
  Chapter 1

  Excerpt from a history book:

  "The group of Romans arrived as it was slowly getting dark.

  They had had a long day behind them. Some of the group were already familiar with the route and they also knew the people from the village.

  Linder, the village elder, showed them their huts. Everything was thoroughly prepared for their arrival. The Romans had come to buy the trade goods of this village. This contact had existed for three generations. And for three generations everyone had been satisfied and there were hardly any difficulties."

  "The village of the old Germans was built against a hill and there was a clear view all around. Attacks were only to be expected from the direction of the river plain. With most neighboring villages there were good contacts and there was a lively exchange of seeds and all kinds of craft tools.

  Many of these things the village received from the Romans, who had a tremendous advantage in this regard. The village, on the other hand, found in its territory a material that was very suitable for the construction of large buildings in cities and fortresses. For the transport of this product, they undertook the long journey with horse-drawn carts and river ships. And the villages in this area were accustomed to seeing the large groups at regular intervals."

  "The Roman leader of this group, Cornelius, had his wife and little son with him this time. The little boy was not yet six years old and answered to the name Thomasius. He was an extraordinary child. Not only because he had a pet that was unusual, but also because he was a little genius who mastered and could write down foreign languages in the shortest time. This greatly simplified dealings with the trading partners for his father."

  "Thomasius had a little bear named Corfu who followed him everywhere. He had rescued him when the little animal, injured by hunters, fled into his tent. He gave him protection and cared for him."

  "Until the night when the attack by pirates happened. Thomasius and his bear had taken refuge outside the village in the hut of old Masara. She knew how to turn the villagers' weapons into deadly instruments that flew like a swarm of birds of prey into the ranks of the attackers and killed many."

  "Thomasius later spent a lot of time with the old lady and learned from her. She accepted the bear Corfu and hung a chain around him on which seven special stones hung. Their shapes and colors were completely different and were meant to protect the village from all dangers."

  "It was already very late in the evening when Mayor Karl Langeveld interrupted the heated discussion of the city council. Tonight it was not possible to make the decisions that had been planned."

  "The different views of the parties could not be reconciled."

  "The purchase of a small collection for the local history museum was particularly intensely criticized by Johannes Feldmann, the leader of the new party 'Pro Hemmoor.' Such criticism was already familiar from Feldmann."

  "Feldmann had only lived in Hemmoor for two years and his party was very popular with young voters, as he advocated the construction of various sports halls, which were urgently needed in his view."

  "In the foyer of the town hall, people met once again for a small drink offered by the city administration at a small buffet."

  "Feldmann was one of the last to leave the building after the other sessions. Today he apparently was in a hurry, declined all invitations for a conversation and a drink, and hurriedly left the building with two of his colleagues."

  "Outside he was still saying goodbye when he suddenly fell to the ground and lay motionless. His colleagues tried to help him up and then saw that it was useless… Johannes Feldmann was dead. They saw his eyes staring motionlessly and his mouth half open. There was a large hole at both his temples and hardly any blood was visible."

  "Someone had already notified the police and also the emergency call for the ambulance. More people streamed out of the foyer of the community center to take a look at Johannes."

  There was lively discussion about what had killed Johannes. Among the people were hunters who regularly handled firearms and who now shook their heads.

  Commissioner Simon von der Linde was on duty at the station that evening. Together with his colleague Paul Lewandowski, he walked to the town hall, which was almost opposite the police office. They made sure that the ambulance colleagues could do their work.

  Paul took photos of the corpse before it was transported away. For an hour they searched in vain for the projectile and for witnesses. No one had seen or heard anything suspicious.

  Only the two colleagues had heard a whistling sound in the air shortly before Johannes Feldmann fell to the ground.

  After an hour, when the town hall and the square in front of it were empty, Simon and Paul also decided to end their search for the projectile.

  In the small pub on the next street, it was still full of council members who were still discussing that evening and the strange death of Johannes Feldmann.

  Chapter 2

  Among Johannes Feldmann's close party friends was also Egon Meissner. Together with Feldmann, he had said goodbye to his former party, and together they then founded “Pro Hemmoor.” The timing of the founding was very carefully chosen, and the influx of new party members proved them right.

  Egon Meissner ended his professional career at the Bundeswehr early and started his own sports school.

  Feldmann was employed by a large insurance company in the region and was well versed in business life. He offered employees of small businesses and shops a few free training sessions at Meissner’s sports school, where they could also get acquainted with the new party.

  And now Egon Meissner sat crying at the police station at ten in the morning, lamenting the death of his friend, whose cause of death no one could yet explain.

  Early in the morning, Simon von der Linde and Paul Lewandowski had searched the entire town hall square again for the projectile and found nothing.

  The death of Johannes Feldmann had spread like wildfire, and the phone at the station did not stop ringing.

