerous. The bodies of people who use the product become drained in no time.

  Transport was not a problem. It was disguised as a bale of straw and went along with the cattle transport to France, Italy and Spain. Completely legal...without any suspicion."

  Simon had listened breathlessly. “How did you find out?” Charles took a sip of his mineral water. He smiled again. "As always, Simon. A coincidence put us on the trail of these transactions. One of the dealers felt betrayed and his murder was the beginning of a thorough investigation into this case."

  Simon sighed deeply and then told Charles about his discovery in one of the barns. "This means that anyone working on the estate could also have committed the murders." He looked thoughtfully at Charles. "Your colleague was apparently murdered as soon as she arrived and dumped at the toilet block. The fact that she wasn't discovered for three months is strange enough. But who is the woman who simply took her place?"

  The front door of the restaurant opened and Paul Lewandowski came in with a folder. The fact that he hadn't waited for Simon to come back already indicated that he had something important for Simon.

  He sat down at the table next to Simon and Charles and looked at them expectantly. “Okay…” “Go ahead.” Simon said to Paul.

  Paul seemed to be enjoying the moment. "We now know who the other Mrs. Paschke was. Our dead woman, Renate Kaufmann from the doghouse, knew a lot more than we had assumed. She called Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne and said that she had important documents for her. The case about the lands in France had been dismissed years before. But old Berlios had never told Elisabeth that! So Elisabeth believed her when she said that it was about the lands.

  Now hold on tight! Renate Kaufmann's friend was called Bernd Klose and worked in the Stade disco. He and his mother Beatrix had contact with the old Philippe Berlios de Montagne. Better yet, Beatrix and old Philippe had an affair. Well…what do you say now?” Paul took a sip of the small beer that Simon had ordered for him.

  "That's all well and good, Paul. But who gave Renate Kaufmann the poison and cut her throat?" asked Simon.

  "Yes," Charles added. "And who was the other Mrs. Paschke? And did the old Berlios de Montagne also sell his drugs through Bernd Klose in the disco?"

  Paul looked at his watch. "It's the end of work! Tomorrow is another day. The colleagues in Stade also have to have something to do." He leaned back with pleasure and took another sip.

  Chapter 15

  It was exactly as the three had suspected the day before. It took our colleagues in Stade another whole day to get Bernd Klose to confess.

  It was only when he saw the horrific photos of the two dead that he confessed that he and Phillippe Berlios de Montagne had been trafficking cannabis. After his disappearance, he got the drugs from the staff of the country house, who continued the old Phillippe's business.

  As far as he knew, Elisabeth wasn't involved. But she also paid little attention to the country house's accounting, so it was easy to falsify it.

  Bernd Klose emphatically emphasized that he had absolutely nothing to do with the murder of Europol agent Bernhard Passelet.

  That's the report from our colleagues in Stade to Simon. At the same time there was an announcement that Bernd Klose remained in custody for the time being.

  Simon called his colleagues into the canteen for a meeting and teams were formed to work on the estate. The responsible public prosecutor gave official approval.

  The surprise was a success and they met the entire staff. Each of them was interrogated in a separate room.

  The only one who protested against the operation on her estate was Elisabeth. When she read the search warrant and knew what it was about, she protested even more violently.

  Simon demanded all the keys from her to the stables and barns, which were empty. She didn't have any. Just a few keys to the apartment building.

  Simon confronted her with the allegations against her employees. She was speechless and just shook her head.

  Then Simon asked who else had the keys to get into the house.

  She didn't know, even though all the keys were in a locked box in her study.

  Simon prepared them to examine the estate's cash books. This made Elizabeth even more anxious.

  She looked at Simon helplessly and then asked if she could call her boyfriend because he certainly knew more. Of course she was allowed.

  Simon asked who her boyfriend was, even though he could have guessed. It was Johann Behrens, who came immediately.

  Simon was amazed at how well this Behrens knew his way around the house. Apparently Elisabeth trusted him completely. The self-confidence with which Behrens appeared here made Simon suspicious.

  “Is Egon Behrens a relative of yours?” he asked Johann.

  “Kind of a distant nephew of mine.” replied Johann.

  Simon's cell phone rang. It was his colleague Ingrid. Simon wanted to talk to her undisturbed and went out into the entrance hall. In front of the stairs down to the basement there was a knight in full armor and a wide armchair next to him.