  Then came the call from Marga Fischer. She and Johanna Gruber had taken over the leadership of the Heimatverein and the small museum two months ago from Rainer Kupke, who had managed everything with much enthusiasm and care and had now ended his role for health reasons.

  Marga said only in a noticeably calm voice: "You must come immediately, urgent at the museum. We are waiting." Then she hung up.

  "Was that Marga Fischer?" asked Paul Lewandowski, surprised. "Then something must have happened!"

  Ten minutes later they were standing in the parking lot of the various buildings of the Heimatverein. In front of the entrance door of the small museum stood Marga Fischer, waving to them.

  "I have to show you something…" she began without any other greeting. She walked to the small counter at the entrance where visitors paid their admission. There lay a lady’s handkerchief spread out, on which was a teardrop-shaped blue-green stone. It was about two centimeters wide, four centimeters long, and had a hole at the top.

  "Where was it lying?" Paul asked.

  Marga pointed to the doormat in front of the museum. “This morning, when I wanted to open the door, it was lying there.” “And Johanna discovered something else.”

  She ran ahead to one of the display cases and pointed to a chain of stones that looked very similar to the found stone. It was clearly visible that one stone was missing.

  “This,” said Marga, “is an ancient chain from the time when the Romans traded with the old Germans. Around two or three hundred AD.

  And like many legends, it was said of this chain that it could punish and even kill enemies of the village. Here I have for you a romanticized description from one of the books.

  Simon and Paul said their goodbyes.

  Chapter 3

  Paul Lewandowski read the description of the relations between Romans and Germans with interest and discussed it with Simon. Neither of them could imagine any connection to the murder case of Johannes Veldmann. Moreover, the author of the text was unknown, and the whole Roman story could have been pure fantasy.

  “Okay… let’s assume the whole story about the Roman boy and his bear is made up, then there is only the fact that the stone was found on the doormat at the museum entrance, and not, as expected, at the crime scene,” said Simon.

  “Or someone took this stone from the crime scene to lead us on a false trail.”

  “Anything is possible.” Simon just shook his head. “None of this gets us any further.” He had just sent an email to Fred Dittmer from the Landesmuseum in Hannover asking whether the story about the bear and its necklace was known there as well.

  Simon had met Fred Dittmer at a wedding in Kulturdiele, and they had a good conversation about the lively history of this region.

  “You can ask me anytime if you want to know something,” Fred had told him, and Simon had already taken him up on the offer twice.

  Fred Dittmer was also the one who warned the city about thefts on the grounds of the Heimatmuseum. “You have everything open… Anyone can get onto the grounds. And a little alarm in the museum no one hears in the middle of the night. Not to mention your ‘cement sack carrier.’ Easy to steal and it puts money in the thieves’ pockets.”

  And the terrible thing was that Fred Dittmer was right. The small cement sack carrier made of bronze was stolen by a gang in the middle of the night. It was only a faint consolation that the theft insurance covered the damage.

  Simon had actually expected a negative reply from Dittmer, something like, “How do you come up with such nonsense?”

  But Dittmer had sent a surprising message on WhatsApp: “What happened? Stone found? I’m coming right away.”

  Simon looked at Paul in astonishment. Paul shrugged. “Seems like there’s something special about the story after all!”

  Simon answered the phone, which had already rung three times. He identified himself and then listened with a surprised expression. “Yes, I understand, thank you very much.” Then he sat down and stared at Paul.

  “What’s wrong, Simon?” Paul asked quietly. He saw Simon take a deep breath. “I still can’t believe it.”

  Simon paused again. “It’s really true. The stone is the murder weapon! The lab says so.” He looked at Paul in disbelief and shook his head. “No fingerprints, but the blood of the murder victim.”

  Without a word, Paul went to the filing cabinet and took two small glasses and a small bottle of cognac from the top compartment. He poured some and handed a glass to Simon.

  Chapter 4

  The new retirement home opposite Rathausplatz had recently been occupied. The residents had quickly adapted to the rhythm of their neighborhood. Everything one needed in terms of shops, doctors, and supermarkets was practically nearby.

  Elisabeth Bergheim was one of the residents. She was very enthusiastic about everything new and sought contact with her fellow residents and also with the neighbors around the retirement home.

  However, she missed one thing very much, and that was her former village Westersode with her old friends and family.

  But then recently her old love Andreas Köhler also came to live in the building. He had lived abroad for a long time and had now returned to his old homeland. They still got along well, talked for hours about old times and people they knew.

  Elisabeth also took Andreas along when she was invited to the neighbors for coffee.

  There were always freshly baked cakes, and both of them loved those very much.

  The neighboring plots were all quite large and planted with trees and shrubs of all kinds, or next to the flowers one could also see vegetable beds. Somehow, something was always blooming.

  Two of the neighbors had set up a pool in a hidden garden corner, which both of them used a lot during the summer months. It wasn’t big… about five by four meters,

  In the morning everything was still quiet, and no one was disturbed when Elisabeth and Andreas used the pool to cool off a bit. Andreas was a late riser, but he joined her, and occasionally he read her poems or short stories while she floated quietly in the water.

  This morning they were still quietly discussing the strange death of Johannes Feldmann and were startled when they saw the neighbors standing by the pool. No one said anything. They just pointed to the pool. Even Mannie, the shepherd dog, seemed thrown off balance.

  Then Elisabeth saw what was going on. Over the edge of the pool hung a man she didn’t know. It was immediately clear that he was dead; his eyes were fixed and from his open mouth blood dripped into the water. On his forehead was a large hole.

  Elisabeth barely managed to suppress a scream and pressed her hands against her mouth. Andreas took her in his arms and led her away from the pool.

  Suddenly, all sorts of people from the forensic team swarmed in and began their work. The area around the pool was cordoned off, and Commissioner van der Linde asked the neighbors to wait on the garden terrace.

  Andreas Köhler was allowed to take Elisabeth back to the retirement home. For Elisabeth, the shock early in the morning had probably been too much.

  And the dead man also gave someone else a tremendous fright, and that was Simon von der Linde. When he saw the dead man’s face, he turned ashen and stammered that this couldn’t be possible. He barely responded to the questions Paul asked him. For a while, he sat apathetically on his chair, occasionally shaking his head.

  “What’s wrong, Simon?” Paul Lewandowski asked repeatedly. Then Simon reached for his phone, activated it, and handed it to Paul. “What should I look for, Simon… last WhatsApp?” Simon nodded.

  Paul quickly found what Simon wanted to show him. The message came from Fred Dittmer at the Landesmuseum and showed his laughing face.

  Now Paul understood what had so unsettled Simon. The dead man was Fred Dittmer.

  Chapter 5

  Johanna Gruber was on duty that morning at the small museum of the History and Local Heritage Association. At eleven o'clock, she was expecting a small group of women from the Housewives' Club to guide them through the museum.

  The old history of Hemmoor held Johanna's full interest. She would have loved to study history as well, but then she fell in love with Joachim and her children left her no time for studying.

  Her colleague Marga Fischer had given her the phone number of her sister, with whom she was staying, just in case. Only for emergencies.

  And Johanna now found herself in such an emergency at nine o'clock in the morning. Once again, there was a stone lying on the doormat. She ran to the display case where the Bear's necklace lay. Exactly in the middle, a stone was missing.

  She took a Tempo tissue and picked it up with it. Carefully, she placed the stone on the counter and covered it. Perhaps it was another murder weapon, like with Johannes Feldmann. As a precaution, she called the police station and reported her find.

  She was told that it was not possible to pick up the stone at the moment. But someone would come in an hour. Johanna placed the stone out of caution in the top drawer of the small office.

  She was glad when her expected ladies arrived and she could enthusiastically show them the entire museum collection.

  The greatest disagreement among the ladies was about the Bear's necklace. No one believed that this necklace could have any influence, on whatever. The old legends were simply pretty fairy tales in many eyes.

  The discussions continued on the terrace. Ulla Peters was serving in the canteen today. She had prepared a small snack, which was very well received by the ladies. Something different than coffee and cake was appreciated.

  A police car drove into the parking lot and a young policeman got out. He looked around questioningly.

  Johanna Gruber stood up, approached him, and greeted him. She took him into the museum. He introduced himself as Claus Mertens and said he was here to pick something up.

  Johanna nodded in agreement and went to the small office. She opened the drawer and was shocked. The stone under the Tempo tissue was gone.

  Stunned, she looked at the young police officer. “It’s gone... it was right here.”

  Claus Mertens looked around. “Could anyone else have known about this here?”

  Johanna shook her head. “No,” she said, “I was alone here.”

  “And the group of ladies, could any of them have taken the stone?” Again Johanna shook her head. “No one except me knew about the stone.”

  Claus Mertens's gaze fell on the door to the toilet, half hidden behind a cupboard.

  "And no one has used the toilet?"

  Johanna Gruber thought for a moment. "Oh yes... one of the younger ladies asked me for the toilet." Mertens looked at Johanna and then asked if she could direct the lady from the door.

  "Yes, do you really think one of the ladies...?" Then she turned around and went to the door.

  "It's the woman with the white blouse and jeans. She had a small shoulder bag."

  "I'll get her," said the young policeman.

  Somehow he managed to get the woman to come with him without much protest. "You have taken something that does not belong to you." Mertens was immediately very direct.