  Simon sat down in the armchair and answered.

  Ingrid got straight to the point. "You told me to find out who the owner of the disco in Stade where Bernd Klose works is. Hold on tight, Simon: there are two owners. The first is Beate Klose, Bernd's mother, and the second is Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne! Well... what do you think of that?"

  “Great Ingrid! Well done. See you later.”

  The entrance door to the hall opened and Paul came in. He shook his head and grinned. “I just wanted to give you a little interim report.” He sat down in the chair that Simon had just gotten up from.

  "It's almost unbelievable, but the four people who work here on the farm were pretty much duped. Philippe Berlios de Montagne had made them believe that what was grown in the barns was just concentrated feed for cattle and pigs. And this friend of Elisabeth's, Johann Behrens, continued to perpetuate this story. Well... what do you think of that?"

  "Our colleague Ingrid already asked me that. Do you know who the owners of the Stader Disco are? Beate Klose and Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne.

  Paul looked at him with his mouth open. “What?? This elegant lady and then a disco? “Well!”

  Simon laughed. “Who knows what surprises we will have in store.”

  Chapter 16

  It took quite a while for the team to get most of the important details. Charles Jumelet was allowed to be present at all of Simon's interrogations.

  He also had the idea of ​​asking Elisabeth's family doctor about her health. It was a big surprise when he gave the diagnosis Parkinson's. Elisabeth mainly suffered from depression and was treated by a specialist.

  The result from the family notary was even more surprising. The old Philippe Berlios de Montagne had appointed her friend Johann Behrens as Elisabeth's managing director. He and Elisabeth were already living separately at that time and he knew that Elisabeth had Parkinson's.

  He himself had a relationship with Beate Klose.

  He invested the money he earned from his experiment in risk-free stocks and in building a shopping center in the city.

  He also had his staff share in the profits. The profits were paid out every year as a bonus.

  There was only one problem for Charles, Simon and his team and that was the burning question of who was the murderer and who was the second unknown Ms. Paschke. Had she been chosen as a replacement by her murderer?

  All inquiries in the city turned up nothing. Nobody knew her here. Then Paul remembered that this woman Paschke had said she came from Bremervörde. He called his colleague Hans Kowalski in Bremervörde again and asked for help. He faxed a picture of the dead woman.

  Kowalski had just received a message. 
 
 A daughter had filed a missing person report with the police department. She hadn't been able to make contact with her mother for a few days and was very worried. Her mother had recently had a boyfriend who had found her a good job. But unfortunately the daughter didn't know where and she had hardly seen the man. An educated man, the woman had said to her daughter when he picked her up and she caught a glimpse of the man.

  The daughter's name was Angelika Janssen. She had taken a photo of her mother Barbara Janssen with her to the station and Hans Kowalski immediately faxed the photo to Paul.

  Simon and Paul looked at the photo and agreed that this was ‘Mrs Paschke number two’.

  Chapter 17

  Angelika Janssen arrived at Simon and Paul's house on the same day. They had both asked for it. The relief of having now gained clarity about her mother's fate replaced her sadness.

  Simon drove with her to the country house unannounced. Maybe Angelika could find something there that could connect her to her mother.

  Nobody on the estate asked him who this lady was and Simon didn't say anything either.

  Simon introduced Angelika to the Friedrichs couple. They went to the stables where Egon Behrens was feeding the cattle. Freddy Clausen came towards them, who had just cut down an old tree.

  Angelika did not show any unusual reaction to any of these people.

  “Oke,” said Simon. “Now I would like to introduce you to the lady of the house and her boyfriend.”

  Angelika looked around the house in admiration. Elisabeth Berlios de Montagne greeted them warmly. Johann Behrens also approached her. “Ah Simon… something new?” He shook hands with Simon and walked towards Angelika. Angelika took two steps back and just nodded her head.

  Simon quickly turned the conversation into something general so that Angelika's reaction wasn't noticeable. Shortly afterwards they said goodbye to Elisabeth and Johann.

  Before Angelika could say anything outside, Simon beat her to it. “In the car,” he said firmly. They walked to the car in silence. “Oke… Angelika. So you recognized him.” Simon said quietly as he opened the door for them.