  "Too bad, it would have made such a nice necklace," said the young woman, shrugging. Then she opened her shoulder bag and took out the stone, which Mertens carefully placed in his handkerchief.

  "This is an important piece of evidence," he said still with a serious face. But he already knew this would make no impression.

  What did make an impression on this lady was the brusque tone in which he ordered her to accompany him to the station. "We need your fingerprints," he said briefly. "Your bus can pick you up there again."

  "Does it have to be?" she asked grumpily and followed him to the police car.

  Johanna Gruber then had to explain to the ladies why their little bus would have to take a detour later.

  Chapter 6

  The police station of the small town was right in the center. Apparently, there was a lot going on today, as the small parking lot at the station was full. 'Just what we needed,' thought Mertens and then parked opposite the Sparkasse.

  And then it occurred to him that he hadn't even asked the woman for her name.

  A bit snippily, she gave him her business card. "Helen Bartels, journalist, Niederelbe Zeitung," he read. He sighed and thought that apparently little was spared him today.

  Mertens knocked on the door of Commissioner von der Linde, and Paul Lewandowski opened it. "Ah... there you are," he said with a smile. He greeted Helen Bartels, and it was clear the two knew each other well.

  Simon von der Linde also seemed to know Helen Bartels well. "What happened?" he asked and offered Helen a chair.

  "Well," said Helen, "I was probably a bit too curious and took something that doesn't belong to me." And now my fingerprints are on the item and he..." She gestured theatrically at Klaus Mertens, "... he dragged me here."

  Paul Lewandowski could see from the young policeman that he wanted to get away from Helen Bartels' company as quickly as possible. He asked Mertens if he wanted to accompany him to the canteen, and he saw the young man's relief. Paul wanted Simon to have the opportunity to speak with Helen Bartels alone. That way, he might find out what Helen knew and why she wanted that stone.

  Paul let Mertens briefly describe how everything had gone at the museum. Paul himself had had his own negative experiences with Helen in the past. Now he could do nothing but tell the young man that he had done his job correctly.

  When Paul returned with two cups of fresh coffee, Simon and Helen interrupted their intense conversation. Shortly thereafter, Simon had Helen brought back to the museum where her car was parked.

  "And her fingerprints?" Paul asked. Simon pointed to Helen's coffee cup. "Here you have your fingerprints."

  "What did she really want?" Paul sat down opposite Simon and looked at him questioningly. "Come on, Simon, you don't really believe her story about the stolen stone."

  "Yes, you're right, she had a reason to talk to us, and she told me what it was." He looked at his watch and asked Paul if they could have something to drink and eat at the Greek place across the street since their lunch break had been canceled.

  Paul knew that whenever Simon was stuck with something, he liked to discuss everything with him outside the office.

  There were no guests yet at the Greek place, and besides, it was wonderfully cool there. They each ordered two beers and said they wanted to wait with the food.

  Simon apparently had difficulty finding a starting point.

  "It's more complicated than we thought," Simon began. "Helen Bartels knew that Fred Dittmer was coming. He was horrified when he heard what had happened to Johannes Feldmann. 'Not Hemmoor too,' he had cried out in despair.

  Then he told her that in Lower Saxony there were two other towns where practically the same drama had unfolded, with deaths everywhere and a great unrest prevailing.

  Simon paused and took a sip of beer from his glass. "Now we know why Fred Dittmer wanted to come so quickly."

  "And then?" Paul asked. "Why did Helen Bartels take the stone? She must have had a reason." Paul looked at Simon questioningly.

  Simon took another big sip from his beer glass. "She did have one." Simon leaned back and nodded his head. He took his time before continuing.

  "We have to be careful with her reason." Simon saw the tension on Paul's face. "The group from the housewives' club was asked by Dittmer to come and to look around the museum the next day. And now comes the important part! This group consists entirely of specialists in their field. They investigate occult and unexplained phenomena. Dittmer thought Helen was the right person to accompany them. And then

  one more thing, Paul. In the two other towns, three dead were found in each."

  "So that means we can expect another murder," Paul said with an irony that was impossible to miss.

  Simon nodded. "It looks that way."

  Chapter 7

  Anna Vollmer-Dittmer was a cousin of Fred Dittmer. For months, Fred had been complaining about the strange incidents in several museums. And then suddenly, unexplained deaths occurred.

  On the day Fred Dittmer received the report from Simon von der Linde about the stone from the Bear Chain, which had been identified by the police laboratory as the murder weapon, he was completely baffled. Moreover, the day before, Interpol had issued a warning to all central museums. A gang had gained access in order to steal valuable pieces that were then sold abroad at high prices.

  Anna Vollmer was a clever woman who also possessed a special gift. She could focus on a museum piece and later recount details about its manufacture, owners, and material.

  Her friend was Hannelore Meyer, who had the same abilities. She always enjoyed adding further details about the owners and how they handled their treasures.

  The entire "housewives' group" consisted only of ladies who had special talents and used their remarkable qualities solely for a good cause. They had reunited lost children with their parents, helped the police identify the dead, and clarified errors in the history of peoples and nations.

  Helpfulness was paramount to them, and they agreed on the principles of their group. The motto “One for all and all for one” was borrowed from the ‘Three Musketeers.’

  Roman history was known to all of them, and all the ladies agreed that the stones from the Bear Chain had been deliberately chosen as murder weapons. With a catapult or a hand bow, these stones would not have reached their target. The accuracy suggested a modern weapons system. Their suspicions were shared by experts from the criminal police in various federal states.

  Hemmoor was relevant in this case because the two murder cases were recent.

  Now all the ladies were searching for clues among shooting clubs, hunting clubs, and craft businesses.

  All eight ladies lived together in a large holiday home near the city center. Every morning they discussed what they could do and which team would go on the investigation.

  This morning, Ursula Langner and Traute Janssen were out to speak with a farmer who had lost three sheep within a week. Ursula and Traute were often called upon when it came to unexplained causes of death in animals.

  In this case, the sheep had the same head wounds as the two men killed in Hemmoor. Only in the sheep, due to the force of impact, a large part of the skullcap was shattered. The veterinarian and the farmer agreed that the perpetrator or perpetrators must have used a remote-controlled drone. Only then could the precision targeting of the animals’ heads be explained.

  Traute Janssen approached the spot where the sheep had been found. Suddenly, she startled and stood motionless. Then she searched for something. It was not clear whether she had found anything. When she returned, she was beaming.

  “You found the projectiles with which they were killed!” Ursula exclaimed. Traute nodded. They walked back to the farm. Beside the entrance door stood an old wooden table with chairs and a bench.

  They sat down, and Traute laid her handkerchief on the table. The farmer came over curiously to sit with the two women. “Have you found something?” he asked.

  Traute Janssen opened her handkerchief. Three stones lay before them. All three were pointed at the front, four centimeters long, and had a striking blue color. Somehow the stones looked like icicles.

  “And these were used to kill my sheep?” the farmer asked, shaking his head.

  “It seems so,” said Ursula Langner, taking her phone out of her pocket. “I must call Simon von der Linde now.”

  Chapter 8

  Simon von der Linde and Paul Lewandowski knew the farm of the farmer Ernst Beckmann. He was one of the first farmers in the region to practice predominantly organic cultivation. Beckmann had also mostly done away with his cows and switched to sheep and goats.

  As it seemed, he had great success with his sheep and goat cheese production far beyond the national borders.

  Simon and Paul sat down with the farmer and the women. They saw the three stones that Traute Janssen had found and had the find spot shown to them. It was at most 100 meters to the adjacent forest, and from the farm this spot was not visible.

  The farmer’s daughter had picked up her son from kindergarten, and the little boy came running to his grandfather with a letter in his hand. “It was still in the mailbox,” said the daughter, and she greeted everyone.

  Beckmann opened the letter, read it, and then silently passed it on to Simon. Written in red felt-tip pen on a sheet of paper was: “Gruss von Masara.” Below were three crosses drawn.

  “I don’t know anyone by that name,” said Beckmann, shrugging.

  Simon also shook his head and passed the letter on to Paul. He saw the name and then said to Simon, “I think we can clear this up at the station.”

  He looked at Simon intently, and Simon immediately understood what he meant.

  They said their goodbyes, went to their car, and took the found stones and the strange letter with them.

  "Tell me, Paul, who is Masara?" asked Simon as they sat in the car.

  “Do you still remember the strange story about the Roman boy and his bear?”

  Simon nodded. “You mean the bear with the necklace from the magic lady?”

  Paul looked at him and laughed. “Yes, exactly… That’s the one I mean! I actually think that was her name.”

  At the station, Simon took the sheet of paper they had received at the museum out of the file. He read it briefly and then said with a surprised face, “You were right, Paul, it really says it here.”

  “We have to find out whether this name is real or just made up,” said Paul. “You have a list of specialists in the field.”

  They went through everything and then unanimously agreed on one name, Professor Alexander Felix Arndt. According to the description, he was exactly the man they needed.

  Simon dialed the professor’s number. A pleasant male voice answered, asking for the phone number and name of the caller and, of course, the reason for the call. Then the line was simply disconnected.

  Three minutes later, Simon had the professor on the phone, who apologized for the abrupt interruption. He was in Norway and was just about to descend deeper into a cave with a group.

  "But dear Mr. von der Linde," he said to Simon. "You don't need me at all! My wife is with her group in your town. I'll send her a report right away and she will get in touch. Good luck." Then he interrupted the conversation again.