  Angelika was happy that she could finally let her emotions run free in the car. "Don't worry, Simon. The man doesn't know that I recognized him. But one thing is certain. He was the one who offered my mother the job and picked her up."

  She burst into tears. “Did he murder her too?”

  "We'll know soon, Angelika. I promise."

  Chapter 18

  Charles Jumelet, the man from Interpol, had not been idle. On the contrary, he made an important discovery. Charles had been interested in the life of Philippe Berlios de Montagne and discovered that no one knew when the day of his death was or where he was buried.

  Elisabeth, whom he interviewed, only gave him a death notice stating that the burial took place in the immediate family circle. She didn't know where his grave was either. Johann had everything sorted out.

  Charles and Simon drove to Stade together and looked up Beate Klose at the disco. Her first question was whether Elisabeth had sent her.

  She didn't like Elizabeth. It had nothing to do with the fact that they both owned the disco. Elisabeth had no interest whatsoever in running the business and that made it so difficult to talk to her about it.

  Only her lackey, as she called Johann Behrens, had contact with her.

  Charles asked her if she had gone to Philippe's funeral.

  Beate Klose just looked at him in amazement. "What makes you think that Philippe is dead? Maybe the people at the estate arranged it that way to protect him from being arrested for drug trafficking? He mostly spends his time on the Côte d'Azur or in one of his chalets in the south of France. He has found a great successor in Johann Behrens. He does everything for Elisabeth."

  “One more question, Ms. Klose.” said Simon. “Is Philippe the father of your son Bernd.”

  "Naturally." she said without hesitation. “We have no other connection with Philippe other than the financial benefit.”

  “Do you know where he is at the moment?” Charles wanted to know.

  She hesitated before answering and then said in amazement: "I think in his house on the Kreidesee in Hemmoor, because he is passionate about diving. He wanted to take care of a few urgent things that were in his way there. Or so he said,"

  In the car, Simon called Paul at the office. Paul urgently needed to find out whether it was true that Philipp Berlios de Montagne was still alive and was currently in his house at the Chalk Lake.

  Simon and Charles were just back in the office when Simon's cell phone rang.

  Paul's voice almost cracked with enthusiasm. "We have him! Simon, we have him and we are taking him to the station." Paul's joy at the successful campaign could not be ignored.

  Philipp Berlios de Montagne was brought to Simon's office with much noise and protest. He had been handcuffed because he refused to come.

  Now he sat peacefully across from Charles and didn't answer his questions.

  Simon pushed his chair directly opposite Philippe and looked at him kindly. "Philippe... I want to briefly discuss your situation with you. Of course we can hand you over to the national police or Interpol straight away. But then we will never see you again and we still have a few questions for you. You can help clear them up."

  “Questions…what questions?” shouted Philippe.

  "Your wife was supposed to have a housekeeper start three months ago. Her name was Elvira Moret. Do you know anything about her."

  "Yes, a French woman from Alsace. She lived briefly in the park at the Kreidesee. I spoke to her a few times. Then Johann came to pick her up one evening. After that I didn't see her again. Nice woman. Johann picked up her suitcases the next day and paid the bill. Is something wrong with her?"

  Simon nodded his head. "Yeah... I guess you could say that. She was found murdered after three months."

  Philippe jumped out of his chair. "What?" "Murdered!" “Do you know who it was?”

  Simon shook his head. "No. Unfortunately not yet." As he said this, an idea occurred to him.

  Chapter 19

  Simon drove to the estate with Charles. On the way he told him what he was doing. He was adamant that Philippe was the man who murdered in cold blood.

  Philippe had basically pinned all the blame on Johann. Now he wanted to see how Johann and Elisabeth reacted to these accusations.

  He had taken all the hideous photos of the dead with him. “I think you’re on the right track.” Charles said.

  Simon now saw for the first time that Elisabeth lost her temper and burst into tears when he told Johann about Philippe's accusation. The fear was visible to both of them. They sat next to each other and held hands.

  Johann tried to regain firmness in his voice. “I think,” he said and looked at Elisabeth, “that we now have to come clean.”

  Elisabeth took a deep breath and talked about the last few years, which had been very difficult for her and Johann. Due to the use of his own cannabis, Philippe was no longer mentally able to distinguish between good and bad and lived in his own world. She told about the murders Philippe had committed. They thought he had made it all up.