  Chapter 9

  It was closing time and Simon and Paul decided not to wait any longer for the call from the professor's wife and to have another beer at the pub across the street. Then there was a knock on their door and in came a tall, slender lady, no longer quite young, but very elegantly dressed.

  "Hello," she said. "Nice of you both to wait for me." She walked up to Simon and handed him her business card. "Claudia Arndt-Schaefer," he read. Simon thanked her for coming and offered her a chair.

  "Oh," she said, "I'm coming to have a beer with you… you intended to, didn't you?"

  She saw the surprise on Simon and Paul's faces. "It's simply easier to talk when you're sitting somewhere relaxed."

  In the pub, there were only men and hardly any women. Simon looked for a place in a corner where they could be undisturbed.

  To the astonishment of Simon and Paul, Claudia Arndt did not even ask what they wanted to know but immediately began on the subject. She explained that women with special abilities were more common in the first and second centuries AD and that Masara was such a woman.

  She said it with such certainty as if she had known the woman personally. Masara's adventurous spirit had brought her north with the Romans, and it was known that she did not come from Italy but from the Spanish region. At that time, many former soldiers of the Roman army had settled there.

  Masara was especially known for her ability to influence all kinds of weapons known at the time. She had a kind of magical power said to be terrifying. But it is also known that Masara only used it in the utmost emergency. Moreover, she had an inexplicable relationship with animals. Manuscripts from the period say that even wild animals fed from her hand.

  "A friendship as special as the one she shared with the little boy and his bear was very unusual, but accepted by everyone."

  Claudia Arndt leaned back and looked at Simon and Paul questioningly. "And the name of this woman is now being misused to feign revenge?"

  She shook her head. "Someone here wants to lead you astray." She took a large sip from her beer glass.

  "What you want to know now is who is behind this." She paused briefly.

  "What I know from the old documents is that Masara never abused her abilities and only resorted to extraordinary means to protect the village."

  She paused again.

  "There was also a huge dispute between two groups in this region over hunting rights, but perhaps my friend Inge Kretschmer knows more about it."

  She stood up and said, "Sorry, I have to go now. My group still has a meeting. I'll send Inge over to you."

  At the exit she stopped, turned around, and called out: "Thank you very much for the beer."

  Chapter 10

  All eight ladies had gathered punctually in the garden of their holiday apartment. Anna Volmer-Dittmer once again summarized everything that had happened in this town so far.

  "What we must prevent is that yet another murder occurs of a human being, although I also deeply regret the three dead sheep."

  Ursula Langner had taken photos on her phone of the projectiles that had killed the sheep and showed them to everyone. No one had ever seen this form of stones before, and all agreed that they had been artificially polished in this way.

  Hilde Vossen and Marga von Beilen were well versed in modern technologies and were looking for companies that specialized in the use of drones and sold them on order. They pointed out that it is possible for technically skilled people to manufacture their own designs.

  "I want to draw your attention to the fact that we are dealing with very wealthy people here, considering everything that has been stolen from the various collections," said Hilde Vossen.

  "And something else is strange: nothing has yet been stolen here in the local museum."

  "It is quite possible that a very small drone was used to murder people," Marga von Beilen added.

  "There is no natural science rule that says a drone cannot be small. What matters above all is the technology: motor, battery, electronics, and the control must be small enough to give the device lift and keep it controllable."

  In toy stores, you can already see mini drones for 20 euros.

  But in our special cases, the drone must also carry the projectile and aim precisely."

  Hilde Vossen continued: "In the case with the sheep, it didn’t matter whether the drone was seen or not, because it was night and the spot was far from the house."

  "What do you think?" Hilde Vossen looked at her friends. "Could someone have bought a murderer with a drone to kill certain people? An old feud, perhaps?"

  Before anyone could say anything, Inge Kretschmer jumped up from her chair. "I now know who the third victim will be."

  She had her phone in her hand and called someone. "You are in danger! Don’t go outside and not near the window. We’re coming right away. In danger!" she shouted. She ran to the door and looked around. All the women stared at her in disbelief.

  "What’s going on, Inge?" called Anna Vollmer.

  "The ancient feud between the 'An der Heide’s' and the 'Von der Linde’s'! Simon is the last. He is the next victim."

  Chapter 11

  Simon von der Linde stared at his phone. ‘You are in danger,’ the female voice had called, a voice he did not know.

  "What’s going on?" Paul asked. Simon looked at him and then said with a shrug, "Someone says I’m in danger."

  “And you don’t take it seriously?” Paul sat back down on his chair. “One must take everything seriously, even a call like that.”

  Paul looked outside. “It really is becoming summer, Simon. The Greek has already opened his rooftop terrace. Only one man up there. Now, of course, one wonders what a man alone is doing up there.”