  He even arranged his own funeral and invited people. He repeatedly disappeared suddenly and lived in France for months.

  This made it so difficult to enforce the incapacitation procedure. They also lived in constant fear of him. He had threatened his son, Bernd Klose, to kill his girlfriend Renate because she wanted to tell Elisabeth everything about his hiding places in France.

  "Even Beate Klose, whom he loved dearly, wasn't safe from him and she thought I was behind everything." She started crying again.

  Johann wanted to continue talking, but Simon interrupted him briefly. He called the guard and asked Paul where Philippe was at that moment. "He just wanted to grab a bite to eat in Ohl's pub." " Something happened?"

  "Paul, it's important. Follow him. Take a colleague with you. If Philippe is still with Ohl, just say: You have a break and want something to drink. But don't let him out of your sight. If necessary, then handcuffs."

  "Holy crap! Then it's really serious. I'm already gone."

  Chapter 20

  In one of the suitcases was a diary from Barbara Janssen, Paschke number two. What he read in it made a lot of things clearer. She had imagined having a relationship with Johann Behrens and was then deeply disappointed when she discovered that Elisabeth and Johann were inseparable. He told her that Elisabeth's health was very unstable and he made her use the name Paschke because Elisabeth was used to it.

  Then she discovered that everything he had told her was not true. She had already made the decision to leave the estate when she met Philippe during one of her visits to the chalk lake.

  She didn't know who he was, but she found him very interesting. He told her that he was a biologist and produced his own cannabis. He had never mentioned that his home was on the estate.

  She also met Bernhard Passelet in the cafeteria. He was looking for his colleague. He showed everyone their photo. Philippe laughed at this and had frightening ideas about what might not have happened.

  Then Bernhard Passelet suddenly disappeared and she was horrified that Philippe only made sarcastic comments when he was found dead.

  She realized too late that she had had Philippe's product in her body for weeks. Cigarettes, alcohol… He was very adept at adding the stuff to everything.

  Paul only read the most important passages. The diary ended with the sentence: "I broke up with him and tomorrow I'm leaving the estate. We'll have our last farewell dinner in the east. He still wants to show me the unique ferry."

  Paul closed the book and looked at his colleagues. Nobody moved. Charles was the first to say something.

  "First of all, it is important that this man is no longer at large. My colleagues at Europol will send you a list of crimes in Europe. Because of these crimes alone, he will never be released again."

  “And then,” explained Simon, “we first have to seal the barns until our colleagues from the narcotics squad can destroy the plants. We still don’t know which barn the key that the dead had in their safes was for.”

  Charles had the idea to try out the keys right away, now that they were already solving everything that wasn't clear.

  No one was to be seen on the estate. Elisabeth had told Johann that Simon and his colleagues could look around in peace.

  The last barn door had nothing written on it, but the door could be opened with the dead woman's two keys.

  Charles unlocked it and opened the large door with a lot of creaking noise. The huge barn looked pretty empty. In the middle stood a very old carriage with magnificent emblems on the doors.

  Behind them there were various covered wagons with large cracks visible in their tarpaulins.

  They all thought the same thing. ‘These are the carriage and covered wagons in which the Huguenots came from France.’ Philippe Berlios de Montagne had apparently set up his own local museum.

  Then Paul Lewandowski saw two rows of graves behind the carriage. This was the private cemetery of the Berlios de Montagne.

  Everyone left the barn in silence. The other barns with the crops were sealed.

  Her work was over here and an intensive week too. Simon thanked all his colleagues and invited them to have a drink with him and Paul at the end.

  A little later a happy company sat on the terrace of Ohl's pub.

  Simon and Paul weren't the only ones relieved that they were able to close these murder cases in their city. Charles was also happy that his mission here was completed and he could go home again. This small town had become fatal for two of his colleagues. His team could now mourn these two when they returned home.

  "What are you doing tonight." Paul asked Simon.

  "I have a big party tonight. My neighbors invited me. They're both turning 70. And what are you doing?"

  Paul sat back satisfied. “My wife has her “ladies’ club” in Basbeck today and the children can go camping with Grandma and Grandpa in Hemm. And I can finally see a few “Derricks” in peace again.”