  The door to their office was thrown wide open and a woman stormed in. “Simon,” she called. Simon raised his hand and went towards her. “Ah… it was you who called me.” She nodded breathlessly and sat down on the offered chair.

  “You know which group I belong to?” she said.

  Paul and Simon both nodded.

  “My name is Inge Kretschmer, and in our group I deal with disputes between the various family clans.”

  “Do such family groups still exist in this time?” Paul asked. Inge looked at him and then said: “Okay, let’s take your family. In Australia alone there are already seven family groups, three families still have contact with each other, and in New Zealand two. Not to mention the families in this country.”

  Inge looked at the two men who had been listening silently. “Here, in this case of the family, the feud has been going on since the second century. As so often, it was about betrayal, land, women, and not to forget the honor of the clan.”

  “Are you saying that my family still has a feud with another family?” Simon looked at her incredulously.

  “You are the last heir of the ‘von der Linde’ clan. If you die childless, then the name of your clan dies too. Our group and I are here to prevent that.”

  “Kind of you,” Simon said ironically. “And who is my killer?”

  “Your killer, or rather the man who wants to carry out the murder, belongs to the clan of the ‘Von der Heide.’ A powerful family. Today, as in the past, rich and influential.” Inge said this with great seriousness in her voice.

  “And the death of the other two, why did they have to die?” Paul asked, and Simon nodded in agreement.

  Inge looked at them thoughtfully. “At that time, there were also families who could help each other. The family clans of the Dittmers and the Feldmanns were bound by a deep friendship with the clan von der Heide.”

  Simon walked to the window and looked out. “Maybe you were right, Paul, and the man on the roof is the one who wants to kill me.”

  Suddenly, a faint buzzing and the shattering of a windowpane were heard.

  Simon had not even noticed that Inge was standing beside him, with outstretched hands.

  Paul came running and shouted, “What happened?”

  "Nothing," said Inge, a little puzzled. Then she grabbed Simon by the arms, shook him, and called out, “It worked. We were able to save you.” She danced with joy around the room.

  The office door opened and all the other ladies came in. They congratulated Inge and embraced Simon. Other colleagues came in and asked what was going on.

  “We are celebrating Simon’s new birthday,” said Anna Vollmer-Dittmer seriously. “But at the same time, another man, his murderer, is probably dead up there on the terrace roof.” She pointed through the open window to the rooftop terrace of the Greek restaurant.

  Three police officers set out to find out whether Anna Vollmer’s suspicion was correct.

  “Why is the man now injured or dead?” Simon asked, shaking his head in bewilderment.

  “That is the fate of the murderer.” “When it fails, the bear’s stone kills him himself.”

  Anna added.

  Chapter 12

  The next morning, the Niederelbe Zeitung ran a huge, gripping article about the death of the unknown man on the rooftop terrace. The article was by Helen Bartels. No one had yet reacted to the photo of the dead man.

  This time the man had not been hit in the forehead, but directly in the heart. He was very tall and had wild hair. His clothing was made of coarse linen, his shoes looked like moccasins made of rough leather. Large scars on his body suggested a turbulent life.

  And Helen then posed the question to her readers, “Are we dealing here with a visitor from the past?”

  The reactions were overwhelming. From all over Germany, major newspapers and magazines wanted to learn more about the unknown dead man and the story of the bear and its chain.

  The small town of Hemmoor suddenly found itself in the headlines of the world press, swarming with international television stations wanting to make their reports here.

  Simon von der Linde and Paul Lewandowski no longer knew what else was coming their way.

  The mayor of the town requested that they first find out who the dead man was. It might still be possible that his appearance had been deliberately altered.

  There was a knock on Simon’s office door. All eight ladies from the group he now knew came in and greeted Simon and Paul.

  “We know that things are not easy for you at the moment. But we have to tell you ourselves.” Anna Vollmer-Dittmer indicated the group of women.

  Hannelore Meyer, Anna’s friend, continued. “We have found the grave of the man who wanted to kill Simon, and we want to put him back there.”

  Simon and Paul looked at each other, and it was clear that they did not quite understand what was being talked about.

  "Why grave... the man has been dead since yesterday!" said Paul, and Simon nodded in agreement.

  "In two minutes the report from the lab will arrive, and it will state that this man was only temporarily brought back to life. I know it is hard to comprehend that this is possible. But some magics are suited for this, if one can find the right person to perform it."

  She was right. The lab report confirmed what Hannelore Meyer had just told. Furthermore, it was advised to bury the corpus as quickly as possible.

  "All that remains for us is to find out who manufactured and used the deadly weapon," Simon said thoughtfully.

  "And who the client was!" Simon added.

  Chapter 13

  The crucial tip came from the farmer Ernst Beckmann, who had meanwhile lost two goats in addition to the three sheep.

  He noticed that two young people with a Jeep suddenly started passing regularly by the vacant farmhouse at the end of his street. It was nothing unusual, as vacant farms were rented out to tourists as holiday apartments.

  After the sudden death of his goats, Beckmann decided to call the police again, and this time he immediately asked for Commissioner von der Linde.

  Simon and Paul were glad about the call from farmer Beckmann. The operation proceeded as discreetly as possible.

  Paul asked his hiking group if a few people could be assigned for a small tour right away.

  Two hours later, a cheerful group of six hikers arrived at the holiday farm. It was a large old half-timbered building, very well maintained. At the old farms, the stables were built directly onto the house.

  On the large square in front of the house stood a wooden pavilion that could accommodate eight people. A little further on stood a huge barn for all the equipment and tractors.

  A young man came out of the house and greeted them. Of course, they were allowed to fill water bottles and use the toilet.

  Then they said goodbye and happily continued on. They had parked their cars out of sight from the road, behind Farmer Beckmann's place. They all met again at the guard post. Everyone had certain things to watch for on the holiday farm. No one had seen anything suspicious. Only Manfred had picked up a small piece of metal lying under a tree.

  It looked like a piece of metal, but in shape, according to the judgment of an

  expert, it was a small piece of a propeller blade from a small drone that had crashed into a tree.

  Simon had the farm monitored. His people found out that in the large barn there was a caravan where work was done alone at night.

  The police operation on the farm took place one day later at one o'clock in the morning. In total, there were six arrests. Four of those arrested were technicians who mainly dealt with the production of small drones. Two of the technicians were grinding stones made of all kinds of materials and fitting them precisely onto a drone.

  Among the found papers, drawings of drones, and letters from clients, Simon also found the name Hermann “von der Heide" with precise details about who or what was to be killed.

  Simon was told by the Hamburg police that Hermann von der Heide was now wanted by Interpol and had probably hidden out in one of the small Caribbean countries. No one from the family lived in the enormous villa on the Elbchaussee in Hamburg, and the caretaker received his instructions by phone from an office. Every week, a gardener came with two of his employees for a whole day to maintain the grounds, which included a pond and a fairly large outdoor pool.

  Simon had to think while reading the report of what Inge Kretschmer had said: Then as now, wealth and influence.

  Paul Lewandowski came to Simon and reminded him that they both wanted to be present at the “funeral” of the dead unknown man.

  Behind the old brickyard was a small forest under nature protection, much to the great displeasure of the town of Hemmoor. It would have been very lucrative to build a new neighborhood here. But the last owner had made different provisions for the small forest in his will and ensured that the regulations were very well observed.

  Apparently, the ladies’ club knew more about it. Their ceremony was simple, the grave was open, and from the funeral company’s vehicle, four employees lowered the corpse into the grave wrapped in long white cloths. Each of the women gave her blessing to the dead in her own ceremony.

  Anna Vollmer-Dittmer was the last to arrive at the grave and spoke a few words. Finally, she dropped a small pouch into the open grave, and all the women bowed and began to sing a short song in an unknown language.

  Each of the women thanked Simon and Paul for coming. “This is a special patch of earth,” said Anna Vollmer, and all the ladies agreed with her. “Here lie Romans, pirates, Vikings, and Germans peacefully and quietly. We only come when hatred and envy are at play and unscrupulous scoundrels wield their power. No more murder will happen here. The unrest caused by the chain of berries is over.”

  “I saw it,” said Simon. “They laid her with the unknown man in the grave, and I hope she can do no more harm there.”

  "By the way, Simon, the bear's chain is back where it belongs: in the museum's display case," said Claudia Arndt.

  "Only its stones no longer have the magical powers from Masara, the woman who once gifted the chain with the stones to the bear. Now they are simply just ordinary little stones." Claudia Arndt laughed as she saw Simon's incredulous face.

  The whole group came to say goodbye to Simon and Paul before they boarded their small tour bus.

  Anna Vollmer-Dittmer handed Simon a letter. "You can read this when you calmly drink your beer," she said with a mischievous smile.

  Simon and Paul watched the little bus drive away and then got into their car. Paul drove them back to the Centrum and parked close to their pub.

  The two sat on the terrace under a parasol. Simon looked at the letter. Then he said to Paul, "Put it away, we're off work now."

  Paul looked puzzled at his wristwatch and wanted to say something. But then he just shook his head and took the letter from Simon. "I know..." he said without emotion. "I also saw the chauffeur of the ladies' bus. 'Twin brother' of Fred Dittmer... or?"

  Simon raised his arms. "Who knows after everything we've been through today."

  The waitress came with the beer. "You are an angel!" Simon said to her. She looked at him and smiled, saying, "Luckily not yet!"

